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Adopted  by  the  General  Conference,  May,  189di 


[Parts  in  brackets  may  be  emitted.] 

1.  [VOLUNTARYJ 

2.  SINGING  FROM  THE  HYMNAL,  the  People  standing. 

3*   [THE  APOSTLES*  CREED.] 

I  believe  in  God,  the  Father  Almighty,  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth :  and  in 
Jesus  Christ,  his  only  Son,  our  Lord  ;  vrho  vras  conceived  by  the  Holy  Ghost, 
bom  of  the  Virgin  Mary ;  suffered  under  Pontius  Pilate ;  -was  crucified,  dead, 
and  buried ;  the  third  day  he  rose  from  the  dead ;  he  ascended  into  heaven,  and 
sitteth  at  the  right  hand  of  God,  the  Father  Almighty ;  from  thence  he  shall 
come  to  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead. 

I  believe  in  the  Holy  Ghost ;  the  holy  catholic  Church,  the  communion  of 
saints ;  the  forgiveness  of  sins ;  the  resurrection  Of  the  body ;  and  the  life  ever* 
lasting.    Amen. 

4.    PRAYER,  the  Minister  and  People  kneeling,  concluding  with  the  Lord's 
Prayer,  repeated  audibly  by  alL 

6.    [ANTHEM.1 

6.  LESSON   FROM  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT,  which,  if  from  tho 

Psalms,  may  be  read  responsively. 

7.  [THE  GLORIA  PATRI.1 
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8*  LESSON  FROM  THE  NEW  TESTAMENT. 

9.  COLLECTION  AND  NOTICES. 

10.  SINGING  FROM  THE  HYMNAL,  the  People  standtng. 

11.  SERMON. 

12.  SHORT  PRAYER,  for  a  blessing  on  the  Word. 

13.  SINGING,  the  People  standing,  closing  with  a  Doxology. 

14.  THE  APOSTOLIC  BENEDICTION. 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  HYMNAL. 


The  General  Conference  of  the  Meth- 
odist Episcopal  Church,  on  the  thirti- 
eth day  of  May,  1876,  adopted  the  fol- 
lowing report: — 

The  Committee  on  the  Revision  of  the  Hjrmn 
Book  have  carefully  considered  the  various  pa- 
pers referred  to  them,  and  respectfully  report  to 
the  General  Conference  that  they  are  unanimously 
of  the  opinion  that  a  thorough  revision  of  the 
Hymn  Book  now  in  use  is  imperatively  demanded. 
We  therefore  recommend — 

1.  That  the  Board  of  Bishops  be  requested  to 
appoint,  as  soon  as  practicable,  a  Committee  of 
fifteen,  to  whom  shall  be  committed  the  work  of 
revision. 

2.  That  this  Committee  be  selected  with  refer- 
ence to  convenience  of  location  for  division  into 
three  sections  for  working  purposes. 

8.  That  when  the  work  of  preparatory  revis- 
ion shall  be  completed  by  the  several  sections, 
the  whole  Committee  shall  be  duly  notified,  and 
the  work  of  each  section  shall  be  revised ;  and 
that  no  hymn  now  in  use  shall  be  excluded  with- 
out a  vote  of  two  thirds  of  the  Committee  for  its 
rejection,  and  that  no  h3rmn  not  now  in  the  collec- 
tion shall  be  admitted  without  a  vote  of  two- 
thirds  of  the  Committee  in  its  favor. 

4.  That  when  the  Committee  have  completed 
their  work,  they  shall  submit  their  report  to  the 
Bishops  for  their  approval,  and  the  Bishops  ap* 
proving,  they  are  authorized  to  commend  it  to  the 

Church. 

5.  That  after  the  Committee  aforesaid  shall 

have  completed  their  revision  of  the  Hymn  Book, 
and  their  work  has  been  approved  by  the  Bishops 
•g  provided  for  in  it^m  4,  they  shall  have  power 


to  prepare  a  suitable  Hymn  and  Tune  Book  for 
the  use  of  the  Church. 

6.  No  compensation  shall  be  paid  to  the  Com- 
mittee employed  in  the  revisal,  except  for  actual 
expenses  incurred. 

In  accordance  with  the  foregoing  res- 
olution, the  Bishops  appointed  the  fol- 
lowing persons  as 

The  Committee  op  Revision. 

Central  Section. 

James  M.  Buckley,        Erastus  Wentworth, 
Richard  Wheatley,        John  N.  Brown, 
Charles  E.  Henddiokson. 

Eastern  Section, 

Daniel  A.  Whedon,        William  Ricb, 
Calvin  S.  Harrington,  George  Prenticb, 
Charles  F.  Allen. 

Western  Section. 

Francis  D.  Hemenway,  Arthur  Edwards, 
William  Hunter,  Jeremiah  H.  Bayliss, 

Charles  H.  Payne. 


APPROVAL  BY  THE  BISHOPS. 

7b  the  Committee  appointed  to  revise  the  Hymn 
Book: 

Dear  Brethren— The  Bishops,  at  their  late 
meeting  in  Cleveland,  Ohio,  very  thoroughly  ex- 
amined the  result  of  the  labors  of  the  Committee 
appointed  under  authority  of  the  last  General  Con- 
ference, to  revise  the  Hymn  Book  of  the  Method- 
ist Episcopal  Church. 

1.  They  went  through  the  entire  list  of  the 
hymns  in  the  book  now  in  use  which  the  Com- 
mittee has  excluded. 
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8.  They  thovghtfully  considered  every  revision 
made  in  the  text  of  the  hymns  which  the  Com- 
mittee has  retained. 

8.  They  read  through  carefully,  and  in  many 
cases  repeatedly,  every  new  hymn  which  the 
Committee  has  introduced  into  the  Revised  Hymn 
Book. 

After  the  Committee  had  made  a  few  changes 
which  the  Bishops  suggested,  the  following  reso- 
lution was  unanimously  adopted,  namely : — 

Resolvedy  That  we  have  thoroughly  examined, 
with  great  satisfaction,  the  work  of  the  Commit- 


tee appointed  to  revise  the  Hymn  Book.  We 
tender  to  the  members  of  that  Committee  our 
thanks ;  and  believe  the  gratitude  of  the  Church 
is  due  these  brethren  for  the  labor  they  have  ex- 
pended, and  the  wisdom,  taste,  and  good  judg- 
ment they  have  shown  in  preparing  this  most 
excellent  book. 

By  order,   and  on  behalf,  of  the  Board  of 
Bishops, 

William  L.  Harris,  Secretary, 

Niw  Tore,  Jwm  is,  1877. 


ADDKESS 

TO  THE 

MEMBERS  AM)  FRIENDS  OF  THE  METHODIST  EPISCOPAL  CHURCH. 


TJndeb  the  direction  of  the  General  Conference  of  1 876  this  revised  edition  of 
our  excellent  Hymn  Book  has  been  prepared.  The  action  of  the  General 
Conference,  the  names  of  the  Committee  selected  by  the  Bishops,  and  the 
judgment  of  the  Bishops  as  expressed  to  the  Committee,  are  herewith  pre- 
sented. You  will  note  the  great  care  which  has  marked  every  part  of  the 
work,  whether  in  rejecting  any  of  the  hymns  formerly  used,  or  in  changing 
their  phraseology,  or  in  the  selection  of  those  which  are  new.  Though  perfec- 
tion is  not  claimed,  yet  we  believe  the  present  Hymn  Book  will  be  considered 
a  great  improvement  on  the  preceding  one. 

We  most  cordially  commend  it  to  you  as  one  of  the  choicest  selections  of 
evangelical  hymns  ever  published;  and  we  trust  that  it  will  increase  the  interest 
of  public  worship,  give  a  higher  inspiration  to  social  and  family  services,  and 
aid  in  private  meditation  and  devotion.  As  it  is  published  by  the  authority  of 
the  Church,  and  to  meet  the  wants  of  the  Church,  and  as  the  profits  will  be 
devoted  to  religious  purposes,  we  do  the  more  earnestly  commend  it  to  your 
liberal  patronage. 

We  exhort  you,  dear  brethren,  to  "sing  with  the  spirit"  and  **with  the 
understanding  also,"  "  making  melody  in  your  heart  to  the  Lord." 
Your  affectionate  pastors  in  Christ, 

LEVI  SCOTT, 
MATTHEW  SIMPSON, 
EDWABD  B.  AMES, 
THOMAS  BOWMAN, 
WILLIAM  L.  HABBI8, 
RANDOLPH  8.  FOSTER, 
ISAAC  W.  WILEY, 
STEPHEN  M.  MERBELL, 
EDWARD  G.  ANDREWS, 
GILBERT  HAVEN, 
JESSE  T.  PECK. 
Jambory  12, 1878. 
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The  Committee  appointed  by  order  of  the  last  General  Conference  to 
revise  the  Hymn  Book,  was  also  empowered  "  to  prepare  a  suitable  Hymn 
and  Tune  Book  for  the  use  of  the  Church;"  and  this  book  is  presented 
as  the  result  of  its  labor.  The  accepted  doctrine  of  the  Church  is,  that 
a  every  person  in  the  congregation  ought  to  sing,  not  one  in  ten  only." 
To  aid  in  securing  such  a  consummation  has  beett  the  prime  purpose 
m  the  mind  of  the  Committee.  It  has  also  been  a  special  aim  to  prepare 
a  book  which  would  so  commend  itself  to  the  whole  Church  as  to  secure 
uniformity  of  use  in  all  our  congregations,  thus  becoming  a  strong  addi- 
tional bond  of  union  as  well  as  a  powerful  stimulus  in  worship.  Such  a 
book  is  quite  as  much  needed  as  a  book  of  hymns  alone. 

This  book  has  a  superiority  over  our  previous  works  of  this  kind  in  its 
exact  agreement  with  the  Hymnal  in  the  order  and  consecutive  number- 
ing of  the  hymns.  The  preservation  of  this  identity  has  greatly  increased 
the  difficulty  of  adapting  all  the  hymns  to  suftable  tunes.  To  accomplish 
this  properly,  without  unduly  increasing  the  size  and  expense  of  the  book, 
was  not  an  easy  problem ;  yet  it  is  believed  tha:t  very  few  hymns  will  be 
found  without  their  appropriate  tunes  on  their  own  or  on  opposite  pages. 
In  the  few  instances  where  this  has  not  been  practicable,  a  familiar  tune 
is  suggested,  with  its  page,  at  the  head  of  the  hymn. 

The  tunes  have  been  taken  from  the  best  sources  of  our  own  and  other 
countries.  They  have  been  selected  from  a  great  multitude,  and  from  a 
great  variety  of  authors,  and  almost  wholly  with  a  view  to  their  availa- 
bility for  congregational  use.  They  are  not  mere  scientific  harmonies, 
but  harmonized  melodies.  Most  of  them  have  been  tested  by  long  usage, 
and  have  become  indispensable  for  popular  use.  Those  that  are  rela- 
tively new  will  prove,  it  is  believed,  as  acceptable  and  popular  as  the 
old.  The  variety  is  very  broad,  and  yet  the  music  is  mainly  of  a  solid, 
enduring  kind.     Wherever  pages  that  face  each  other  contain  hymns  of 
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the  same  meter  it  has  been  the  aim  to  adapt  them  to  one  old  tune  and 
one  less  familiar.  The  number  of  tunes  for  particular  meters  will  be 
found  very  large,  and  their  character  especially  excellent  Of  the  few 
lighter  tunes  in  the  book,  it  is  sufficient  to  say  that  they  are  married  to 
their  hymns  and  cannot  well  be  divorced.  The  dozen  or  more  of  old  and 
fugue  tunes  that  follow  the  doxologies  will  be  a  gratification  to  many  who 
still  enjoy  the  ancient  melodies.  The  chants,  though  not  numerous,  are 
those  very  generally  used  by  the  universal  Church ;  and  it  is  hoped  that 
they  may  become  more  popular  and  useful  among  us. 

The  Committee  has  been  assisted  in  the  preparation  of  this  book  by 
Dr.  Eben  Tourj^e,  of  Boston,  and  Mr.  Joseph  P.  Holbrook,  of  New  York, 
as  special  musical  editors.  These  names  are  a  sufficient  guaranty  that 
the  musical  department  of  the  work  has  been  done  in  the  best  possible 
manner. 

We  offer  a  few  suggestions  for  congregational  singing : — 

Let  all  provide  themselves  with  books.  Every  singer  should  have  a 
book  to  himself. 

Let  all  sing ;  generally  the  melody  of  the  tune. 

The  minister  must  take  and  express  deep  and  constant  interest  in 
congregational  singing ;  otherwise  it  will  be  a  failure. 

The  chorister  must  do  the  same. 

There  should  be  a  choir  or  a  precentor,  and  an  organ,  if  possible,  to 
lead  the  people.  The  best  arrangement  is  to  have  the  choir  and  organ 
in  front  of  the  congregation. 

Frequent  gatherings  of  the  congregation  in  praise-meetings,  and  for 
instruction  and  practice  in  learning  new  tunes,  are  very  desirable.  For 
the  sake  of  variety  and  freshness,  the  pastor  and  chorister  should  make 
persistent  efforts  to  encourage  the  congregation  to  learn  new  tunes.  The 
book  should  be  the  standard  book  of  the  Sunday-school,  and  should  be 
constantly  used  in  the  social  meeting  as  well  as  in  the  congregation. 

In  the  hope  that  the  work  may  stimulate  all  the  people  to  sing  in  all 
the  services  of  the  sanctuary,  and  may  contribute  somewhat  to  the  spirit- 
uality of  divine  worship  through  the  power  of  sacred  song  upon  the  heart, 

it  is  respectfully  submitted  to  the  kindly  judgment  of  the  Church. 
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J.  JExultatU  praise  to  the  Redeemer. 

1  O  FOR  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 
My  g^eat  Redeemer's  praise ; 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King,  > 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace  I 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  proclaim. 

To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad. 
The  honors  of  thy  name. 

8  Jesus !  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 

'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean ; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 

5  He  speaks,  and,  listening  to  his  voice. 
New  life  the  dead  receive ; 

The  mournful*  broken  hearts  rejoice ; 
The  humble  poor  believe. 
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6  Hear  him,  ye  deaf;  his  praise,  ye  dumb. 
Your  loosened  tongues  employ ; 

Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come ; 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy. 

Oharles  Wesley. 

ti  Worshiping  the  LamJb. 

1  Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
With  angels  round  the  throne ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  "  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry, 
"To  be  exalted  thus!" 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb !"  our  hearts  reply, 
"  For  ne  was  slain  for  us." 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honor  and  power  divine  ; 

And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give. 
Be,  Lord,  forever  thine. 

4  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 
To  bless  the  sacred  name 

Of  him  that  sits  upon  the  throne. 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 
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0  7%«  universal  King. 

1  Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 
And  hymns  of  glory  sing : 

Jehovah  is  the  sovereign  God, 
The  universal  King. 

2  He  formed  the  deeps  unknown  ; 
He  gave  the  seas  their  bound  ; 

The  watery  worlds  are  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  solid  ground. 

3  Come,  worship  at  his  throne. 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord ; 

We  are  his  works,  and  not  our  own  : 
He  formed  us  by  his  word. 

4  To-day  attend  his  voice. 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod ; 

Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice. 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 

Isaac  Watts. 


4       Sonff  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

1  Awake,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  ; 

Wake,  every  heart  and  every  tongue. 
To  {)raise  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love ; 
Sing  of  his  rising  power ; 

Sing  how  he  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

8  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way. 
Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing ; 

Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 
In  Christ,  the  eternal  King. 
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4  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, 
"  Ye  blessed  children,  come !" 

Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  away, 
To  our  eternal  home. 

6  There  shall  each  raptured  tongue 
His  endless  praise  proclaim; 

And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

5  Praise  and  thanksgiving. 

1  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 
Ye  people  of  his  choice ; 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

2  Though  high  above  all  praise. 
Above  all  blessing  high. 

Who  would  not  fear  his  holy  name. 
And  laud,  and  magnify  ? 

3  O  for  the  living  flame. 
From  his  own  altar  brought. 

To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls  inspire. 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song. 
And  his  salvation  ours  ; 

Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

5  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord ; 
The  Lord  your  God  adore ; 

Stand  up,  and  bless  his  glorious  name. 
Henceforth,  for  evermore. 

^aaes  Xontyomerf . 
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t>     InvocaHon  of  the  Ttinity, 

2  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword, 

Our  prayer  attend ; 
Come,  and  thy  pe<^le  bless, 
And  give  thy  word  success : 
Spirit  of  holiness. 

On  us  descend ! 

8  Come,  holy  Comforter, 

Thy  sacred  witness  bear 

In  this  glad  hour : 


PACKINGTON.      S.  M. 


Thou  who  almighty  art. 
Now  rule  in  every  heart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart. 
Spirit  of  power ! 

4  To  thee,  great  One  and  Three, 
Eternal  praises  be 

Hence,  evermore : 
Thy  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see. 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore ! 

Charlee  Weriey. 
Bxv.  John  Blaok. 
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Mei  in  His  name, 

1  Jesus,  we  look  to  thee. 

Thy  promised  presence  claim ; 
Thou  in  the  midst  of  us  shalt  be. 
Assembled  in  thy  name. 

2  Thy  name  salvation  is. 
Which  here  we  come  to  prove ; 

Thy  name  is  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 
And  everlasting  love. 

3  Not  in  the  name  of  pride 
Or  selfishness  we  meet ; 

From  nature's  p^ths  we  turn  aside, 
Aod  worldly  thoughts  forget 


4  We  meet  the  grace  to  take. 
Which  thou  hast  freely  given ; 

We  meet  on  earth  for  thy  dear  sake, 
That  we  may  meet  in  heaven. 

5  Present  we  know  thou  art. 
But  O  thyself  reveal ! 

Now,  Lord,  let  every  bounding  heart 
The*mighty  comfort  feel. 

6  O  may  thy  quickening  voice 
The  death  of  sin  remove ; 

And  bid  our  inmost  souls  rejoice, 
In  hope  of  perfect  love. 

Charlee  Wealey. 
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0  General  invitation  to  praise  God. 

1  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies. 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise ; 

Let  the  Redeemer  s  name  be  sung, 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies.  Lord  ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word : 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore. 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

8  Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring ; 
In  songs  of  praise  divinely  sing ; 
The  great  salvation  loud  proclaim, 
And  shout  for  joy  the  Saviour's  name. 

4  In  every  land  begin  the  song ; 
To  every  land  the  strains  belong : 
In  cheerful  sounds  all  voices  raise. 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 

Isaao  Watte. 

if  Reverential  adoration, 

1  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne. 
Ye  nations  bow  with  sacred  joy ; 

Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone, 
He  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men ; 

And  when  like  wandering  sheep  we  strayed. 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

3  We  '11  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful  songs. 
High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise ; 

And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues. 
Shall  fill  thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 

4  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command  ; 
Vast  as  eternity  thy  love ; 

Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  shall  stand, 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move, 

Xeaao  Watte,  alt.  bj  J.  Wedej. 


Universal  adoration. 


1  O  HOLY,  holy,  holy  Lord! 
Thou  God  of  hosts,  by  all  adored ; 
The  earth  and  heavens  are  full  of  thee. 
Thy  light,  thy  power,  thy  majesty, 

2  Loud  hallelujahs  to  thy  name. 
Angels  and  seraphim  proclaim : 

By  all  the  powers  and  thrones  in  heaven. 
Eternal  praise  to  thee  is  given. 

3  Apostles  join  the  glorious  throng. 
And  swell  the  loud  triumphant  song : 
Prophets  and  martyrs  hear  the  sound. 
And  spread  the  hallelujah  round. 

4  Glory  to  thee,  O  God  most  high ! 
Father,  we  praise  thy  marjesty ! 
The  Son,  the  Spirit,  we  adore  ! 
One  Godhead,  blest  for  evermore. 

Joaiah  Ckmder. 

XX   Invitation  to  vforship. — Psalm  100. 

1  All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell. 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice : 

Him  serve  with  fear,  his  praise  forth  tell. 
Come  ye  before  him,  and  rejoice. 

2  The  Lord,  ye  know,  is  God  indeed. 
Without  our  aid  he  did  us  make ; 

We  are  his  flock,  he  doth  us  feed. 
And  for  his  sheep  he  doth  us  take. 

3  O  enter  then  his  gates  with  praise. 
Approach  with  joy  his  courts  unto  : 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  his  name  always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do, 

4  For  why  ?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good. 
His  mercy  is  forever  sure ; 

His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood. 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 

WiUlam  SeilM. 
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J.  <^  PraUe  to  the  Saviour. 

1  Jesus,  thou  everlasting  King, 
Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring ; 
Accept  thy  well-deserved  renown. 
And  wear  our  praises  as  thy  crown. 

2  Let  every  act  of  worship  be 
Like  our  espousals.  Lord,  to  thee ; 
Like  the  blest  hour,  when  from* above 
We  first  received  the  pledge  of  love. 

8  The  gladness  of  that  happy  day, 

0  may  it  ever,  ever  stay  ! 

Nor  let  our  faith  forsake  its  hold. 
Nor  hope  decline,  nor  love  grow  cold. 

4  Let  every  moment,  as  it  flies. 
Increase  thy  praise,  improve  our  joys. 
Till  we  are  raised  to  sing  thy  name. 
At  the  great  supper  of  me  Lamb. 

Imwo  Watte. 

J.  •$         The  prosperity  of  the  saints. 

1  O  RENDER  thanks  to  God  above. 
The  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Whose  mercy  firm  through  ages  past 
Hath  stood,  and  shall  forever  last. 

2  Who  can  his  mighty  deeds  express. 
Not  only  vast,  but  numberless  ? 
What  mortal  eloquence  can  raise 
His  tribute  of  immortal  praise  ? 

3  Extend  to  me  that  favor,  Lord, 
Thou  to  thy  chosen  dost  afford ; 
When  thou  return  *st  to  set  them  free, 
Let  thy  salvation  visit  me. 
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4  O  may  I  worthy  prove  to  see 
Thy  saints  in  full  prosperity. 
That  I  the  joyful  choir  may  join. 
And  count  thy  people's  triumph  mine  I 

Tate  and  Bsadj. 

X  4       Welcome  to  the  King  of  glory. 

1  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  mighty  gates ! 
Behold,  the  King  of  gloiy  waits ; 

The  King  of  kings  is  drawing  near. 
The  Saviour  of  the  world  is  here. 

2  The  Lord  is  just,  a  helper  tried ; 
Mercy  is  ever  at  his  side ; 

His  kingly  crown  is  holiness ; 
His  scepter,  pity  in  distress. 

3  O  blest  the  land,  the  city  blest. 
Where  Christ  the  ruler  is  confessed ! 
O  happy  hearts  and  happy  homes 

To  whom  this  King  of  triumph  comes ! 

4  Fling  wide  the  portals  of  your  heart ; 
Make  it  a  temple,  set  apart 

From  earthly  use  for  heaven's  employ. 
Adorned  with  prayer,  and  love,  and  joy. 

5  Redeemer,  come !  I  open  wide 
My  heart  to  thee  :  here,  Lord,  abide  ! 
Let  me  thy  inner  presence  feel. 

Thy  grace  and  love  in  me  reveal ! 

6  So  come,  my  Sovereign !  enter  in. 
Let  new  and  nobler  life  begin ; 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  guide  us  on, 
Until  the  fflorious  crown  be  won ! 

OeoTK  weieeeL  Tr.  by  iDm  0. 
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1  Lord  of  the  worlds  above. 
How  pleasant  and  how  fair 

The  dwellings  of  thy  love. 
Thine  earthly  temples,  are ! 
To  thine  abode  my  heart  aspires, 
With  warm  desires  to  see  my  God. 

2  O  happy  souls  that  pray 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear  I 

0  happy  men  that  pay 

Their  constant  service  there ! 
They  praise  thee  still ;  and  happy  they 
That  love  the  way  to  Zion's  hill. 

3  They  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 

Till  each  arrives  at  length. 
Till  each  in  heaven  appears : 
O  glorious  seat !  thou,  God,  our  King, 
Shalt  thither  bring  our  willing  feet. 

Zmmo  Watts. 

XO  The  univertfiU  IRnff. 

1  Young  men  and  maidens,  raise 
Your  tuneful  voices  high ; 

Old  men  and  children,  praise 
The  Lord  of  earth  and  sky ; 
Him  Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 
Extol  to  all  eternity. 
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2  The  universal  King 

Let  all  the  worki  proclaim ; 
Let  every  creature  sing 
His  attributes  and  name : 
Him  Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 
Extol  to  all  eternity. 

8  In  his  great  name  alone 

All  excellences  meet, 
Who  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  shall  forever  sit ; 
Him  Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 
Extol  to  all  eternity. 

4  Glory  to  God  belongs ; 
Glory  to  God  be  given. 
Above  the  noblest  songs 
Of  all  in  earth  and  heaven ; 
Him  Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Threes 
Extol  to  all  eternity. 

Charles  Wesley. 

Doxohgy, 

To  God  the  Father's  throne 
Your  highest  honors  raise ; 
Glory  to  God  the  Son ; 
To  God  the  Spirit,  praise : 
With  all  our  powers,  eternal  King, 
Thy  everlasting  praise  we  sing. 

Zmmo  WaMa»  Alt. 
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1  Let  all  on  earth  their  voices  raise. 
To  sing  the  great  Jehovah's  praise. 

And  bless  his  holy  name : 
His  glory  let  the  heathen  know, 
His  wonders  to  the  nations  show, 

His  saving  grace  proclaim. 

2  He  framed  the  globe ;  he  built  the  sky ; 
He  made  the  shining  worlds  on  high. 

And  reigns  in  glory  there : 
His  beams  are  majesty  and  light ; 
His  beauties,  how  divinely  bright! 

His  dwelling-place,  how  fair ! 

8  Come  the  great  day,  the  glorious  hour. 
When  earth  shall  feel  his  saving  power, 

All  nations  fear  his  name : 
Then  shall  the  race  of  men  confess 
The  beauty  of  his  holiness, 

His  saving  grace  proclaim. 

Isaao  Watts. 

XO  Chd^s  glorious  presence. 

1  Thou  God  of  power,  thou  God  of  love. 
Whose  glory  fills  the  realms  above. 

Whose  praise  archangels  sing, 
And  veil  their  faces  while  they  cry, 
"  Thrice  holy,"  to  their  God  most  high, 

"Thrice  holy,"  to  their  King; 

2  Thee  as  our  God  we  too  would  claim. 
And  bless  the  Saviour's  precious  name. 

Through  whom  this  grace  is  given  ; 
He  bore  the  curse  to  sinners  due. 
He  forms  their  ruined  souls  anew. 

And  makes  them  heirs  of  heaven. 
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8  The  veil  that  hides  thy  glory  rend. 
And  here  in  saving  power  descend, 

And  fix  thy  blest  abode ; 
Here  to  our  hearts  thyself  reveal. 
And  let  each  waiting  spirit  feel 

The  presence  of  our  God. 

John  Walker. 
X  y  The  praise  of  Jesus. 

1  Jesus,  thou  soul  of  all  our  joys. 
For  whom  we  now  lift  up  our  voice. 

And  all  our  strength  exert. 
Vouchsafe  the  grace  we  humbly  claim ; 
Compose  into  a  thankful  frame. 

And  tune  thy  people's  heart. 

2  While  in  the  heavenly  work  we  join. 
Thy  glory  be  our  whole  design, 

Thy  glory,  not  our  own : 
Still  let  us  keep  this  end  in  view. 
And  still  the  pleasing  task  pursue. 

To  please  our  God  alone. 

3  Thee  let  us  praise,  our  common  Lord, 
And  sweetly  join,  with  one  accord. 

Thy  goodness  to  proclaim : 
Jesus,  thyself  in  us  reveal, 
And  all  our  faculties  shall  feel 

Thy  harmonizing  name. 

4  With  calmly  reverential  joy, 
O  let  us  all  our  lives  employ 

In  setting  forth  thy  love ; 
And  raise  in  death  our  triumph  higher. 
And  sing,  with  all  the  heavenly  choir. 

That  endless  song  above. 

Charles  Wesley, 
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2  Though  unworthy  of  thine  ear, 
Deign  our  humble  songs  to  hear ; 
Purer  praise  we  hope  to  bring, 
When  around  thy  tnrone  we  sing. 

8  While  on  earth  ordained  to  stay. 
Guide  our  footsteps  in  thy  way, 
Till  we  come  to  dwell  with  thee, 
Till  we  all  thy  glory  see. 

4  Then,  with  angel-harps  again. 
We  will  wake  a  nobler  strain ; 
There,  in  joyful  songs  of  praise. 
Our  triumphant  voices  raise. 

Bexijamin  WilHanm,  alt. 

iil  Blessings  implored, 

1  Lord,  we  come  before  thee  now. 
At  thy  feet  we  humbly  bow ; 

O  do  not  our  suit  disdain  ; 

Shall  we  seek  thee,  Lord,  in  vain  ? 

2  Lord,  on  thee  our  souls  depend ; 
In  compassion  now  descend  ; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  thy  rich  grace. 
Tune  our  lips  to  sing  thy  praise. 

8  In  thine  own  appointed  way, 
Now  we  seek  thee,  here  we  stay ; 
Lord,  we  know  not  how  to  go, 
Till  a  blessing  thou  bestow. 

4  Send  some  message  from  thy  word, 
That  may  joy  and  peace  afford ; 

Let  thy  Spirit  now  impart 
Full  salvation  to  each  heart. 

5  Comfort  those  who  weep  and  mourn ; 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return ; 

Those  that  are  cast  down  lift  up ; 
Make  them  strong  in  faith  and  hope. 
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6  Grant  that  all  may  seek  and  find 
Thee,  a  gracious  God  and  kind  : 
Heal  the  sick,  the  captive  free ; 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  thee. 

WlUiain  BMuaond. 

<^<4        Tribute  of  praise  <U  parting, 

1  Christians,  brethren,  ere  we  part. 
Every  voice  and  every  heart 

Join,  and  to  our  Father  raise 
One  last  hymn  of  grateful  praise. 

2  Though  we  here  should  meet  no  more^ 
Yet  there  is  a  brighter  shore ; 

There,  released  from  toil  and  pain> 
There  we  all  may  meet  again. 

8  Now  to  thee,  thou  God  of  heaven. 
Be  eternal  glory  given : 
Grateful  for  thy  love  divine, 
May  our  hearts  be  ever  thine. 

K.  sixke  Whita,  alt. 

^A    Concluding  prayer  and  thanksgiving, 

1  Now  may  He  who  from  the  dead 
Brought  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 

Jesus  Christ,  our  King  and  Head, 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep. 

2  May  he  teach  us  to  fulfill 
What  is  pleasing  in  his  sight ; 

Make  us  perfect  in  his  will. 
And  preserve  us  day  and  night 

3  To  that  gpreat  Redeemer's  praise. 
Who  the  covenant  sealed  with  blood. 

Let  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 

Loud  thanksgivings  to  our  God. 

Jolm  Nawton. 
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<^4     Saints  and  angeh  praising  God, 

2  Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  mom, 
When  the  Prince  of  peace  was  bom : 
Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

3  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice. 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love. 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

4  Borne  upon  their  latest  breath. 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then  amid  eternal  joy. 

Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 

James  IContffomery. 

do       Let  aU  the  people  praise  Him, 

1  Thank  and  praise  Jehovah's  name ; 
For  his  mercies,  firm  and  sure. 

From  etemity  the  same. 
To  etemity  endure. 

2  Let  the  ransomed  thus  rejoice, 
Gatliered  out  of  every  land. 

As  the  people  of  his  choice, 
Plucked  from  the  destroyer's  hand. 

3  Let  the  elders  praise  the  Lord, 
Him  let  all  the  pebple  praise, 

When  they  meet  with  one  accord, 
In  his  courts  on  holy  days. 

4  Praise  him,  ve  who  know  his  love  ; 
Praise  him  n-om  the  depths  beneath ; 

Praise  him  in  the  heights  above ; 
Praise  your  Maker,  all  that  breathe. 

5  For  his  truth  and  mercy  stand. 
Past,  and  present,  and  to  be. 

Lake  the  years  <^  his  right  hand, 
Like  his  own  eteraity. 
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do  Praise  and  prayer, 

1  Glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
God,  whose  glory  fills  the  sky ! 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiven, 
Man,  the  well-beloved  of  Heaven. 

2  Sovereign  Father,  heavenly  King, 
Thee  we  now  presume  to  sing ; 
Thee  with  thankful  hearts  we  prove 
God  of  power,  and  God  of  love. 

3  Christ  our  Lord  and  God  wfe  own, 
Christ,  the  Father's  only  Son, 
Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  slain. 
Saviour  of  offending  man. 

4  Bow  thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow, 
Hear,  the  world's  atonement,  thou  f 
Jesus,  in  thy  natme  we  pray, 
Take,  O  take  our  sins  away. 

caiarles  Wedej. 

di  Praise  the  Lord. 

1  PkAiSE  the  Lord,  his  glories  show, 
Saints  within  his  courts  below. 
Angels  round  his  throne  above, 

All  that  see  and  share  his  love. 

2  Earth  to  heaven,  and  heaven  to  earth, 
Tell  his  wonders,  sing  his  worth ; 

Age  to  age,  and  shore  to  shore. 
Praise  him,  praise  him,  evermore ! 

3  Praise  the  Lord,  his  mercies  trace ; 
Praise  his  providence  and  grace ; 

All  that  he  for  man  hath  done, 
All  he  sends  us  through  his  Son. 

4  Strings  and  voices,  hands  and  hearts, 
In  the  concert  bear  your  parts  ; 

All  that  breathe,  your  Lord  adore. 
Praise  him,  praise  him,  evennore  ! 

Heuj'*Zv^ 


WORSHIP. 


ANDREWS.     C.  M. 
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<io  jTAtf  heavenly  Ghteat. 

1  Come,  let  us  who  in  Christ  believe, 
Our  common  Saviour  praise  : 

To  him  with  joyful  voices  give 
The  glory  of  his  grace. 

2  He  now  stands  knocking  at  the  door 
Of  every  sinner's  heart : 

The  worst  need  keep  him  out  no  more, 
Nor  force  him  to  depart. 

3  Through  grace  we  hearken  to  thy  voice. 
Yield  to  be  saved  from  sin ; 

In  sure  and  certain  hope  rejoice. 
That  thou  wilt  enter  in.  » 

4  Come  quickly  in,  thou  heavenly  Guest, 
Nor  ever  hence  remove ; 

But  sup  with  us,  and  let  the  feast 
Be  everlasting  love. 

Charles  Weslegr. 

«^«/  Blessing  on  worshipers. 

1  Once  more  we  come  before  our  God ; 
Once  more  his  blessing  ask  : 

O  may  not  duty  seem  a  load. 
Nor  worship  prove  a  task. 

2  Father,  thy  quickening  Spirit  send 
From  heaven,  in  Jesus'  name. 

And  bid  our  waiting  minds  attend. 
And  put  our  souls  in  frame. 

8  May  we  receive  the  word  we  hear, 

Each  in  an  honest  heart ; 
And  keep  the  precious  treasure  there, 

And  never  with  it  part. 

4  To  seek  thee,  all  our  hearts  dispose ; 

To  each  thy  blessings  suit ; 
And  let  the  seed  thy  servant  sows. 

Produce  abundant  fruit. 

Joseph  Hsrt. 
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tSU  Expecting  the  blessing, 

1  See,  Jesus,  thy  disciples  see. 
The  promised  blessing  give ; 

Met  in  thy  name,  we  look  to  thee, 
Expecting  to  receive. 

2  Thee  we  expect,  our  faithful  Lord, 
Who  in  thy  name  are  joined  ; 

We  wait,  according  to  thy  word. 
Thee  in  the  midst  to  find. 

3  With  us  thou  art  assembled  here. 
But  O  thyself  reveal ; 

Son  of  the  living  God,  appear  I 
Let  us  thy  presence  feel. 

4  Breathe  on  us,  Lord,  in  this  our  day. 
And  these  dry  bones  shall  live  ; 

Speak  peace  into  our  hearts,  and  say, 
"  The  Holy  Ghost  receive." 

Charles  Wesley. 

tSx  Infinite  grcuie, 

1  Infinite  excellence  is  thine. 
Thou  glorious  Prince  of  grace  ! 

Thy  uncreated  beauties  shine 
With  never-fading  rays. 

2  Sinners,  from  earth's  remotest  end. 
Come  bending  at  thy  feet ; 

To  thee  their  prayers  and  songs  ascend. 
In  thee  their  wishes  meet. 

3  Millions  of  happy  spirits  live 
On  thy  exhaustless  store  ; 

From  thee  they  all  their  bliss  receive, 
And  still  thou  givest  more. 

4  Thou  art  their  triumph  and  their  joy ; 
They  find  their  all  in  thee  ; 

Thy  glories  will  their  tongues  employ 
Through  all  eternity. 

John  fawosM. 


WORSHIP. 


ARLINGTON.      C.  M. 


Thomab  Aueuemns  Aune. 
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«Si^        The  great  and  effedual  door, 

1  Jesus,  thou  all-redeeming  Lord, 
Thy  blessing  we  implore  ; 

Open  the  door  to  preach  thy  word, 
The  great,  effectual  door. 

2  Gather  the  outcasts  in,  and  save 
From  sin  and  Satan's  power ; 

And  let  them  now  acceptance  have. 
And  know  their  gracious  hour. 

3  Lover  of  souls  !  thou  know*st  to  prize 
What  thou  hast  bought  so  dear : 

Come,  then,  and  in  thy  people's  eyes 
With  all  thy  wounds  appear. 

4  The  hardness  of  our  hearts  remove, 
Thou  who  for  all  hast  died ; 

Show  us  the  tokens  of  thy  love, 
Thy  feet,  thy  hands,  thy  side. 

6  Ready  thou  art  the  blood  to  apply. 

And  prove  the  record  true ; 
And  all  thy  wounds  to  sinners  cry, 

"  I  suffered  this  for  you  ! " 

Oharlee  Wesley. 

•5«5      God^  the  only  object  of  toorship. 

1  O  God,  our  strength,  to  thee  our  song 
With  grateful  hearts  we  raise  ; 

To  thee,  and  thee  alone,  belong 
All  worship,  love,  and  praise. 

2  In  trouble's  dark  and  stormy  hour 
Thine  ear  hath  heard  our  prayer ; 

And  graciously  thine  arm  of  power 
Hath  saved  us  from  despair. 

8  And  thou,  O  ever  gracious  Lord, 
Wilt  keep  thy  promise  still. 


If,  meekly  hearkening  to  thy  word, 
We  seek  to  do  thy  will. 

4  Led  by  the  light  thy  grace  imparts. 
Ne'er  may  we  bow  the  knee 

To  idols,  wnich  our  wayward  hearts 
Set  up  instead  of  thee. 

5  So  shall  thy  choicest  gifts,  O  Lord, 
Thy  faithful  people  bless ; 

For  tnem  shall  earth  its  stores  afford. 
And  heaven  its  happiness. 
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t54  Vying  with  the  angels. 

1  A  THOUSAND  oracles  divine 
Their  common  beams  unite. 

That  sinners  may  with  angels  join, 
To  worship  God  aright. 

2  Triumphant  host !  they  never  cease 
To  laud  and  magnify 

The  Triune  God  of  holiness. 
Whose  glory  fills  the  sky. 

3  By  faith  the  upper  choir  we  meet. 
And  challenge  them  to  sing 

Jehovah  on  his  shining  seat. 
Our  Maker  and  our  King. 

4  But  God  made  flesh  is  wholly  ours, 
And  asks  our  noblest  strain ; 

The  Father  of  celestial  powers, 
The  Friend  of  earthbom  man ! 

Oharlee  Weriey. 

Doxology, 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  be  evermore! 

Tate  and  Biadj. 


WORSHIP. 


MAINZER      L.  M. 
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tSd  Orace,  pardon^  and  life, 

1  Father  of  heaven,  whose  love  profound 
A  ransom  for  our  souls  hath  found. 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 

To  us  thy  pardoning  love  extend. 

2  Almighty  Son,  incarnate  Word, 
Our  Prophet,  Priest,  Redeemer,  Lord, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  thy  saving  grace  extend. 

3  EtemaJ  Spirit,  by  whose  breath 
The  soul  is  raised  from  sin  and  death, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  thy  quickening  power  ^xtend. 

4  Jehovah  !  Father,  Spirit,  Son, 
Mysterious  Godhead  I  Three  in, One  I 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  ; 
Grace,  psuxion,  life,  to  us  extend. 

John  cooper. 

WARD.      L.  M. 
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tib     Th^te  worship  effery-where  accepted, 

1  O  Thou  to  whom,  in  ancient  time. 
The  hrre  of  Hebrew  bards  was  strung. 

Whom  kings  adored  in  song  sublime. 
And  prophets  praised  with  glowing  tongue ; 

2  Not  now  on  Zion's  height  alone 
The  favored  worshiper  may  dwells 

Nor  where,  at  sultry  noon,  thy  Son 
Sat  weary  by  the  patriarch's  well 

3  From  every  place  below  the  skies. 
The  grateful  sone,  the  fervent  prayer. 

The  incense  of  the  heart,  may  rise 
To  heaven,  and  find  acceptance  there. 

4  O  Thou  to  whom,  in  ancient  time. 
The  holy  prophet's  harp  was  strung. 

To  thee  at  last  m  every  cume. 
Shall  temples  rise  and  praise  be  sung. 

Jolin  Vieepem. 

SOOTOH  TUNB,  AIIU  BT  LoW^LL  MaBOV. 


1. 0  ThWtVhoB  ill  tly  niBti  adore,We  lov  with  ill  thy  uiiti  igiMjid  bowonr  iinoit  goals  before  Thy  glorion,  nrfd  lajeitf. 
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tSf  Trembling  aspiration. 

2  We  come,  g^eat  God,  to  seek  thy  face. 
And  for  thy  loving- kindness  wait; 

And  O  how  dreadful  is  this  place ! 
*Tis  God's  own  house,  ^tis  heaven's  gate. 

3  Tremble  our  hearts  to  find  thee  nigh ; 
To  thee  our  trembling  hearts  aspire ; 

And  lo !  we  see  descend  from  high 
The  ]Hllar  and  the  dame  of  fire. 


4  Still  let  it  on  the  assembly  stay. 
And  all  the  house  with  glory  nil ; 

To  Canaan's  bounds  point  out  the  way» 
And  lead  us  to  thy  noly  hilL 

5  There  let  us  all  with  Jesus  stand. 
And  join  the  general  Church  above. 

And  take  our  seats  at  thy  right  haad. 
And  sing  thine  everlasting  love. 
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WORSHIP. 


MILLEH.      L.  M. 


O.  p.  S.  Baoh,  axb.  bt  Db.  Mix.:  SB. 
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00  Solemn  adoraUon, 

1  Eternal  Power,  whose  high  abode 
Becomes  the  g^randeur  of  a  God, 
Infinite  lengths  beyond  the  bounds 
Where  stars  revolve  their  Kttle  rounds! 

2  Thee  while  the  first  archangel  sings. 
He  hides  his  face  behind  his  wings, 
And  ranks  of  shining  thrones  around 
Fall  worshiping,  and  spread  the  ground. 

3  Lord,  what  shall  earth  and  ashes  do  ? 
We  would  adore  our  Maker  too ; 
From  sin  and  dust  to  thee  we  cry. 
The  Great,  the  Holy,  and  the  High,    m 

4  Earth,  from  afar,  hath  heard  thy  fame, 
And  worms  have  learned  to  lisp  thy  name : 
But  O !  the  glories  of  thy  mind 

Leave  all  our  soaring  thoughts  behind. 

5  God  is  in  heaven,  and  men  below : 
Be  short  our  tunes ;  our  words  be  few : 
A  solemn  reverence  checks  our  songs, 
And  praise  sits  silent  on  our  tongues. 


oil  Living  bread, 

1  Thy  presence,  gracious  God,  afford ; 
Prepare  us  to  receive  thy  word : 
Now  let  thy  voice  engage  our  ear. 
And  faith  be  mixed  with  what  we  hear. 

2  Distracting  thoughts  and  cares  remove. 
And  fix  our  hearts  and  hopes  above : 
With  food  divine  may  we  be  fed. 

And  satisfied  with  living  bread. 
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8  To  us  the  sacred  word  apply 
With  sovereign  power  and  energy ; 
And  may  we,  in  thy  faith  and  tear, 
Reduce  to  practice  what  we  hear. 

4  Father,  in  us  thy  Son  reveal ; 
Teach  us  to  know  and  do  thy  will ; 
Thy  saving  power  and  love  display. 
And  guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day. 

John  Tawoetft 

4U  Qod  revealed  to  faith, 

1  Not  here,'  as  to  the  prophet's  eye, 
The  Lord  upon  his  throne  appears ; 

Nor  seraphim  responsive  cry, 
"  Holy  I  thrice  noly  I "  in  our  ears : 

2  Yet  God  is  present  in  this  place, 
Veiled  in  serener  majesty ; 

So  full  of  glory,  truth,  and  grace, 
That  faith  alone  such  light  can  see. 

3  Nor,  as  he  in  the  temple  taught. 

Is  Christ  within  these  walls  revealed. 
When  blind,  and  deaf,  and  dumb  were 
brought. 
Lepers  and  lame,  and  all  were  healed : 

4  Yet  here,  when  two  or  three  shall  meet. 
Or  thronging  multitudes  are  found. 

All  may  sit  down  at  Jesus*  feet, 
And  hear  from  him  the  joyful  sound. 

5  Send  forth  the  seraphim,  O  Lord, 
To  touch  thy  servants'  lips  with  fire ; 

Saviour,  give  them  thy  faithful  word ; 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  their  hearts  inspire. 

James  Xontgomcrjr. 


WORSHIP. 


WAUGH.    S.  M. 


Bsr.  Balph  Hakcuok. 


41  Olory  begun  below. 

1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  your  joys  be  known ; 

Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
While  ye  surround  his  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God, 

But  servants  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  God  that  rules  on  high. 
That  all  the  earth  surveys, 

That  rides  upon  the  stormy  sky, 
And  calms  the  roaring  seas ; 

4  This  awful  God  is  ours. 
Our  Father  and  our  Love ; 

He  will  send  down  his  heavenly  powers, 
To  carry  us  above. 

5  There  we  shall  see  his  face. 
And  never,  never  sin  ; 

There,  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace. 
Drink  endless  pleasures  in : 

6  Yea,  and  before  we  rise 
To  that  immortal  state. 

The  thoughts  of  such  amazing  bliss 
Should  constant  joys  create. 

7  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below ; 

Celestial  fruit  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow : 

8  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry ; 

We're    marching  through   Immanuel's 
ground. 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

Ztaao  Wftttii,  alt.  by  j.  Wesley. 
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4.4  Creating  love  and  redeeming  grace, 

1  Father,  in  whom  we  live. 
In  whom  we  are,  and  move. 

The  glory,  power,  and  praise  receive 
Of  thy  creating  love. 

2  Let  all  the  angel  throng 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high. 

While  earth  repeats  the  joyful  song. 
And  echoes  to  the  sky. 

3  Incarnate  Deity, 

Let  all  the  ransomed  race 
Render  in  thanks  their  lives  to  thee. 
For  thy  redeeming  grace. 

4  The  grace  to  sinners  showed. 
Ye  heavenly  choirs  proclaim. 

And  cry,  "  Salvation  to  our  God, 
Salvation  to  the  Lamb ! " 

Charles  Wesley. 

4t>         The  iocrifice  of  praise, 

1  With  joy  we  lift  our  eyes 
To  those  bright  realms  above. 

That  glorious  temple  in  the  skies. 
Where  dwells  eternal  Love. 

2  Before  thv  throne  we  bow, 
O  thou  almighty  King ; 

Here  we  present  the  solemn  vow. 
And  hymns  of  praise  we  sing. 

3  While  in  thy  house  we  kneel. 
With  trust  and  holy  fear, 

Thv  mercy  and  thy  truth  reveal. 
And  lend  a  gracious  ear, 

4  Lord,  teach  our  hearts  to  pray. 
And  tune  our  Ups  to  sing ; 

Nor  from  thv  presence  cast  away 
The  sacrifice  we  bring. 

V^bomM  Jervto. 


WORSHIP. 


MALVERN.      L.  M. 
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44       21ie  great  Shepherd  mth  his  flock, 

1  Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet. 
There  they  behold  thy  mercy-seat ; 
Where'er  they  seek  tnee,  thou  art  found 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 

2  For  thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Dost  dwell  with  those  of  humble  mind ; 
Such  ever  bring  thee  where  they  come, 
And,  going,  take  thee  to  their  home. 

3  Great  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few. 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew ; 
Here,  to  our  waiting  Hearts,  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name. 

4  Here  may  we  prove  the  power  of  prayer 
To  streng^en  faith  and  sweeten  care ; 
To  teach  our  faint  desires  to  rise. 

And  bring  all  heaven  before  our  eyes. 

wmism  Oowper. 


40  £le8i  hour  of  prayer, 

1  Blest  hour,  when  mortal  man  retires 
To  hold  communion  with  his  God ; 

To  send  to  Heaven  his  warm  desires. 
And  listen  to  the  sacred  word. 

2  Blest  hour,  when  God  himself  draws  nigh, 
Well  pleased  his  people's  voice  to  hear ; 

To  hush  the  penitential  sigh, 
And  wipe  away  the  mourner's  tear. 

3  Blest  hour,  for,  where  the  Lord  resorts. 
Foretastes  of  future  bliss  are  given ; 

And  mortals  find  his  earthly  courts 
The  house  of  God,  the  gate  of  heaven. 
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4t  Hail,  peaceful  hour !  supremely  blest 
Amid  the  hours  of  worldly  care ; 

The  hour  that  yields  the  spirit  rest. 
That  sacred  hour,  the  hour  of  prayer. 

5  And  when  my  hours  of  prayer  are  past. 
And  this  frail  tenement  decays, 

Then  may  I  spend  in  heaven  at  last 
A  never-ending  hour  of  praise. 

Thomas  Baflles. 

40  For  ZioiCs  peace, 

1  O  THOU,  our  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
Behold  a  cloud  of  incense  rise  ; 

The  prayers  of  saints  to  heaven  ascend. 
Grateful,  accepted  sacrifice. 

2  Regard  our  prayers  for  Zion's  peace ; 
Shed  in  our  nearts  thy  .  nve,  abroad ; 

Thy  gifts  abundantly  increase ; 
Enlarge,  and  fill  us  all  with  God. 

8  Before  thy  sheep,  great  Shepherd,  go, 
And  guide  into  thy  perfect  will ; 

Cause  us  thy  hallowed  name  to  know; 
The  work  of  faith  in  us  fulfill. 

4  Help  us  to  make  our  calling  sure ; 

O  let  us  all  be  saints  indeed. 
And  pure,  as  thou  thyself  art  pure. 

Conformed  in  all  things  to  our  Head. 

6  Take  the  dear  purchase  of  thy  blood : 
Thy  blood  shall  wash  us  white  as  snow : 

Present  us  sanctified  to  God, 
And  perfected  in  love  below. 

Obarles  Weiley. 


WORSHI?, 
WAVERTREE.      L.  M.  61. 


W.  Sbobb. 
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Who  know  hi.  power,  hi.  grioe  who  prove,    Berre  him  with  awe,  with  rer-erenoe  tore. 


47  Lof  God  is  here. 

2  Lo !  God  is  here  I  him  day  and  night 
United  choirs  of  angels  sing : 

To  him,  enthroned  above  all  height, 

Heaven's  host  their  noblest  praises  bnng ; 
Disdain  not.  Lord,  our  meaner  song. 
Who  praise  thee  with  a  stammering  tongue. 

3  Being  of  beings,  may  our  praise 

Thy  courts  with  grateful  fragrance  till ; 
Still  may  we  stand  before  thy  face. 

Still  hear  and  do  thy  sovereign  will ; 
To  thee  may  all  our  thoughts  arise. 
Ceaseless,  accepted  sacrifice. 

Qerhard  Tenrteegen.  Tr.  ty  J.  WeiUy. 

48  Holtf,  My,  holyy  lord  God  of  SahaotK 
1  Infinite  God,  to  thee  we  raise 
Our  hearts  in  solemn  songs  of  praise ; 


HEBRON.      L.  M. 


By  all  thy  works  on  earth  adored* 
We  worship  thee,  the  common  Lord ; 
The  everlasting  Father  own, 
And  bow  our  souls  before  thy  throne. 

2  Thee  all  the  choir  of  angels  sings. 
The  Lord  of  hosts,  the  King  of  kings ; 
Cherubs  proclaim  thy  praise  aloud, 
And  seraphs  shout  the  Triune  God  ; 
And  "  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, 
"Thy  glory  fills  both  earth  and  sky. 

8  Father  of  endless  majesty, 
All  might  and  love  we  render  thee ; 
Thy  true  and  onlj;  Son  adore. 
The  same  in  dignity  and  power ; 
And  God  the  Holy  Ghost  declare. 
The  saints'  eternal  Comforter. 

LowcLL  MASoiir. 
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49  Lift  up  our  hearU  to  Thee. 

1  O  Christ,  who  hast  prepared  a  place 
For  us  around  thy  throne  of  grace. 

We  pray  thee,  lift  our  hearts  above. 
And  draw  them  with  the  cords  of  love. 

2  Source  6t  all  good,  thou,  gracious  Lord, 
Art  our  exceeding  great  reward ; 

How  transient  is  our  present  pain, 
How  boundless  our  eternal  gain ! 
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3  With  open  face  and  joyful  heart, 
We  then  shall  see  thee  as  thou  art : 
Our  love  shall  never  cease  to  glow. 
Our  praise  shall  never  cease  to  flow. 

4  Thy  never-failing  gr^ce  to  prove, 
A  surety  of  thine  endless  love. 
Send  down  thy  Holy  Ghost,  to  be 
The  raiser  of  our  souls  to  thee. 

Seatolliui  Viofeorliraa.   Tr.  by  J.  CThnnrtI— . 


WORSHIP. 


SILLACOMBE.    7,6. 
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1  O  God,  to  us  show  mercy, 
And  bless  us  in  thy  grace ; 

Cause  thou  to  shine  upon  us 
The  brightness  of  thy  face : 

2  That  so  throughout  all  nations 
Thy  way  may  be  well  known, 

And  unto  every  people 
Thy  saving  health  be  shown. 

3  O  Ged,  let  people  praise  thee. 
Let  all  the  people  praise ; 

O  let  the  nations  joyful 
Their  songs  of  gladness  raise : 


4  For  thou  shalt  judge  the  people 
In  truth  and  righteousness ; 

And  on  the  earth  all  nations 
Shall  thy  just  rule  confess. 

6  O  God,  let  people  praise  thee ; 

Thy  praises  let  them  sing ; 
And  then  in  rich  abundance 

The  earth  her  fruit  shall  bring: 

6  The  Lord  our  God  shall  bless  us, 
God  shall  his  blessing  send ; 

And  people  all  shall  fear  him 
To  earth's  remotest  end. 

Vnknoifii. 


vrsHL. 


Franoib  Josxph  Hatdn. 
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1.  TeBerTa]ibofGod,yonrl|a8t«rpro«him,  And onblisb abroad  his  won-derful  name;  The  name  all-fietoriouof  JMiaex-tol; 

D.8.  His  kingdom  i8elorioii8,and  roles  over  aU. 

^i^^-n^kmmij  f  f  r  iif  if  r  f  i  ppfi  ^ 


dX  ThanJesffimng  for  infinite  love, 

2  God  ruleth  on  high,  almighty  to  save ; 
And  still  he  is  nigh  ;  his  presence  we  have : 
Thereat  congregation  his  triumph  shall  singi 
Ascnbing  salvation  to  Jesus,  our  King. 

3  "  Salvation  to  God,  who  sits  on  the  throne," 
Let  all  cry  aloud,  and  honor  the  Son  : 
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The  praises  of  Jesus  the  angels  proclaim. 
Fall  down  on  their  faces,  and  worship  the 
Lamb. 

4  Then  let  us  adore,  and  give  him  his  right. 
All  glory  and  power,  all  wisdom  and  might, 
All  honor  and  blessing,  with  angels  above. 
And  thanks  never  ceasing  for  infinite  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 


WORSHIP. 


GREENVILLE.      8,  7,  4. 


Jbajt  Jacxhtes  BovasRAir. 
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1.  Lord,  dismiss  as  with  thy  blessing,  Fill  our  hearts  with  J07  and  peace ;   Let  ns  each,  thy  love  possessing, 
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Trimnph  in    redeeming  grace ;  O    re-fireshaS|  O    re -fresh  us,  Traveling  throMhiswil-der-ness. 
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0<4    For  the  fullness  of  peace  and  joy, 

1  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  ; 

Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing. 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace ; 

O  refresh  us. 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 
For  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  ; 

May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound ; 

May  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

8  So,  whene'er  the  signal's  g^ven 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away. 

Borne  on  angels*  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey. 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 

Walter  Shirley. 


00  The  apostolic  benediction. 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love. 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 

Rest  upon  us  from  above : 
Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord  ; 
And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 

Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 

John  Newton. 
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t)4  Heavenly  joy  anticipated, 

1  In  thy  name,  O  Lord,  assembling. 
We,  thy  people,  now  draw  near: 

Teach  us  to  rejoice  with  trembling ; 
Speak,  and  let  thy  servants  hear : 

Hear  with  meekness. 
Hear  thy  word  with  godly  fear. 

2  While  our  days  on  earth  are  lengthened. 
May  we  give  them.  Lord,  to  thee : 

Cheered  by  hope,  and  daily  strengthened. 
May  we  run,  nor  weary  be. 

Till  thy  glory 
Without  cloud  in  heaven  we  see. 

8  There,  in  worship  purer,  sweeter. 

All  thy  people  shaft  adore; 
Sharing  then  in  rapture  greater 

Than  they  could  conceive  before : 
Full  enjoyment. 

Full  and  pure,  for  evermore. 

Thomas  Kelly. 

DO         For  a  blessing  on  the  word, 

1  Come,  thou  soul-transforming  Spirit, 
Bless  the  sower  and  the  seed ; 

Let  each  heart  thy  grace  inherit ; 
Raise  the  weak,  the  hungry  feed ; 

From  the  gospel 
Now  supply  thy  people's  need. 

2  O  may  all  enjoy  the  blessing 
Which  thy  word 's  designed  to  give ; 

Let  us  all,  thy  love  possessing. 

Joyfully  the  truth  receive, 

And  forever 

To  thy  praise  and  glory  live. 

Jonathan ' 
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IsaiaJCs  vision. 
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1  Round  the  Lord,  in  glory  seated, 
Cherubim  and  seraphim 

Filled  his  temple,  and  repeated 
Each  to  each  the  alternate  hymn : 

2  "  Lord,  thy  glory  fills  the  heaven ; 
Earth  is  with  its  fullness  stored ; 

Unto  thee  be  glory  given. 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord." 

3  Heaven  is  still  with  glory  ringing ; 
Earth  takes  up  the  angels*  cry, 

"  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  singing, 
"Lord  of  hosts.  Lord  God  most  high." 

4  With  his  seraph  train  before  him. 
With  his  holy  Church  below. 

Thus  unite  we  to  adore  him : 
Bid  we  thus  our  anthem  flow : 

5  "  Lord,  thy  glory  fills  the  heaven ; 
Earth  is  with  its  fullness  stored ; 

Unto  thee  be  glory  given. 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord." 

BiidUKrd  Mant. 

Oi  jEkhortation  to  praise  God. 

1  Praise  the  Lord !  ye  heavens,  adore  him 
Praise  him,  angels,  in  the  height ; 

Sun  and  moon,  rejoice  before  him ; 
Praise  him,  all  ye  stars  of  light. 

2  Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  hath  spoken ; 
Worlds  his  mighty  voice  obeyed  ; 

Laws  ^vhich  never  shall  be  broken, 
For  their  guidance  he  hath  made. 

3  Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  glorious ; 
Never  shall  his  promise  fail ; 

God  hath  made  his  saints  victorious ; 
Sin^and  death  shall  not  prevail. 
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4  Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation ; 

Hosts  on  high,  his  power  proclaim ; 
Heaven  and  earth,  and  all  creation, 

Laud  and  magnify  his  name. 

John  Kenpfhome. 

00  Olory  to  the  Lamb. 

1  Hark  !  the  notes  of  angels,  singing, 
"  Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb ! " 

All  in  heaven  their  tribute  bringing. 
Raising  high  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Ye  for  whom  his  life  was  given. 
Sacred  themes  to  you  belong : 

Come,  assist  the  choir  of  heaven ; 
Join  the  everlasting  song. 

8  See !  the  angelic  hosts  have  crowned  him, 

Jesus  fills  the  throne  on  high  ; 
Countless  myriads,  hovering  round  him, 

With  his  praises  rend  the  sky. 

4  Filled  with  holy  emulation. 
Let  us  vie  with  those  above : 

Sweet  the  theme,  a  free  salvation. 
Fruit  of  everlasting  love. 

5  Endless  life  in  him  possessing. 
Let  us  praise  his  precious  name  ; 

Glory,  honor,  power,  and  blessing. 
Be  forever  to  the  Lamb. 

Th<mu»  KeUy. 

0«7  Dismission, 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing, 

Bid  us  now  depart  in  peace ; 
Still  on  heavenly  manna  feeding. 

Let  our  faith  and  love  increase ; 
Fill  each  breast  with  consolation  ; 

Up  to  thee  our  hearts  we  raise : 
When  we  reach  our  blissful  station. 

Then  we  '11  give  thee  nobler  praise. 

Bdwin  Bmythe. 
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1  Lord,  when  we  bend  before  thy  throne^ 
And  our  confessions  pour, 

0  may  we  feel  the  sins  we  own. 
And  hate  what  we  deplore. 

2  Our  contrite  spirits  pit)^ng  see ; 
True  penitence  impart ; 

And  let  a  healing  ray  from  thee 
Beam  peace  into  each  heart. 

8  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 

May  we  our  wills  resign ; 
And  not  a  thought  our  bosom  share 

Which  is  not  wholly  thine. 

4  And  when,  with  heart  and  voice,  we  strive 
Our  grateful  hymns  to  raise. 

Let  love  divine  within  us  live, 
And  fill  our  souls  with  praise. 

5  Then,  on  thy  glories  while  we  dwell. 
Thy  mercies  we  11  review ; 

With  love  divine  transported,  tell — 
Thou,  God,  art  Father  too ! 

Joseph  D.  Osrljle. 

bX  Divine  guidance,  and  rest, 

1  Before  thy  mercy-seat,  O  Lord, 
Behold,  thy  servants  stand. 

To  ask  the  knowledge  of  thy  word. 
The  guidance  of  thy  hand. 

2  Let  thy  eternal  truths,  we  pray. 
Dwell  richly  in  each  heart ; 

That  from  the  safe  and  narrow- way 
We  never  may  depart 


8  Lord,  from  thy  word  remove  the  seal, 

Unfold  its  hidden  store ; 
And,  as  we  read,  O  may  we  fed 

Its  value  more  and  more. 

4  Help  us  to  see  the  Saviour's  love 

Beaming  from  every  page ; 
And  let  the  thoughts  of  joys  above 

Our  inmost  souls  engage. 

6  Thus  while   thy  word   our   footsteps 
guides. 

Shall  we  be  truly  blest ; 
And  safe  arrive  where  love  provides 

An  everlasting  rest. 

Wflllsin  K.  Bathoxst. 


b<^      For  a  henedieHon  tm  the  tru^ 

1  O  God,  by  whom  the  seed  is  given. 
By  whom  the  harvest  blest ; 

Whose  word,  like  manna  showered  from 
heaven, 
Is  planted  in  our  breast ; 

2  Preserve  it  from  the  passing  feet. 
And  plunderers  of  the  air. 

The  sultry  sun's  intenser  heat. 
And  weeds  of  worldly  care. 

8  Though  buried  deep,  or  thinly  strewn. 

Do  thou  thy  grace  supply : 
The  hope  in  earthly  furrows  sown 

Shall  ripen  in  the  sky. 
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1.  CoflMy  ye      that     lov        the     Ser  -  ioar*e  name,       And    J07       to       make      It  known, 
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The     Bore- reign    of      your   hearte   {nro- claim,       And   bow      be  •  fere       hie  throne. 
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l)«5  The  glories  of  our  King. 

1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Saviour's  name, 

And  joy  to  make  it  known, 
The  Sovtreien  of  your  hearts  proclaim, 

And  bow  before  his  throne. 

3  Behold  your  Lord,  your  Master,  crowned 

With  glories  all  divine ; 
And  tell  the  wondering  nations  round 

How  bright  those  glories  shine. 

3  When,  in  his  earthly  courts,  we  view 
The  glories  of  our  King, 

We  long  to  love  as  angels  do. 
And  wish  like  them  to  sing. 

4  And  shall  we  long  and  wish  in  vain  ? 
Lord,  teach  our  songs  to  rise: 

Thy  love  can  animate  the  strain, 
And  bid  it  reach  the  skies. 

Anne  Steele. 


64  The  Desire  of  aU  nations, 

1  Come,  thou  Desire  of  all  thy  saints. 
Our  humble  strains  attend. 

While,  with  our  praises  and  complaints. 
Low  at  thy  feet  we  bend. 

2  How  should  our  song^,  like  those  above. 
With  warm  devotion  rise ! 

How  should  our  souls,  on  wings  of  love. 
Mount  upward  to  the  skies ! 


8  Come,  Lord,  thy  love  alone  can  raise 

In  us  the  heavenly  flame ; 
Then  shall  our  lips  resound  thy  praise. 

Our  hearts  adore  thy  name. 

4  Now,  Saviour,  let  thy  glory  shine. 
And  fill  thy  dwellings  nere, 

Till  life,  and  love,  and  joy  divine, 
A  heaven  on  earth  appear. 

5  Then  shall  our  hearts,  enraptured,  say, 
"  Come,  great  Redeemer,  come, 

And  bring  the  bright,  the  glorious  day. 
That  caQs  thy  children  home." 

Anne  Steele. 

00  Invoking  divine  hleseinga, 

1  Within  thy  house,  O  Lord  our  God, 
In  majesty  appear ; 

Make  tms  a  place  of  thine  abode. 
And  shed  thy  blessings  here. 

2  As  we  thy  mercy-seat  surround. 
Thy  Spirit,  Lord,  impart ; 

And  let  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound. 
With  power  reach  every  heart. 

8  Here  let  the  blind  their  sight  obtain ; 

Here  give  the  mourner  rest ; 
Let  Jesus  here  triumphant  reign. 

Enthroned  in  every  breast 

4t  Here  let  the  voice  of  sacred  joy 

And  fervent  prayer  arise, 
Till  higher  strams  our  tongues  employ. 

In  realms  beyond  the  slaes. 
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WORSHIP. 
DUKE    STREET.      L.  M. 
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Wor  -  ship  and  thanks    to       him     be  -  long,    Who  reignsi  and  shall     for  -  er  -   er   reign. 
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00  cTestM  reigns. 

1  Come,  let  us  tune  our  loftiest  song, 
And  raise  to  Christ  our  joyful  strain ; 

Worship  and  thanks  to  him  oelong, 
Who  reigns,  and  shall  forever  reign. 

2  His  sovereign  power  our  bodies  made ; 
Our  souls  are  his  immortal  breath ; 

And  when  his  creatures  sinned,  he  bled. 
To  save  us  from  eternal  death. 

8  Bum  every  breast  with  Jesus*  love ; 

Bound  every  heart  with  rapturous  joy ; 
And  saints  on  earth,  with  saints  above, 

Your  voices  in  his  praise  employ. 

4  Extol  the  Lamb  with  loftiest  song. 
Ascend  for  him  our  cheerful  strain ; 

Worship  and  thanks  to  him  belong. 
Who  reigns,  and  shall  forever  reign. 

Bobert  A.  West. 

67  The  bond  of  love, 

1  Praise  waits  in  Zion,  Lord,  for  thee : 
Thy  saints  adore  thy  holy  name ; 

Thy  creatures  bend  the  obedient  knee. 
And  humbly  now  thy  presence  claim. 

2  Eternal  Source  of  truth  and  light. 
To  thee  we  look,  on  thee  we  call ; 

Lord,  we  are  nothing  in  thy  sight, 
But  thou  to  us  art  all  in  all. 

3  StUl  may  thy  children  in  thy  word 
Their  common  trust  and  refuge  see ; 

O  bind  us  to  each  other.  Lord, 
By  one  great  bond, — ^the  love  of  thee. 


4  Here,  at  the  portal  of  thy  house. 

We  leave  our  mortal  hopes  and  fears  ; 
Accept  our  prayers,  and  bless  our  vows. 
And  dry  our  penitential  tears. 

5  So  shall  our  sun  of  hope  arise 
With  brighter  still  and  brighter  ray. 

Till  thou  shalt  bless  our  longing  eyes 
With  beams  of  everlasting  day. 

81r  J.  B.  Smiftik 

v)0  The  praises  of  Jehovah, 

1  Servants  of  God,  in  joyful  lays. 
Sing  ye  the  Lord  Jehovah's  praise  ; 
His  glorious  name  let  all  adore. 
From  age  to  age,  for  evermore. 

2  Blest  be  that  name,  supremely  blest. 
From  the  sun's  rising  to  its  rest ; 
Above  the  heavens  his  power  is  known. 
Through  all  the  earth  his  goodness  shown, 

3  Who  is  like  God  ?  so  great,  so  high. 
He  bows  himself  to  view  the  sky  ; 
And  yet,  with  condescending  grace. 
Looks  down  upon  the  human  race. 

4  He  hears  the  uncomplaining  moan 
Of  those  who  sit  and  weep  alone ; 
He  lifts  the  mourner  from  the  dust ; 
In  him  the  poor  may  safely  trust. 

5  O  then,  aloud,  in  joyful  lays. 
Sing  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  praise ; 
His  saving  name  let  all  adore. 
From  age  to  age,  for  evermore. 
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GILEAD.      L.  M. 
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1.  Great  God,  at  -  tend,    while   Zi  •   on       sings   The  joy   that   from     thy     presence  springs ; 
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OH  Joy  of  public  toorship. 

1  Great  God,  attend,  while  Zion  sings 
The  joy  that  from  thy  presence  springs ; 
To  spend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth 
Exceeds  a  thousand  days  of  mirth. 

2  Might  I  enjoy  the  meanest  place 
Within  thy  house,  O  God  of  grace, 
Not  tents  of  ease,  nor  thrones  of  power, 
Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  thy  door. 

3  God  is  our  sun,  he  makes  our  day; 
God  is  our  shield,  he  guards  our  way 
From  all  assaults  of  hell  and  sin, 
From  foes  without,  and  foes  within. 

4  All  needful  grace  will  God  bestow, 
And  crown  that  grace  with  glory  too  ; 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  withholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  souls, 

5  O  God,  our  King,  whose  sovereign  sway 
The  glorious  hosts  of  heaven  obey. 

And  devils  at  thy  presence  flee ; 
Blest  is  the  man  that  trusts  in  thee. 

•  Isaac  Watts. 
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The  eternal  Ood  exalted. 


70 

1  Eternal  God,  celestial  King, 
Exalted  be  thy  glorious  name  ; 

Let  hosts  in  heaven  thy  praises  sing, 
And  saints  on  earth  thy  love  proclaim. 

2  My  heart  is  fixed  on  thee,  my  God  ; 
I  rest  my  hope  on  thee  alone ; 

I  '11  spread  thy  sacred  truths  abroad. 
To  all  mankind  thy  love  make  known. 

(3) 
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3  Awake,  my  tongue  ;  awake,  my  lyre  ; 
With  morning's  earliest  dawn  arise  ; 

To  songs  of  joy  my  soul  inspire, 
And  swell  your  music  to  the  skies. 

4  With  those  who  in  thy  grace  abound. 
To  thee  I'll  raise  my  thankful  voice  ; 

Till  every  land,  the  earth  around. 
Shall  hear,  and  in  thy  name  rejoice. 

William  Wrangham. 

4  J         Hosanna  to  the  livhiff  Lord. 

1  HOSANNA  to  the  living  Lord  ! 
Hosanna  to  the  incarnate  Word  ! 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven,  hosanna  sing, 

2  "  Hosanna,  Lord  !  "  thine  angels  cry, 
"  Hosanna,  Lord  !  "  thy  saints  reply ; 
Above,  beneath  us,  and  around, 

The  dead  and  living  swell  the  sound. 

3  O  Saviour,  with  protecting  care. 
Return  to  this,  thy  house  of  prayer. 
Assembled  in  thy  sacred  name. 
Where  we  thy  parting  promise  claim. 

4  But  chiefest  in  our  cleansed  breast. 
Eternal,  bid  thy  Spirit  rest, 

And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  thee. 

5  So,  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 
When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away, 
'Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain, 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again. 

Beginald  Hel>er. 


WORSHIP— SABBATH. 
MENDEBRAS.       7,  6.  Oxbman  Mxlodt,  arb.  bt  Lowbll  ICasoh. 


r  O       day  of   rest    and  gladness,  O    day  of    joy  and  light,  \ 

lO       balm  of   care  and  sadness,   Most  beantUoli  most  bright :  j  On    thee,  the  high  and  lowly. 
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Thro'  a  -  ges  joined  in  tnne,    Sing  "Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,"    To    the    great  God  Tri  -  one. 


i  <4       Day  of  rest  and  gladness, 

2  On  thee,  at  the  creation, 
The  light  first  had  its  birth ; 

On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth ; 
On  thee,  our  Lord,  victorious, 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven; 
And  thus  on  thee,  most  glorious, 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

3  To-day  on  weary  nations 
The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 

To  holy  convocations 
The  silver  trumpet  calls, 

WARSAW.      H.  M. 
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Where  gospel  li^ht  is  glowing 
With  pure  and  radiant  beams. 

And  living  water  flowing 
With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

4  New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest. 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest ; 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises. 

To  Father,  and  to  Son  ; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 

Ghzlstopher  WordswovCh. 
^  Thom iks  Glabk. 
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1.  Awake,  ye  saints,  awake!    And   hail  this  sacred  day:  In    loftiest  songs  of  praise  Your  joy-fol 


homage  pay  :  Come,  bless  the  day  that  Grod  hath  blest,  The  type  of  heaven's  e  -  ter  -  nal  rest 


§9$  Joyful  homage. 

2  On  this  auspicious  mom 

The  Lord  of  life  arose ; 
He  burst  the  bars  of  death. 
And  vanquished  all  our  foes ; 
And  now  he  pleads  our  cause  above. 
And  reaps  the  fruit  of  all  his  love. 
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3  All  hail,  triumphant  Lord ! 

Heaven  with  hosannas  rings. 
And  earth,  in  humbler  strains. 
Thy  praise  responsive  sings : 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain. 
Through  endless  years  to  live  and  reign. 

BUsibeth  Boo^  alt.  by  T.  Ootterfll. 


WORSHIP— SABBATH. 


MERTON.      C.  M. 
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4  4         SabbcUh  and  sanctuary  joys. 

2  Thy  chosen  temple,  Lord,  how  fair ! 
As  here  thy  servants  throng 

To  breathe  the  humble,  fervent  prayer, 
And  pour  the  grateful  song. 

3  Spirit  of  grace  !  O  deign  to  dwell 
Within  thy  Church  below; 

Make  her  in  holiness  excel, 
With  pure  devotion  glow. 

4  Let  peace  within  her  walls  be  found ; 
Let  all  her  sons  unite. 

To  spread  with  holy  zeal  around 
Her  clear  and  shining  light. 

5  Great  God,  we  hail  the  sacred  day 
Which  thou  hast  called  thine  own ; 

With  joy  the  summons  we  obey 
To  worship  at  thy  throne. 

Harriet  Auber. 

70  JSaster  Sunday. 

1  The  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praise. 
In  concert  with  the  blest, 

Who,  joyful,  in  harmonious  lays 
Employ  an  endless  rest. 

2  Thus,  Lord,  while  we  remember  thee. 
We  blest  and  pious  grow ; 

By  hymns  of  praise  we  learn  to  be 
Triumphant  here  below. 

3  On  this  glad  day  a  brighter  scene 
Of  glory  was  displslyed, 

By  the  eternal  Word,  than  when 
This  universe  was  made. 

4  He  rises,  who  mankind  has  bought 
With  grief  and  pain  extreme : 

Twas  great  to  speak  the  world  from  naught ; 
'Twas  greater  to  redeem. 

Samuel  Wesley*  Jr. 
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7D     We  will  rejoice^  and  he  glad  in  it. 

1  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made : 
O  earth,  rejoice  and  sing; 

Let  songs  of  triumph  hail  the  mom ; 
Hosanna  to  our  King ! 

2  The  Stone  the  builders  set  at  naught, 
That  Stone  has  now  become 

The  sure  foundation  and  the  strength 
Of  Zion's  heavenly  dome. 

3  Christ  is  that  Stone,  rejected  once. 
And  numbered  with  the  slain ; 

Now  raised  in  glory,  o'er  his  Church 
Eternally  to  reign. 

4  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made : 
O  earth,  rejoice  and  sing ; 

With  songs  of  triumph  hail  the  morn ; 
Hosanna  to  our  King ! 

Harriet  Auber. 

7  7  Sabbath  light. 

1  Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 
Awakes  the  kindling  ray. 

Dispels  the  darkness  of  the  night. 
And  pours  increasing  day. 

2  O  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 
A  guilty  world  in  gloom  ! 

O  what  a  sun,  which  broke  this  day 
Triumphant  from  the  tomb  ! 

3  This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid. 
And  loud  hosannas  sung  ; 

Let  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart. 
And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

4  Ten  thousand  thousand  lips  shall  join 
To  hail  this  happy  mom, 

Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 
On  nations  yet  unborn. 

Mrs.  Anna  L.  Barbatdd. 
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OVERBERG.      L.  M. 
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1.  Lord    of     the    Sab -bath,  hear     oar  vows,       On    this    thy      day,     in      this    thy  house. 
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«  O  Ardent  hope  ofheavetdy  rest. 

1  Lord  of  the  Sabbath,  hear  our  vows, 
On  this  thy  day,  in  this  thy  house. 
And  own,  as  grateful  sacnfice. 

The  songs  which  from  thy  servants  rise. 

2  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love ; 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above ; 

To  that  our  laboring  souls  aspire 
With  ardent  hope  and  strong  desire. 

3  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress. 
Nor  sin  nor  hell,  shall  reach  the  place ; 
No  sighs  shall  mingle  with  the  songs. 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 

4  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes, 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose ; 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon. 

5  O  long-expected  day,  begin ! 
Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  sin : 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road. 
And  sleep  in  death,  to  rest  with  God. 

FbiUp  Doddridge. 

7  \j    Sabbath  evening :  Thy  kingdom  come, 

1  Millions  within  thy  courts  have  met. 
Millions  this  day  before  thee  bowed ; 

Their  faces  Zionward  were  set, 

Vows  with  their  lips  to  thee  they  vowed. 

2  But  thou,  soul-searching  God  !  hast  known 
The  hearts  of  all  that  bent  the  knee  ; 

And  hast  accepted  those  alone. 
Who  in  the  spirit  worshiped  thee. 
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3  People  of  many  a  tribe  and  tongue. 
Of  various  languages  and  lands. 

Have  heard  thy  truth,  thy  glory  sung, 
And  offered  prayer  with  holy  hands. 

4  And  not  a  prayer,  a  tear,  a  sigh, 

Hath  failed  this  day  some  suit  to  gain  ; 
To  those  in  trouble  thou  wert  nigh ; 
Not  one  hath  sought  thy  face  in  vain. 

5  Yet  one  prayer  more  ; — and  be  it  one. 

In  which  both  heaven  and  earth  accord; — 
Fulfill  thy  promise  to  thy  Son : 

Let  all  that  breathe  call  Jesus  Lord ! 

James  UontgomerF* 


oil  Sabbath  evening  rest. 

1  Sweet  is  the  light  of  Sabbath  eve, 
And  soft  the  sunbeams  lingering  there ; 

For  these  blest  hours  the  world  I  leave. 
Wafted  on  wings  of  faith  and  prayer. 

2  The  time  how  lovely  and  how  still ! 
Peace  shines  and  smiles  on  all  below ; 

The  plain,  the  stream,  the  wood,  the  hill. 
All  fair  with  evening's  setting  glow. 

3  Season  of  rest !  the  tranquil  soul 

Feels  the  sweet  calm,  and  melts  to  love ; 
And  while  these  sacred  moments  roll. 
Faith  sees  the  smiling  heaven  above. 

4  Nor  will  our  days  of  toil  be  long  ; 
Our  pilgrimage  will  soon  be  trod  ; 

And  we  shall  join  the  ceaseless  song, 
The  endless  Sabbath  of  our  God. 

Jsmes  Bdmeston. 
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00  Hailing  the  SabhaiKs  ret  am. 

1  My  opening  eyes  with  rapture  see 
The  dawn  of  this  returning  day ; 

My  thoughts,  O  God,  ascend  to  thee. 
While  thus  my  early  vows  I  pay. 

2  I  yield  my  heart  to  thee  alone, 
Nor  would  receive  another  guest : 

Eternal  King,  erect  thy  throne, 
And  reign  sole  monarch  in  my  breast. 

3  O  bid  this  trifling  world  retire, 

And  drive  each  carnal  thought  away ; 
Nor  let  me  feel  one  vain  desire, 
One  sinful  thought,  through  all  the  day. 

4  Then,  to  thy  courts  when  I  repair, 
My  soul  shall  rise  on  joyful  wing ; 

The  wonders  of  thy  love  declare, 

And  join  the  strains  which  angels  sing. 

James  Hntton. 

o4  Undisturbed  devotion. 

1  Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  be 

gone! 
Let  my  religious  hours  alone : 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  my  Saviour  see  ; 

1  wait  a  visit.  Lord,  from  thee. 

2  O  warm  my  heart  with  holy  fire. 
And  kindle  there  a  pure  desire  : 
Come,  sacred  Spirit,  from  above. 
And  fill  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 

3  Blest  Saviour,  what  delicious  fare  ! 
How  sweet  thine  entertainments  are  ! 
Never  did  angels  taste  above 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

4  Hail,  great  Immanuel,  all  divine  ! 
In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  shine ; 
Thy  glorious  name  shall  be  adored. 
And  every  tongue  confess  thee  Lord. 

Isaao  Watts. 


oJ.  Delights  of  the  Sabbath. 

1  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  g^ve  thanks,  and  sing ; 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light. 

And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  by  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest ; 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast ; 

0  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

3  When  grace  has  purified  my  heart, 
Then  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part ; 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  be  sned. 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 

4  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below ; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

Isaao  Watts. 

0<4  Pledge  of  glorious  rest. 

1  Return,  my  soul,  enjoy  thy  rest ; 
Improve  the  day  thy  God  hath  blest : 
Another  six  days'  work  is  done  ; 
Another  Sabbath  is  begun. 

2  O  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may  rise, 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies. 

And  draw  from  Christ  that  sweet  repose, 
Which  none  but  he  that  feels  it  knows! 

3  This  heavenly  calm  within  the  breast 
Is  the  dear  pledge  of  glorious  rest. 
Which  for  the  Church  of  God  remains ; 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

4  In  holy  duties,  let  the  day. 
In  holy  comforts,  pass  away ; 
How  sweet  a  Sabbath  thus  to  spend, 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end ! 

Joseph  Stennett. 
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WORSHIP— SABBATH. 


LISBON.      S.  M. 
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OD         2%«  Sabbath  welcome. 

1  Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 
That  saw  the  Lord  arise  ; 

Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast. 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes  ! 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 
And  feasts  his  saints  to-day ; 

Here  we  may  sit,  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day  in  such  a  place. 
Where  thou,  my  God,  art  seen, 

Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Of  pleasurable  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 
In  such  a  frame  as  this. 

And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 

Issso  Watts. 

oD  Day  of  lights  rest,  peace,  prayer. 

1  This  is  the  day  of  light : 
Let  there  be  light  to-day ; 

O  Day-spring,  rise  upon  our  night, 
And  chase  its  gloom  away. 

2  This  is  the  day  of  rest : 
Our  failing  strength  renew ; 

On  weary  brain  and  troubled  breast 
Shed  thou  thy  freshening  dew. 

3  This  is  the  day  of  peace  : 
Thy  peace  our  spirits  fill ; 

Bid  thou  the  blasts  of  discord  cease. 
The  waves  of  strife  be  still. 
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4  This  is  the  day  of  prayer : 

Let  earth  to  heaven  draw  near ; 
Lift  up  our  hearts  to  seek  thee  there ; 
Come  down  to  meet  us  here. 

5  This  is  the  first  of  days  : 

Send  forth  thy  quickening  breath. 
And  wake  dead  souls  to  love  and  praise, 
O  Vanquisher  of  death ! 

John  SUecton. 


87  The  eternal  Sabbath. 

1  Hail  to  the  Sabbath  day  ! 
The  day  divinely  g^ven, 

When  men  to  God  their  homage  pay. 
And  earth  draws  near  to  heaven. 

2  Lord,  in  this  sacred  hour, 
Within  thy  courts  we  bend. 

And  bless  thy  love,  and  own  thy  power. 
Our  Father  and  our  Friend. 

3  But  thou  art  not  alone 

In  courts  by  mortals  trod ; 
Nor  only  is  the  day  thine  own 
When  man  draws  near  to  God : 

4  Thy  temple  is  the  arch 
Of  yon  unmeasured  sky; 

Thy  Sabbath,  the  stupendous  march 
Of  vast  eternity. 

5  Lord,  may  that  holier  day 
Dawn  on  thy  servants'  sight; 

And  purer  worship  may  we  pay 
In  heaven's  unclouded  light. 

Stephen  O.  BoUbiieii. 
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May  thy  glory  meet  our  eyes. 

While  we  in  thy  house  appear : 
Here  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

4  May  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints ; 

Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound. 
Bring  relief  for  all  complaints : 

Thus  may  all  our  Sabbaths  prove, 

Till  we  join  the  Church  above. 

John  Newton. 

George  Fbedekick  Handel. 


OO    Safdy  tknmgh  another  week. 

2  While  we  pray  for  pardoning  g^ace, 
Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 

Show  thy  reconciled  face. 

Take  away  our  sin  and  shame ; 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  thee. 

3  Here  we  come  thy  name  to  praise ; 
May  we  feel  thy  presence  near : 

THATCHER.      S.  M. 
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Ot/  Gladness  in  the  hmue  of  prayer. 
2  Thither  the  tribes  repair. 

Where  all  are  wont  to  meet ; 
And,  joyful  in  the  house  of  prayer, 

Bend  at  the  mercy-seat. 


33 


3  Pray  for  Jerusalem, 
The  city  of  our  God ; 

Lord,  send  thy  blessing  down  to  them 
That  love  the  dear  abode. 

4  Within  these  walls  may  peace 
And  harmony  be  found ; 

Zion,  in  all  thy  palaces, 
Prosperity  abound ! 

5  For  friends  and  brethren  dear. 
Our  prayer  shall  never  cease : 

Oft  as  they  meet  for  worship  here, 
God  send  his  people  peace ! 

Jamas  Montgomery. 
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y  U         Immortality  and  lifflU. 

1  Day  of  God,  thou  blessed  day, 
At  thy  dawn  the  grave  gave  way 
To  the  power  of  Him  within. 
Who  had,  sinless,  bled  for  sin. 

2  Thine  the  radiance  to  illume 
First,  for  man,  the  dismal  tomb. 
When  its  bars  their  weakness  owned. 
There  revealing  death  dethroned. 

3  Then  the  Sun  of  righteousness 
Rose,  a  darkened  world  to  bless, 
Bringing  up  from  mortal  night 
Immortality  and  light. 

4  Day  of  glory,  day  of  power, 
Sacred  be  thine  every  hour ; 
Emblem,  earnest,  of  the  rest 
That  remaineth  for  the  blest. 

TTanTifth  F.  Oonld. 

yj.  The  first  of  days, 

1  On  this  day,  the  first  of  days, 
God  the  Father's  name  we  praise ; 
Who,  creation's  Lord  and  Spring, 
Did  the  world  from  darkness  bring. 

2  On  this  day  the  Eternal  Son 
Over  death  his  triumph  won  ; 
On  this  day  the  Spirit  came 
With  his  gifts  of  living  flame. 

3  O  that  fervent  love  to-day 
May  in  every  heart  have  sway, 
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Teaching  us  to  praise  aright 
God,  the  source  of  life  and  light ! 

4  God,  the  blessed  Three  in  One, 
Dwell  within  my  heart  alone ; 
Thou  dost  give  thyself  to  me. 
May  I  give  myself  to  thee. 

sir  Henry  W.  Baker. 


Mti  SabbcUh  evening. 

1  Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 
Of  the  holy  Sabbath  day ; 
Gently  as  life's  setting  sun, 

When  the  Christian's  course  is  run. 

2  Night  her  solemn  mantle  spreads 
O'er  the  earth  as  daylight  fades ; 
All  things  tell  of  calm  repose, 

At  the  holy  Sabbath's  close. 

3  Peace  is  on  the  world  abroad ; 
'Tis  the  holy  peace  of  God, 
Symbol  of  the  peace  within 
When  the  spirit  rests  from  sin. 

4  Still  the  Spirit  lingers  near, 
Where  the  evening  worshiper 
Seeks  communion  with  the  skies. 
Pressing  onward  to  the  prize. 

5  Saviour,  may  our  Sabbaths  be 
Days  of  joy  and  peace  in  thee, 
Till  in  heaven  our  souls  repose, 
Where  the  Sabbath  ne'er  shall  close. 


WORSHIP— MORNING  AND  EVENING. 


EVENTIDE.       lO. 


William  Hkxbt  Monk. 
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!7«S  Abide  with  me. 

1  Abide  with  me !    Fast  falls  the  eventide, 
The  darkness  deepens — Lord,  with  me  abide ! 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee. 
Help  of  the  helpless,  O  abide  with  me ! 

2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away ; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 

0  thou,  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me  ! 

3  I  need  thy  presence  every  passing  hour; 
What  but  thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's 

power  ? 
Who,  like  thyself,  my  g^ide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine.  Lord,  abide 

with  me ! 

4  I  fear  no  foe,  with  thee  at  hand  to  bless  ; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness ; 
Where  is  death's  sting?  where,  grave,  thy 

victory  ? 

1  triumph  still,  if  thou  abide  with  me. 

6  Hold  thou  thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ; 
Shine  through  the  gloom  and  point  me  to 

the  skies ; 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain 

shadows  flee ; 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me ! 


\3  4  Parting  hymn  of  praise, 

1  Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we  raise. 
With    one   accord,   our   parting  hymn    of 

praise  ; 
We  stand  to  bless  thee  ere  our  worship 

cease, 
Then,  lowly  kneeling,  wait  thy  word  of  peace. 

2  Grant  us  thy  peace  upon  our  homeward. 

way; 
With  thee  began,  with  thee  shall  end  the  day ; 
Guard  thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts  from 

shame. 
That  in  this  house  have  called  upon  thy 

name. 

3  Grant  us  thy  peace.  Lord,  through  the 

coming  night, 
Turn  thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light ; 
From  harm  and  danger  keep  thy  children 

free. 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  thee. 


4  Grant  us  thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly 

life, 
Our  balm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife ; 
Then,  when  thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict 

cease, 
Call  us,  O  Lord,  to  thine  eternal  peace. 

John  XUerton. 
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WORSHIP— MORNING  AND  EVENING. 

PETERBORO'.       C.  M.  Rier.  Ralph  Habmboh. 
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vi>  Renewed  corueeration, 

1  Once  more,  my  soulj  the  rising  day 
Salutes  thy  waking  eyes  ; 

Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 
To  Him  that  rules  the  skies. 

2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repeats, 
The  day  renews  the  sound. 

Wide  as  the  heavens  on  which  he  sits, 
To  turn  the  seasons  round. 

3  'Tis  he  supports  my  mortal  frame  ; 
My  tongue  shall  speak  his  praise ; 

My  sins  might  rouse  his  wrath  to  flame, 
But  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

4  Great  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine, 
Whilst  I  enjoy  the  light ; 

Then  shall  my  sun  in  smiles  decline. 
And  bring  a  peaceful  night. 

Zaaao  Watts. 

y  O  Morning  applications. 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  to  meet  the  day ; 
Unfold  thy  drowsy  eyes, 

And  burst  tne  heavy  chain  that  binds 
Thine  active  faculties. 

2  God's  guardian  shield  was  round  me 

spread 
In  my  defenseless  sleep  : 
Let  him  have  all  my  waking  hours 
Who.doth  my  slumbers  keep. 

8  Pardon.  O  God,  my  former  sloth. 
And  arm  my  soul  with  grace. 


f 


36 


As,  rising,  now  I  seal  my  vows 
To  prosecute  thy  ways. 

4  Bright  Sun  of  righteousness,  arise ; 

Thy  radiant  beams  display ; 
And  guide  my  dark,  bewildered  soul 

To  everlasting  day. 

Philip  Doddxldco. 


y  i  Angelic  guardianship. 

1  All  praise  to  Him  who  dwells  in  bliss. 
Who  made  both  day  and  night ; 

Whose  throne  is  in  the  vast  abyss 
Of  uncreated  light. 

2  Each  thought  and  deed  his  piercing 

eyes 
With  strictest  search  survey ; 
The  deepest  shades  no  more  disguise. 
Than  the  full  blaze  of  day. 

3  Whom  thou  dost  g^ard,  O  King  of  kings. 
No  evil  shall  molest : 

Under  the  shadow  of  thy  wings 
Shall  they  securely  rest. 

4  Thy  angels  shall  around  their  beds 
Their  constant  stations  keep  : 

Thy  faith  and  truth  shall  shield  their  heads. 
For  thou  dost  never  sleep. 

5  May  we  with  calm  and  sweet  repose. 
And  heavenly  thoughts  refreshed. 

Our  eyelids  with  the  mom  unclose. 

And  bless  thee,  ever  blest. 

Charles  ^^eslsy. 
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XUU  Grateful  praise. 

1  Lord  of  my  life,  O  may  thy  praise 
Employ  my  noblest  powers, 

Whose  goodness  lengthens  out  my  days. 
And  nils  the  circling  hours. 

2  While  many  spent  the  night  in  sighs, 
And  restless  pains  and  woes. 

In  gentle  sleep  I  closed  my  eyes. 
And  undisturbed  repose. 

3  O  let  the  same  almighty  care 
My  waking  hours  attend  ; 

From  every  danger,  every  snare. 
My  heecfless  steps  defend. 

Anne  Steele. 

101  The  Christian  Borne, 

1  Happy  the  home  when  God  is  there. 
And  love  fills  every  breast ; 

When  one  their  wish,  and  one  their 
prayer, 
And  one  their  heavenly  rest. 

2  Happy  the  home  where  Jesus*  name 
Is  sweet  to  every  ear ; 

Where  children  early  lisp  his  fame. 
And  parents  hold  him  dear. 

3  Happy  the   home   where   prayer   is 

heard. 
And  praise  is  wont  to  rise ; 
Where  parents  love  the  sacred  word. 
And  live  but  for  the  skies. 

4  Lord,  let  us  in  our  homes  agree. 
This  blessed  peace  to  gain ; 

Unite  our  hearts  in  love  to  thee. 

And  love  to  all  will  reign. 

mikBown. 


Ho    Preparation  for  public  worship. 

2  Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone. 
To  plead  for  all  his  saints, 

Presenting,  at  the  Father's  throne. 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whose  sight 
The  wicked  shall  not  stand ; 

Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight. 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

4  Now  to  tliy  house  will  I  resort. 
To  taste  thy  mercies  there ; 

I  will  frequent  thy  holy  court, 
And  worship  in  thy  fear. 

5  O  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 
In  ways  of  righteousness ; 

Make  every  path  of  duty  straight, 
And  plain  before  my  face. 

Zaaao  Watte. 

y\t  Warmest  thanks. 

1  Now  from  the  altar  of  our  hearts. 
Let  warmest  thanks  arise ; 

Assist  us.  Lord,  to  offer  up 
Our  evening  sacrifice. 

2  This  day  God  was  our  sun  and  shield, 
Our  keeper  and  our  guide  ; 

His  care  was  on  our  weakness  shown, 
His  mercies  multiplied. 

3  Minutes  and  mercies  multiplied. 
Have  made  up  all  this  day ; 

Minutes  came  quick,  but  mercies  were 
More  swift  and  free  than  they. 

4  New  time,  new  favors,  and  new  joys, 
Do  a  new  son^  reauire : 

Till  we  shall  praise  thee  as  we  would, 
Accept  our  hearts*  desire. 

John  Kaaon. 
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HURSLEY.      L.  M. 
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1.  U<^  Abide  iffith  lu. 

1  Sun  of  my  soul,  thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  thou  be  near : 

0  may  no  earthborn  cloud  arise 

To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes. 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep. 

Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

3  Abide  with  me  from  mom  till  eve. 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh. 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  thine 
Have  spurned,  to-day,  the  voice  divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin  ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

5  Watch  by  the  sick ;  .enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  thy  boundless  store ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night. 

Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

6  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake. 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take ; 
Till,  in  the  ocean  of  thy  love. 

We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 

John  KeUe. 

XUO    Morning  mercies^  daily  discipline. 

1  New  every  morning  is  the  love 
Our  wakening  and  uprising  prove ; 
Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought, 
Restored  to  life,  and  power,  and  thought. 
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2  New  mercies,  each  returning  day. 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray  ; 
New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven, 

New   thoughts   of  God,    new    hopes   of 
heaven. 

3  If  on  our  daily  course  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find, 

New  treasures  still  of  countless  price 
God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 

4  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task. 
Will  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask, — 
Room  to  deny  ourselves,  a  road 

To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 

5  Only,  O  Lord,  in  thy  dear  love 
Fit  us  for  perfect  rest  above ; 
And  help  us  this,  and  every  day, 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray. 

John  Kebla. 

Xvl4   Morning  and  evening  mercies. 

1  My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love ! 
Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  new ; 

And  morning  mercies  from  above, 
Gently  distill  like  early  dew. 

2  Thou  spread'st  the  curtains  of  the  nightf 
Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours ; 

Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light, 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 

3  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command ; 
To  thee  I  consecrate  my  days  ; 

Perpetual  blessings  from  thy  hand 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 

Isaao  Watts. 


WORSHIP— MORNING  AND  EVENING. 
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XUO  Evening  hymn, 

1  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light : 
Keep  me,  O  keep  me.  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

2  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  which  I  this  day  have  done ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

8  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed  ; 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  judgment-day. 

4  O  let  my  soul  on  thee  repose. 

And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close ; 
Sleep,  which  shall  me  more  vigorous  make. 
To  serve  my  God,  when  I  awake. 

5  Lord,  let  my  soul  forever  share 
The  bliss  of  thy  paternal  care : 

'Tis  heaven  on  earth,  'tis  heaven  above. 
To  see  thy  (ace,  and  sing  thy  love. 

Thomas  Ken. 

A"0  Morning  hymn, 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run ; 

Shake  on  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

2  "Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart. 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part. 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praises  to  the  eternal  King. 
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3  All  praise  to  thee,  who  safe  hast  kept. 
And  hast  refreshed  me  while  I  slept : 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 

4  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  thee  renew : 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will. 
And  with  thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

5  Direct,  control,  suggest  this  day. 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might. 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

Thonuw  Ken. 


J-U  •  Morning  prayer,  . 

1  Now  doth  the  sun  ascend  the  sky. 
And  wake  creation  with  its  ray ; 

Keep  us  from  sin,  O  Lord  most  high. 
Through  all  the  actions  of  the  day. 

2  Curb  thou  for  us  the  unruly  tongue ; 
Teach  us  the  way  of  peace  to  prize  ; 

And  close  our  eyes  against  the  throng 
Of  earth's  absorbing  vanities. 

3  O  may  our  hearts  be  pure  within ; 
No  cherished  madness  vex  the  soul : 

May  abstinence  the  flesh  restrain, 
And  its  rebellious  pride  control. 

4  So  when  the  evening  stars  appear. 
And  in  their  train  the  darkness  bring, 

May  we,  O  Lord,  with  conscience  clear, 

Our  praise  to  thy  pure  glory  sing. 

Ambrose  of  Uilaa.   Tr.  Igr  >.  Osswall. 


WORSHIP— MORNING  AND  EVENING. 
HEBRON.      L.  M. 


Lofwau.  Masov. 


I 


j  ji.^|j  H  Jij 


W^=i 


^ 


1 


^ 


W=f 


1.  Thns      far     the    Lord  hath  led     ma    oni         Thns  £ur     his  power  pro  -  longs  my   days ; 


idza 


i 


t^ 


I 


p^ 


^-2- 


T  r  r  r 


F 


^ 


i 


:^ 


^^ 


:^ 


1=^ 


-« 


■75^ 


i 


And        •▼  -  ery   eve  •  ning    shall  make  known   Some  fresh  me-mo    -  rial       of      his  grace. 

I 


H^ 


£ 


^ 


I  nr  f  p  p-rffirii 


X  Uo  Evening  meditations. 

1  Thus  far  the  Lord  hath  led  me  on, 
Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days ; 

And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste. 
And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home ; 

But  he  forgives  my  follies  past. 
And  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 
Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head ; 

While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watcnful  stations  round  my  bed. 

4  Thus,  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground. 

And  wait  thy  voice  to  rouse  my  tomb, 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 

Isaao  Watts. 

1 U  y  Evening  prayer, 

1  Again  as  evening's  shadow  falls. 
We  gather  in  these  hallowed  walls ; 
And  vesper  hymn  and  vesper  prayer 
Rise  mingling  on  the  holy  air. 

2  May  struggling  hearts  that  seek  release 
Here  find  the  rest  of  God's  own  peace ; 
And,  strengthened  here  by  hymn  and  prayer, 
Lay  down  the  burden  and  the  care. 

8  O  God,  our  light !  to  thee  we  bow ; 
Within  all  shadows  standest  thou  ; 
Give  deeper  calm  than  night  can  bring  ; 
Give  sweeter  songs  than  Ups  can  sing. 


4  Life's  tumult  we  must  meet  again. 
We  cannot  at  the  shrine  remain  ; 
But  in  the  Spirit's  secret  cell 
May  hymn  and  prayer  forever  dwell. 

SamiMl  Tiongfallow. 
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[L.M.  CL   Tane^  Yoakley.   FsgelT6.] 
TJie  souths  Advocate, 

1  When,    streaming   from    the    eastern 

skies. 
The  morning  light  salutes  mine  eyes, 
O  Sun  of  righteousness  divine ! 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine ; 
O  chase  the  clouds  of  guilt  away. 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  And  when  to  heaven's  all-glorious  King 
My  morning  sacrifice  I  bring. 

And,  mourning  o'er  my  g^ilt  and  shame. 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name  ; 
Then,  Jesus,  cleanse  me  with  thy  blood. 
And  be  my  Advocate  with  God. 

3  When   each   day's  scenes  and  labors 

close. 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose. 
With  pardoning  mercy  richly  blest. 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest ; 
And,  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise, 
O  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies. 

4  And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun. 
My  conflicts  o'er,  my  labors  done, 
Jesus,  thy  heavenly  radiance  shed. 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed ; 
And,  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise. 
To  see  thy  face,  and  sing  thy  praise. 

Wllliaa  8hrahMls,nr. 


WORSHIP— MORNING  AND  EVENING. 
KENTUCKY.      S.  M. 
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111  The  Bay-star. 

1  We  lift  our  hearts  to  thee, 
O  Day-star  from  on  high ! 

The  sun  itself  is  but  thy  shade, 
Yet  cheers  both  earth  and  sky. 

2  O  let  thy  rising  beams 
The  night  of  sin  disperse, — 

The  mists  of  error  ana  of  vice 
Which  shade  the  universe. 

3  How  beauteous  nature  now ! 
How  dark  and  sad  before  ! 

With  joy  we  view  the  pleasing  change, 
And  nature's  God  adore. 

4  O  may  no  gloomy  crime 
Pollute  the  rising  day ; 

Or  Jesus'  blood,  like  evening  dew. 
Wash  all  the  stains  away. 

5  May  we  this  life  improve. 
To  mourn  for  errors  past ; 

And  live  this  short,  revolving  day 
As  if  it  were  our  last. 

John  Wesley* 
X  J.  <«         Devout  gratitude, 

1  See  how  the  morning  sun 
Pursues  his  shining  way ; 

And  wide  proclaims  his  Maker's  praise. 
With  every  brightening  ray. 

2  Thus  would  my  rising  soul 
Its  heavenly  Parent  sing. 

And  to  its  great  Original 
The  humble  tribute  bring. 

3  Serene  I  laid  me  down, 
Beneath  his  guardian  care  ; 

I  slept,  and  I  awoke,  and  found 
My  kind  Preserver  near. 

4  My  life  I  would  anew 
Devote,  O  Lord,  to  thee ; 

And  in  thy  service  I  would  spend 
A  long  eternity. 


aUaabeth  Scott. 
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XXtS       Evening  meditation, 

1  The  day  is  past  and  gone. 
The  evening  shades  appear ; 

O  may  we  all  remember  well 
The  night  of  death  draws  near.    * 

2  We  lay  our  garments  by. 
Upon  our  beds  to  rest ; 

So  death  will  soon  disrobe  us  all 
Of  what  we've  here  possessed. 

3  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night. 
Secure  from  all  our  fears  ; 

May  angels  g^ard  us  while  we  sleep, 
Till  morning  light  appears. 

4  And  when  we  early  rise. 
And  view  the  unwearied  sun. 

May  we  set  out  to  win  the  prize. 
And  after  glory  run. 

5  And  when  our  days  are  past. 
And  we  from  time  remove, 

O  may  we  in  thy  bosom  rest. 
The  bosom  ot  thy  love. 

John  Leland. 

[CM.   Tune,  Evan.   Pagel6&] 

L  X  4  Protection  invoked, 

1  In  mercy.  Lord,  remember  me. 
Through  all  the  hours  of  night. 

And  grant  to  me  most  graciously 
The  safeguard  of  thy  might. 

2  With  cheerful  heart  I  close  mine  eyes, 
Since  thou  wilt  not  remove ; 

O  in  the  morning  let  me  rise 
Rejoicing  in  thy  love. 

3  Or  if  this  night  should  prove  my  last. 
And  end  my  transient  days, 

Lord,  take  me  to  thy  promised  rest. 
Where  I  may  sing  thy  praise. 

John  V.  HeraoiT' 


Worship— MORNING  and  evening. 
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1.  Silently  theghadesofeTeiinv  Gather  roDid  my  My  door;    Silently  they  bring  before  me    Faces  I  shaU  see  no  more. 


i- 1. 1>  Memories  of  the  dead. 

1  Silently  the  shades  of  evening 
Gather  round  my  lowly  door; 

Silently  they  bring  before  me 
Faces  I  shall  see  no  more. 

2  O  the  lost,  the  unforgotten, 
Though  the  world  be  oft  forgot ! 

O  the  shrouded  and  the  lonely, 
In  our  hearts  they  perish  not ! 

3  Living  in  the  silent  hours, 
Where  our  spirits  only  blend. 

They,  unlinked  with  earthly  trouble. 
We,  still  hoping  for  its  end. 

4  How  such  holy  memories  cluster. 
Like  the  stars  when  storms  are  past, 

Pointing  up  to  that  fair  heaven 
We  may  hope  to  gain  at  last. 

Ohxlstopher  O.  Coz. 

MERCY.      7. 


JLJ-b  TVuat  in  God's  care. 

1  Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing, 
Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal ; 

Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing ; 
Thou  canst  save  and  thou  canst  heal. 

2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us. 
Though  the  arrows  past  us  fly. 

Angel  guards  from  thee  surround  us ; 
We  are  safe,  if  thou  art  nigh. 

3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 
Darkness  cannot  hide  from  thee ; 

Thou  art  he  who,  never  weary, 
Watchest  where  thy  people  be. 

4  Should  swift  death  this  night  overtake  us, 
And  our  couch  become  our  tomb. 

May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us. 
Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 

James  Edmeston. 


Louis  Mobkau  Gottsohalk.     Arr.  by  £.  P.  Parkkr. 
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Free     from       care,   from      la    -    bor      free,       Lord,    we     would  commnne    with    thee. 


1.  I.  •       Communion  with  God. 

2  Thou,  whose  all-pervading  eye 

Naught  escapes,  without,  within, 
Pardon  each  infirmity, 

Open  fault,  and  secret  sin. 
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3  Soon  from  us  the  light  of  day 
Shall  forever  pass  away ; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Take  us.  Lord,  to  dwell  with  thee. 

Qeovgo  ^7 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 


TRINITY.      8,  7,  7. 


HlLLBB^ft  **  OhOBALBUOH.^ 


1.  We  all  believe  in  one  true  Grod,    Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  Strong  Deliverer  in  our  need, 
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Praised  by  all  the  heavenly  host,    By  whose  mighty  power  alone      All  is  made,  and  wrought,  and  done. 
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11 0  ITA*  Apostles'  Creed. 

2  And  we  believe  in  Jesus  Christ, 

Son  of  man  and  Son  of  God ; 
Who,  to  raise  us  up  to  heaven. 

Left  his  throne  and  bore  our  load  ; 
By  whose  cross  and  death  are  we 
Rescued  from  our  misery. 

NASHVILLE.       L.  P.  M. 


3  And  we  confess  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Who  from  both  forever  flows ; 

Who  upholds  and  comforts  us 
In  the  midst  of  fears  and  woes. 

Blest  and  holy  Trinity, 

Praise  shall  aye  be  brought  to  thee ! 

T.  OUnsnitser.   Tr.  by  Kiss  O.  Winkworth. 


Adaptbd  bt  Lowell  Maaok. 
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1  O  God,  of  good  the  unfathomed  sea ! 
Who  would  not  give  his  heart  to  thee  ? 

Who  would  not  love  thee  with  his  might 
O  Jesus,  lover  of  mankind. 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind. 

With  all  his  strength,  to  thee  unite  ? 

2  Thou  shin'st  with  everlasting  rays ; 
Before  the  insufferable  blaze 

Angels  with  both  wings  veil  their  eyes  ; 
Yet  free  as  air  thy  bounty  streams ; 
On  all  thy  works  thy  mercy's  beams. 

Diffusive  as  thy  sun's,  arise. 

(4) 
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3  Astonished  at  thy  frowning  brow. 
Earth,  hell,  and  heaven's  strong  pillars  bow 

Terrible  majesty  is  thine  ! 
Who  then  can  that  vast  love  express 
Which  bows  thee  down  to  me, — who  less 

Than  nothing  am,  till  thou  art  mine  ! 

4  High  throned  on  heaven's  eternal  hill, 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure,  still 

Thou  sweetly  orderest  all  that  is ; 
And  yet  thou  deign'st  to  come  to  me. 
And  guide  my  steps,  that  I,  with  thee 

Enthroned,  may  reign  in  endless  bliss. 

Johann  A.  Seheffler.   Tr.  Igr  J*  Wesley. 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 


OXFORD.      C.  M. 


William  Coombs. 
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1  O  God,  we  praise  thee,  and  confess 
That  thou  the  only  Lord 

And  everlasting  Father  art, 
By  all  the  earth  adored. 

2  To  thee  all  angels  cry  aloud ; 
To  thee  the  powers  on  high. 

Both  cherubim  and  seraphim, 
Continually  do  cry ; 

3  "O  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
Whom  heavenly  hosts  obey. 

The  world  is  with  the  glory  nlled 
Of  thy  majestic  sway." 

4  The  apostles'  glorious  company. 
And  prophets  crowned  with  light, 

With  all  the  martyrs'  noble  host. 
Thy  constant  praise  recite. 

5  The  holy  Church  throughout  the  world, 
O  Lord,  confesses  thee. 

That  thou  eternal  Father  art. 
Of  boundless  majesty. 

Kahiun  Tate. 

xdl.      One  God  in  Three  Persona. 

1  Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God  in  Persons  Three ; 

Of  thee  we  make  our  joyful  boast. 
And  homage  pay  to  tnee. 

2  Present  alike  in  every  place. 
Thy  Godhead  we  adore : 

Beyond  the  bounds  of  time  and  space 
Thou  dwellest  evermore. 
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3  In  wisdom  infinite  thou  art. 
Thine  eye  doth  all  things  see  ; 

And  every  thought  of  every  heart 
Is  fully  knovm  to  thee. 

4  Thou  lov'st  whatever  thy  hands  have 

made; 
Thy  goodness  we  rehearse. 
In  shining  characters  displayed 
Throughout  the  universe. 

5  Wherefore  let  every  creature  give 
To  thee  the  praise  designed ; 

But  chiefly.  Lord,  the  thanks  receive. 
The  hearts,  of  all  mankind. 

Oharles  WeSlsar. 

l-d  id  All  Thy  works  shall  praise  ihee. — Ps.  146: 10. 

1  There  seems  a  voice  in  every  gale, 
A  tongue  in  every  flower. 

Which  tells,  O  Lord,  the  wondrous  tale 

Of  thy  almighty  power ; 
The  birds,  that  rise  on  quivering  wing, 

Proclaim  their  Maker's  praise. 
And  all  the  mingling  sounds  of  spring 

To  thee  an  anthem  raise. 

2  Shall  I  be  mute,  great  God,  alone 
'Midst  nature's  loud  acclaim  ? 

Shall  not  my  heart,  with  answering  tone, 
Breathe  forth  thy  holy  name  ? 

All  nature's  debt  is  small  to  mine ; 
Nature  shall  cease  to  be  ; 

Thou  gavest — proof  of  love  divine — 
Immortal  life  to  me. 

Amelia  Ople* 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 


BEMERTON.      C.  M. 


Henbt  Wellington  Gbbatorbx. 
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X*4  O  Omni8cien<;«. 

1  Lord,  all  I  am  is  known  to  thee ; 
In  vain  my  soul  would  try 

To  shun  thy  presence,  or  to  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thy  all-surrounding  sight  surveys 
My  rising  and  my  rest, 

My  public  walks,  my  private  ways. 
The  secrets  of  my  breast. 

3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  thee,  Lord, 
Before  they  're  formed  within ; 

And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word, 
Thou  know  st  the  sense  I  mean. 

4  O  wondrous  knowledge,  deep  and  high ! 
Where  can  a  creature  hide  ? 

Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 
Beset  on  every  side. 

6  So  let  thy  grace  surround  me  still, 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove. 
To  guard  my  soul  from  every  ill. 

Secured  by  sovereign  love. 

Isaao  Watts. 

X  <«  4     The  A  tUhor  of  every  perfect  gift 

1  Father,  to  thee  my  soul  I  lift ; 
My  soul  on  thee  depends ; 

Convinced  that  every  perfect  gift 
From  thee  alone  descends. 

2  Mercy  and  grace  are  thine  alone, 
And  power  and  wisdom  too  : 

Without  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son, 
We  nothing  good  can  do. 

3  We  cannot  speak  one  useful  word, 
One  holy  thought  conceive, 

Unless,  in  answer  to  our  Lord, 
Thyself  the  blessing  give. 
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4  His  blood  demands  the  purchased  grace; 

His  blood's  availing  plea 
Obtained  the  help  for  all  our  race. 

And  sends  it  down  to  me. 

6  From  thee,  through  Jesus,  we  receive 

The  power  on  thee  to  call. 
In  whom  we  are,  and  move,  and  live ; 

Our  God  is  all  in  all. 

Charles  Wesley. 

125  MyFaiher. 

1  O  God,  thy  power  is  wonderful. 
Thy  glory  passing  bright ; 

Thy  wisdom,  with  its  deep  on  deep, 
A  rapture  to  the  sight. 

2  I  see  thee  in  the  eternal  years 
In  glory  all  alone. 

Ere  round  thine  uncreated  fires 
Created  light  had  shone. 

3  I  see  thee  walk  in  Eden's  shade, 
I  see  thee  all  through  time  ; 

Thy  patience  and  compassion  seem 
New  attributes  sublime. 

4  I  see  thee  when  the  doom  is  o'er. 
And  outworn  time  is  done, 

Still,  still  incomprehensible, 
O  God,  yet  not  alone. 

5  Angelic  spirits,  countless  souls. 
Of  thee  have  drunk  their  fill ; 

And  to  eternity  will  drink 
Thy  joy  and  glory  still. 

6  O  little  heart  of  mine !  shall  pain 
Or  sorrow  make  thee  moan. 

When  all  this  God  is  all  for  thee, 
A  Father  all  thine  own  ? 

nMderi<de  W.  Paber. 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 
ALL    SAINTS.       L.  M. 


William  Knapp. 
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FIRST  PART. 

The  Unsearchable. 


2  Greatness  unspeakable  is  thine ; 
Greatness,  whose  undiminished  ray, 

When  short-lived  worlds  are  lost,  shall  shine, 
When  earth  and  heaven  are  fled  away. 

3  Unchangeable,  all-perfect  Lord, 
Essential  life's  unbounded  sea. 

What  lives  and  moves,  lives  by  thy  word ; 
It  lives,  and  moves,  and  is,  from  thee. 

4  High  is  thy  power  above  all  height ; 
Whate'er  thy  will  decrees  is  done ; 

Thy  wisdom,  equal  to  thy  might, 
Only  to  thee,  O  God,  is  known ! 

Ernest  Lange.  Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 

227  SECOND  PART. 

Wisdom,  love,  power. 

1  Thine,  Lord,  is  wisdom,  thine  alone ; 
Justice  and  truth  before  thee  stand: 

Yet,  nearer  to  thy  sacred  throne, 
Mercy  withholds  thy  lifted  hand. 

2  Each  evening  shows  thy  tender  love, 
Each  rising  morn  thy  plenteous  grace  ; 

Thy  wakened  wrath  doth  slowly  move. 
Thy  willing  mercy  flies  apace. 

3  To  thy  benign,  indulgent  care. 
Father,  this  light,  this  breath,  we  owe ; 

And  all  we  have,  and  all  we  are. 
From  thee,  great  Source  of  being,  flow. 

i  Thrice  Holy !  thine  the  kingdom  is, 
The  power  omnipotent  is  thine  ; 

And  when  created  nature  dies, 
Thy  never-ceasing  glories  shine. 

Bmest  Lange.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesl^. 
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J.  <w  O        Immanuel,  God  vfith  tes. 

1  Eternal  depth  of  love  divine, 
In  Jesus,  God  with  us,  displayed ; 

How  bright  thy  beaming  glories  shine ! 
How    wide    thy    healing    streams    are 
spread ! 

2  With  whom  dost  thou  delight  to  dwell? 
Sinners,  a  vile  and  thankless  race ! 

O  God,  what  tongue  aright  can  tell 
How  vast  thy  love,  how  great  thy  grace ! 

3  The  dictates  of  thy  sovereign  will 
With  joy  our  grateful  hearts  receive ; 

All  thy  delight  in  us  fulfill ; 
Lo,  all  we  are  to  thee  we  give. 

4  To  thy  sure  love,  thy  tender  care, 
Our  flesh,  soul,  spirit,  we  resign  ; 

0  fix  thy  sacred  presence  there. 
And  seal  the  abode  forever  thine. 

M'ioolsus  It.  Zinsendorf.    Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 

1<«  cf  For  the  grace  of  the  Holy  Trinity. 

1  Blest  Spirit,  one  with  God  above. 
Thou  source  of  life  and  holy  love, 

O  cheer  us  with  thy  sacred  beams. 
Refresh  us  with  thy  plenteous  streams. 

2  O  may  our  lips  confess  thy  name, 
Our  holy  lives  thy  power  proclaim ; 
With  love  divine  our  hearts  inspire. 
And  fill  us  with  thy  holy  fire. 

3  O  holy  Father,  holy  Son, 
And  Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Thy  grace  devoutly  we  implore ; 
Thy  name  be  praised  for  evermore. 

Trom  the  Latin.   Tr.  by  J.  CThandler. 


GOD— BEING  AND   ATTRIBUTES. 
HAMBURG.       L.  M.  Abr.  from  a  Grrgobiak  Ohaht,  by  Lowrll  Mason. 
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X«5U  Incomprehensible  glory. 

1  God  is  the  name  my  soul  adores, 
The  almighty  Three,  the  eternal  One : 

Nature  and  grace,  with  all  their  powers, 
Confess  the  Infinite  Unknown. 

2  Thy  voice  produced  the  sea  and  spheres. 
Bade  the  waves  roar,  the  planets  shine ; 

But  nothing  like  thyself  appears 
Through  all  these  spacious  works  of  thine. 

3  Still  restless  nature  dies  and  grows ; 
From  change  to  change  the  creatures  run : 

Thy  being  no  succession  knows. 
And  all  thy  vast  designs  are  one. 

4  A  glance  of  thine  runs  through  the  globe. 
Rules  the  bright  worlds,  and  moves  their 

frame ; 
Of  light  thou  form'st  thy  dazzling  robe; 
Thy  ministers  are  living  flame. 

5  How  shall  polluted  mortals  dare 
To  sing  thy  glory  or  thy  grace  ? 

Beneath  thy  feet  we  lie  afar. 
And  see  but  shadows  of  thy  face. 

6  Who  can  behold  the  blazing  light  ? 
Who  can  approach  consuming  flame  ? 

None  but  thy  wisdom  knows  thy  might ; 
None  but  thy  word  can  speak  thy  name. 

Isaac  Watts. 


Jehx>vah*8  holiness. 
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1  Holy  as  thou,  O  Lord,  is  none ; 
Thy  holiness  is  all  thine  own  ; 
A  drop  of  that  unbounded  sea 
Is  ours, — a  drop  derived  from  thee : 
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2  And  when  thy  purity  we  share, 
Thine  only  glory  we  declare ; 
And,  humbled  into  nothing,  own. 
Holy  and  pure  is  God  alone. 

3  Sole,  self-existing  God  and  Lord, 
By  all  thy  heavenly  hosts  adored, 
Let  all  on  earth  bow  down  to  thee. 
And  own  thy  peerless  majesty : 

4  Thy  power  unparalleled  confess, 
Established  on  the  rock  of  peace  ; 
The  rock  that  never  shall  remove, 
The  rock  of  pure,  almighty  love. 

Charles  Weslegr. 

\.ii4     From  everlasting  to  everlasting, 

1  Ere  mountains  reared  their  forms  sub- 

lime, 
Or  heaven  and  earth  in  order  stood. 
Before  the  birth  of  ancient  time. 
From  everlasting  thou  art  God. 

2  A  thousand  ages,  in  their  flight. 
With  thee  are  as  a  fleeting  day  ; 

Past,  present,  future,  to  thy  sight 
At  once  their  various  scenes  display. 

3  But  our  brief  life 's  a  shadowy  dream, 
A  passing  thought,  that  soon  is  o'er, 

That  fades  with  morning's  earliest  beam, 
And  fills  the  musing  mind  no  more. 

4  To  us,  O  Lord,  the  wisdom  give 
Each  passing  moment  so  to  spend, 

That  we  at  length  with  thee  may  live 
Where  life  and  bliss  shall  never  end. 

Harriet  Aaber. 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES, 
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X«J«J  Omnipotence  and  wisdom. 

1  COME.jO  my  soul,  in  sacred  lays, 
Attempt  thy  great  Creator's  praise : 
But  O  what  tongue  can  speak  his  fame? 
What  mortal  verse  can  reach  the  theme  ? 

2  Enthroned  amid  the  radiant  spheres, 
He  glory  hke  a  garment  wears ; 

To  form  a  robe  of  light  divine. 

Ten  thousand  suns  around  him  shine. 

3  In  all  our  Maker's  grand  designs. 
Omnipotence,  with  wisdom,  shines ; 

His  works,  through  all  this  wondrous  frame. 
Declare  the  glory  of  his  name. 

4  Raised  on  devotion's  lofty  wing, 
Do  thou,  my  soul,  his  glories  sing ; 
And  let  his  praise  employ  thy  tongue. 
Till  listening  worlds  shall  join  the  song. 

Thomas  Blsoklook. 

X%54  The  Lord  is  King. 

1  The  Lord  is  King!  lift  up  thy  voice, 
O  earth,  and  all  ye  heavens,  rejoice ! 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring. 
The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King. 

2  The  Lord  is  King !  child  of  the  dust, 
The  Judge  of  all  the  earth  is  just ; 
Holy  and  true  are  all  his  ways : 

Let  every  creature  speak  his  praise. 

3  He  reigns  !  ye  saints,  exalt  your  strains ; 
Your  God  is  King,  your  Father  reigns  ; 
And  he  is  at  the  Father's  side. 

The  Man  of  love,  the  Crucified. 
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4  Come,  make  your  wants,  your  burdens 

known, 
He  will  present  them  at  the  throne ; 
And  angel  bands  are  waiting  there 
His  messages  of  love  to  bear. 

5  O  when  his  wisdom  can  mistake. 
His  might  decay,  his  love  forsake. 
Then  may  his  children  cease  to  sing. 
The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King. 

Josiah  Oondor. 
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1  Lord  of  all  being !  throned  afar, 
Thy  glory  flames  from  sun  and  star ; 
Center  and  soul  of  every  sphere. 
Yet  to  each  loving  heart  how  near  ! 

2  Sun  of  our  life,  thy  quickening  ray 
Sheds  on  our  path  the  glow  of  day ; 
Star  of  our  hope,  thy  softened  light 
Cheers  the  long  watches  of  the  night. 

3  Our  midnight  is  thy  smile  withdrawn ; 
Our  noontide  is  thy  gracious  dawn  ; 
Our  rainbow  arch  thy  mercy's  sign ; 
All,  save  the  clouds  of  sin,  are  thine  ! 

4  Lord  of  all  life,  below,  above. 

Whose  light  is  truth,  whose  warmth  is  love, 
Before  thy  ever-blazing  throne 
We  ask  no  luster  of  our  own. 

5  Grant  us  thy  truth  to  make  us  free. 
And  kindling  hearts  that  burn  for  thee. 
Till  all  thy  living  altars  claim 

One  holy  light,  one  heavenly  flame. 

Oliver  W.  Hdmes. 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 


NICyEA.      11,12,10. 


Rky.  John  Bacchus  Dtkib. 


1.  Holy,  ho«ly,   ho  -  ly,  Lord  Grod  Almighty !  Ear-ly   in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rite  to  thee; 
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Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,   ho  -  ly,  mer^i  -  fal  ahd  mighty,  Grod  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trin-i  -  ty ! 
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1  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty ! 
Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise 

to  thee; 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty, 
God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity ! 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy !  all  the  saints  adore  thee. 
Casting  aown  their  golden  crowns  around 

the  glassy  sea ; 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before 
thee. 
Which  wert,and  art,and  evermore  shalt  be. 

UXBRIDGE.      U  M. 


3  Holy,  holy,  holy!  though  the  darkness 

hide  thee, 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  glory 

may  not  see ; 
Only  thou  art  holy ;  there  is  none  beside  thee. 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity. 

4  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty ! 
All  thy  works  shall  praise  thy  name,  in 

earth,  and  sky,  and  sea ; 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty, 
God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity] 

Beglnald  Heber. 

Lowell  Mason. 
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l0#  T7i£  Trinity  adored, 

1  O  HOLY,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

Bright  in  thy  deeds  and  in  thy  name. 
Forever  be  thy  name  adored. 

Thy  glories  let  the  world  proclaim. 

2  O  Jesus,  Lamb  once  crucified 
To  take  our  load  of  sins  away. 

Thine  be  the  hymn  that  rolls  its  tide 
Along  the  realms  of  upper  day. 
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3  O  Holy  Spirit  from  above. 

In  streams  of  light  and  glory  given. 
Thou  source  of  ecstasy  and  love, 
Thy  praises  ring  through  earth  and  heaven. 

4  O  God  Triune,  to  thee  we  owe 
Our  every  thought,  our  every  song ; 

And  ever  may  thy  praises  flow 
From  saint  and  seraph's  burning  tongue. 

James  W.  Bostbam. 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 


CREATION.      L.  M.  d. 


Franois  Joseph  Hatdh. 
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X«JO       7%e  heavens  declare  His  glory, 

1  The  spacious  firmament  on  high, 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 

And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 

Their  great  Original  proclaim : 

The  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 

Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 

And  publishes  to  every  land 

The  work  of  an  almighty  hand. 

2  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 
And  nightly,  to  the  listening  earth, 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth  ; 

While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn, 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn. 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

3  What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terrestrial  ball  ? 
What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amid  the  radiant  orbs  be  found  ? 

In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice. 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
Forever  singing  as  they  shine, 
"  The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 

Joseph  Addison. 
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XO«7  Jehovah^ 8  sovereiffnty, 

1  Father  of  all,  whose  powerful  voice 
Called  forth  this  universal  frame  I 

Whose  mercies  over  all  rejoice. 
Through  endless  ages  still  the  same : 

Thou  by  thy  word  upholdest  all ; 
Thy  bounteous  love  to  all  is  showed ; 

Thou  hear'st  thy  every  creature's  call. 
And  fillest  every  mouth  with  good. 

2  In  heaven  thou  reign 'st  enthroned  in  light. 
Nature's  expanse  before  thee  spread ; 

Earth,  air,  and  sea,  before  thy  sight, 
And  hell's  deep  gloom,  are  open  laid : 

Wisdom,  and  might,  and  love  are  thine  ; 
Prostrate  before  thy  face  we  fall. 

Confess  thine  attributes  divine, 
And  hail  thee  sovereign  Lord  of  all. 

3  Blessing  and  honor,  praise  and  love. 
Co-equal,  co-eternal  Three, 

In  earth  below,  in  heaven  above. 
By  all  thy  works,  be  paid  to  thee. 

Let  all  who  owe  to  thee  their  birth, 
In  praises  every  hour  employ ; 

Jehovah  reigns  !  be  glad,  O  earth. 
And  shout,  ye  morning  stars,  forjoy ! 

JohnWesuj. 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 


LYONS.       10,11. 


Franok  Joseph  Hatdh. 
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1.  O   worship  the  King  all  -  glorious  a  -  bove,     And  grate-fnl-ly  sing   his  won  -  der-fnl  love; 

>i .,, .  J .J 


^flffM'  fif'nriMh'fi'  Muffp 


Onr  Shield  and  Defender,   the  Ancient  of    days,   Pavilioned  in  splendor,  and  girded  with  praise. 
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x4U  Worshiping  the  King. 

1  O  WORSHIP  the  King  all-glorious  above, 
And  gratefully  sing  his  wonderful  love ; 
Our  Shield  and  Defender,  the  Ancient  of 

days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendor,   and   girded  with 
praise. 

2  O  tell  of  his  might,  and  sing  of  his  grace. 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy  space ; 
His  chariots  of  wrath  the  deep  thunder- 
clouds form. 

And  dark  is  his  path  on  the  wings  of  the 
storm. 

3  Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light. 
It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the 

plain, 
And  sweetly  distills  m  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

4  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail, 
In  thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender!  how  firm  to  the 

end  ! 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend. 

Sir  Bobert  Grant. 

1. 4  X  The  Lord  mil  provide, 

1  Though   troubles   assail,   and   dangers 

affright. 
Though  friends  should  all  fail,  and  foes  all 

unite. 
Yet  one  thing  secures  us,  whatever  betide, 
The  promise  assures  us,  "The  Lord  will 

provide," 
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2  The  birds,  without  bam  or  store-house, 

are  fed ; 
From  them  let  us  learn  to  trust  for  our  bread : 
His  saints  what  is  fitting  shall  ne'er  be  de- 
nied. 
So  long  as  'tis  written,   "The  Lord  will 
provide." 

3  When  Satan  appears  to  stop  up  our  path. 
And  fills  us  with  fears,  we  triumph  by  ^ith ; 
He  cannot  take  from  us,  though  oft  he  has 

tried, 
The  heart-cheering  promise,  "  The  Lord  will 
provide." 

4  He  tells  us  we're  weak,  our  hope  is  in  vain ; 
The  good  that  we  seek  we  ne'er  shall  obtain : 
But  when  such  suggestions  our  graces  have 

tried. 
This  answers  all  questions,  "  The  Lord  will 
provide." 

5  No  strength  of  our  own,  nor  goodness  we 

claim ; 
Our  trust  is  all  thrown  on  Jesus's  name : 
In  this  our  strong  tower  for  safety  we  hide ; 
The  Lord  is  our  power,  "The  Lord  will 

provide." 

6  When  life  sinks  apace,  and  death  is  in 

view. 
The  word  of  his  grace  shall  comfort  us 

through : 
Not  fearing  or  doubting,  with  Christ  on  our 

side. 
We  hope  to  die  shouting,  "The  Lord  will 

provide." 

John  Newton. 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 
MILLENNIUM.      H.  M. 


English. 


1.  Tho  Lord  Je  •  ho  •  rah  reigns,  His  throne  is  bnilt  on  high ;      The  garments  he  assomes    Are 
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His  glories  shine  with  beams  so  bright,  No  mortal  eye  can  bear  the  sight. 
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Confounds  the  powers  of  hell. 
And  all  their  dark  designs ; 
Strong  is  his  arm,  and  shall  fulfill 
His  great  decrees  and  sovereign  will. 

4  And  will  this  sovereign  King 
Of  glory  condescend. 
And  will  he  write  his  name. 
My  Father  and  my  Friend  ? 
I  love  his  name,  I  love  his  word ; 
Join  all  my  powers  to  praise  the  Lord. 

IMMO  Watts. 
Oeobox  Fbkdebigk  Haitoel. 
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Wondrous  condescensiofi. 
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2  The  thunders  of  his  hand 
Keep  the  wide  world  in  awe ; 

His  wrath  and  justice  stand 
To  guard  his  holy  law ; 
And  where  his  love  resolves  to  bless, 
His  truth  confirms  and  seals  the  grace. 

3  Through  all  his  mighty  works 
Amazing  wisdom  shines ; 
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Whose  love   is     as     great     as       his     power,   And      neither  knows   measnre   nor     end: 
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X4t5         The  changeless  Friend, 

1  This  God  is  the  God  we  adore, 
Our  faithful,  unchangeable  friend, 

Whose  love  is  as  great  as  his  power, 
And  neither  knows  measure  nor  end : 
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2  'Tis  Jesus,  the  first  and  the  last. 
Whose  Spirit  shall  guide  us  safe  home ; 

We  '11  praise  him  for  all  that  is  past, 
And  trust  him  for  all  that  *s  to  come. 

Joseph  Hsiri. 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 
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144        PraUe  to  ike  Trinity. 

1  Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
God  of  hosts,  eternal  Kiiiff, 

By  the  heavens  and  earth  adored ; 

Angels  and  archangels  sing, 
Chanting  everlastingly 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 

2  Since  by  thee  were  all  things  made. 
And  in  thee  do  all  things  live. 

Be  to  thee  all  honor  paid ; 

Praise  to  thee  let  all  things  give. 
Singing  everlastingly 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 

3  Thousands,  tens  of  thousands,  stand, 
Spirits  blest,  before  the  throne, 

Speeding  thence  at  thy  command. 

And,  when  thy  commands  are  done. 
Singing  everlastingly 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 

4  Cherubim  and  seraphim 

Veil  their  faces  with  their  wings ; 
Eyes  of  anc^els  are  too  dim 

To  behold  the  King  of  kings, 
While  they  sing  eternally 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 

5  Thee  apostles,  prophets  thee. 
Thee  the  noble  martyr  band. 

Praise  with  solemn  jubilee, 

Thee,  the  Church  in  every  land ; 
Singing  everlastingly 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 
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6  Hallelujah !  Lord,  to  thee. 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ; 

Godhead  One,  and  Persons  Three ; 
Join  us  with  the  heavenly  host. 

Singing  everlastingly 

To  the  blessed  Tnnity. 

Ohxistopher  ^7ordswortb. 

J.40       Worship  the  Creator » 

1  Let  us  with  a  gladsome  mind 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind. 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

Let  us  sound  his  name  abroad, 
For  of  gods  he  is  the  God, 
Who  by  wisdom  did  create 
Heaven's  expanse  and  all  its  state ; 

2  Did  the  solid  earth  ordain 
How  to  rise  above  the  main ; 
Who,  by  his  commanding  might. 
Filled  the  new-made  world  with  light 
Caused  the  eolden  tress6d  sun 

All  the  day  his  course  to  run ; 
And  the  moon  to  shine  by  night, 
'Mid  her  spangled  sisters  bright. 

3  All  his  creatures  God  doth  feed, 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  need ; 
He  hath  with  a  pitying  eye 
Looked  upon  our  misery : 

Let  us,  therefore,  warble  forth 
His  high  majesty  and  worth. 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

John  Milton. 
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J  40  Glori/j  mercy ^  grace, 

1  Father,  how  wide  thy  glory  shines, 
How  high  thy  wonders  rise ! 

Known  through  the  earth  by  thousand 
signs, 
By  thousands  through  the  skies. 

2  Those  mighty  orbs  proclaim  thy  power ; 
Their  motions  speak  thy  skill : 

And  on  the  wings  of  every  hour 
We  read  thy  patience  still. 

3  Part  of  thy  name  divinely  stands 
On  all  thy  creatures  writ ; 

They  show  the  labor  of  thy  hands, 
Or  impress  of  thy  feet : 

4  But  when  we  view  thy  strange  design 
To  save  rebellious  worms. 

Where  vengeance  and  compassion  join 
In  their  divinest  forms ; 

5  Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known, 
Nor  dares  a  creature  guess 

Which  of  the  glories  brighter  shone. 
The  justice  or  the  g^ace. 

6  Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb 
Adorn  the  heavenly  plains ; 

Bright  seraphs  learn  Immanuel's  name, 
And  try  their  choicest  strains. 

7  O  may  I  bear  some  humble  part 
In  that  immortal  song ! 

Wonder  and  joy  shall  tune  my  heart. 
And  love  command  my  tongue. 

Isaac  Watts. 


14  7       Majesty  and  love  of  God. 

1  My  God,  how  wonderful  thou  art. 
Thy  majesty  how  bright. 

How  beautiful  thy  mercy-seat 
In  depths  of  burning  light! 

2  How  dread  are  thine  eternal  years, 
O  everlasting  Lord, 

By  prostrate  spirits  day  and  night 
Incessantly  adored ! 

3  How  beautiful,  how  beautiful. 
The  sight  of  thee  must  be. 

Thine  endless  wisdom,  boundless  power. 
And  awful  purity ! 

4  O  how  I  fear  thee,  living  God, 
With  deepest,  tenderest  fears. 

And  worship  thee  with  trembling  hope. 
And  penitential  tears. 

5  Yet  I  may  love  thee  too,  O  Lord, 
Almighty  as  thou  art ; 

For  thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 

6  No  earthly  father  loves  like  thee. 
No  mother  half  so  mild 

Bears  and  forbears,  as  thou  hast  done 
With  me,  thy  sinful  child. 

7  Father  of  Jesus,  love's  reward ! 
What  rapture  will  it  be. 

Prostrate  before  thy  throne  to  lie 
And  gaze,  and  gaze  on  thee! 

Virederiok  W.  Vaber. 
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14o  (?oJ*«  ^/o^  w  creation  and  redemption. 

1  Mighty  God !  while  angels  bless  thee, 
May  a  mortal  lisp  thy  name  ? 

Lord  of  men,  as  well  as  angels, 
Thou  art  every  creature's  theme : 

Lord  of  every  land  and  nation. 
Ancient  of  eternal  days ! 

Sounded  through  the  wide  creation 
Be  thy  just  and  lawful  praise. 

2  For  the  grandeur  of  thy  nature. 
Grand  beyond  a  seraph's  thought ; 

For  the  wonders  of  creation, 

Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wrought ; 
For  thy  providence,  that  governs 

Through  thine  empire's  wide  domain, 
Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow ; 

Blessed  be  thy  gentle  reign ! 

3  For  thy  rich,  thy  free  redemption. 
Bright,  though  veiled  in  darkness  long. 

Thought  is  poor,  and  poor  expression ; 

Who  can  sing  that  wondrous  song  ? 
Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory ! 

Shall  thy  praise  unuttered  lie? 
Break,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence, 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die : — 

4  From  the  highest  throne  of  glory. 
To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe. 

Came  to  ransom  guilty  captives : 
Flow,  my  praise,  forever  flow ! 

Re-ascend,  immortal  Saviour; 

Leave  thy  footstool,  take  thy  throne ; 

Thence  return  and  reign  forever ; 
Be  the  kingdom  all  thine  own ! 

Robert  BoWnson. 
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x4 1/    The  widened  of  Oo^s  mercy, 

1  There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy, 
Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea : 

There 's  a  kindness  in  his  justice. 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 

2  There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner. 
And  more  graces  for  the  good ; 

There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour ; 
There  is  healing  in  his  blood. 

3  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 
Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind ; 

And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 

4  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple. 
We  should  take  him  at  his  word ; 

And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 

In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

Frederick  W.  Ftebar. 

XDU    Unchanging  wisdom  arid  love. 

1  God  is  love ;  his  mercy  brightens 
All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 

Bliss  he  wakes  and  woe  he  lightens ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

2  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 
Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 

But  his  mercy  waneth  never ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

3  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth, 
Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove ; 

From  the  gloom  his  brightness  streameth, 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 
Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 

Every- where  his  glory  shineth ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

Sir  John  Bowrioff. 


GOD— BEING  AND  ATTRIBUTES. 


TAPPAN.      C.  M. 
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XOx  Majesty  and  providence. 

1  The  Lord  our  God  is  clothed  with  might, 
The  winds  obey  his  will ; 

He  speaks,  and  in  his  heavenly  height 
The  rolling  sun  stands  still. 

2  Rebi^l,  ye  waves,  and  o'er  the  land 
With  threatening  aspect  roar; 

The  Lord  uplifts  his  awful  hand, 
And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

8  Ye  winds  of  night,  your  force  combine ; 

Without  his  high  behest. 
Ye  shall  not,  in  the  mountain  pine, 

Disturb  the  sparrow's  nest. 

4  His  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar ; 
In  distant  peals  it  dies ; 

He  yokes  the  whirlwind  to  his  car, 
And  sweeps  the  howling  skies. 

5  Ye  sons  of  earth,  in  reverence  bend; 
Ye  nations,  wait  his  nod ; 

And  bid  the  choral  song  ascend 
To  celebrate  our  God. 

K.  Xirke  White. 
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The  Lord  is  King. 


1  The  Lord  descended  from  above. 
And  bowed  the  heavens  most  high. 

And  underneath  his  feet  he  cast 
The  darkness  of  the  sky. 

2  On  cherubim  and  seraphim 
Full  royally  he  rode. 

And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  winds 
Came  flying  all  abroad. 
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8  He  sat  serene  upon  the  floods. 

Their  fury  to  restrain ; 
And  he,  as  sovereign  Lord  and  King, 

For  evermore  shall  reign. 
4  Give  glory  to  his  awful  name. 

And  honor  him  alone ; 
Give  worship  to  his  majesty 

Upon  his  holy  throne. 

Xhonnas  Btemhold. 

Loo       Praise  from  all  creation, 

1  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  ye  immortal  choirs 
That  fill  the  worlds  above ; 

Praise  him  who  formed  you  of  his  fires, 
And  feeds  you  with  his  love. 

2  Shine  to  his  praise,  ye  crystal  skies. 
The  floor  of  his  abode ; 

Or  veil  in  shades  your  thousand  eyes 
Before  your  brighter  God. 

3  Thou  restless  globe  of  golden  light. 
Whose  beams  create  our  days. 

Join  with  the  silver  queen  of  night. 
To  own  your  borrowed  rays. 

4  Thunder  and  hail,  and  fire  and  storms. 
The  troops  of  his  command. 

Appear  in  all  your  dreadful  forms, 
And  speak  his  awful  hand. 

6  Shout  to  the  Lord,  ye  surging  seas. 

In  your  eternal  roar; 
Let  wave  to  wave  resound  his  praise. 

And  shore  reply  to  shore. 

6  Thus  while  the  meaner  creatures  sing. 

Ye  mortals,  catch  the  sound ; 
Echo  the  glories  of  your  King 

Through  all  the  nations  round. 


GOD— PROVIDENCE. 


BELMONT.      C.  M. 
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3  Angels,  where'er  we  go,  attend 
Our  steps,  whate'er  betide ; 

With  watchful  care  their  charge  defend, 
And  evil  turn  aside. 

4  Our  lives  those  holy  angels  keep 
From  every  hostile  power ; 

And,  unconcerned,  we  sweetly  sleep, 
As  Adam  in  his  bower. 

5  And  when  our  spirits  we  resign. 
On  outstretched  wings  they  bear. 

And  lodge  us  in  the  arms  divine, 
And  leave  us  ever  there. 

Oharles  Weslsj. 

loo        The  twenty-third  Pmlm, 

1  The  Lord's  my  Shepherd,  I  '11  not  want : 
He  makes  me  down  to  lie 

In  pastures  green  ;  he  leadeth  me 
The  quiet  waters  by. 

2  My  soul  he  doth  restore  again ; 
And  me  to  walk  doth  make 

Within  the  paths  of  righteousness, 
E'en  for  his  own  name's  sake. 

3  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  death's  dark 

vale. 

Yet  will  I  fear  no  ill ; 
For  thou  art  with  me,  and  thy  rod 
And  staff  me  comfort  still. 

4  A  table  thou  hast  furnished  me 
In  presence  of  my  foes ; 

My  head  thou  dost  with  oil  anoint. 
And  my  cup  overflows. 

6  Goodness  and  mercy  all  my  life 
Shall  surely  follow  me ; 

And  in  God's  house  for  evermore 
My  dwelling-place  shall  be. 


x04  Goodness  and  mercy. 

1  Let  every  tongue  thy  goodness  speak. 
Thou  sovereign  Lord  of  all ; 

Thy  strengthening  hands  uphold  the  weak. 
And  raise  the  poor  that  fall. 

2  When  sorrows  bow  the  spirit  down. 
When  virtue  lies  distressed, 

Beneath  the  proud  oppressor's  frown. 
Thou  giv'st  the  mourner  rest. 

8  Thou  know'st  the  pains  thy  servants  feel. 
Thou  hear'st  thy  children's  cry; 

And  their  best  wishes  to  fulfill, 
Thy  grace  is  ever  nigh. 

4  Thy  mercy  never  shall  remove 
From  men  of  heart  sincere : 

Thou  sav'st  the  souls  whose  humble  love 
Is  joined  with  holy  fear. 

5  My  lips  shall  dwell  upon  thy  praise. 
And  spread  thy  fame  abroad ; 

Let  all  the  sons  of  Adam  raise 
The  honors  of  their  God. 

ZSsso  Watts. 

XOO  The  angelic  gttard, 

1  Which  of  the  monarchs  of  the  earth 
Can  boast  a  guard  like  ours. 

Encircled  from  our  second  birth 
With  all  the  heavenly  powers  ? 

2  Myriads  of  bright,  cherubic  bands, 
Sent  by  the  King  of  kings, 

Rejoice  to  bear  us  in  their  hands, 
And  shade  us  with  their  wings. 
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Xo7        Rejoieing  in  deliverance. 

1  O  THOU,  who,  when  we  did  complain, 
Didst  all  our  griefs  remove, 

0  Saviour,  do  not  now  disdain 
Our  humble  praise  and  love. 

2  Since  thou  a  pitying  ear  didst  give, 
And  hear  us  when  we  prayed, 

We  '11  call  upon  thee  while  we  live. 
And  never  doubt  thy  aid. 

3  Pale  death,  with  all  his  ghastly  train. 
Our  souls  encompassed  round ; 

Anguish,  and  sin,  and  dread,  and  pain. 
On  every  side  we  found. 

4  To  thee,  O  Lord  of  life,  we  prayed. 
And  did  for  succor  flee : 

**0  save,"  in  our  distress  we  said, 
•'  The  souls  that  trust  in  thee." 

6  How  good  thou  art!   how  large  thy 
grace ! 

How  ready  to  forgive ! 
Thy  mercies  crown  our  fleeting  days ; 

And  by  thy  love  we  live. 

6  Our  eyes  no  longer  drowned  in  tears. 

Our  feet  from  falling  free, 
Redeemed  from  death  and  guilty  fears, 

O  Lord,  we  '11  live  to  thee. 

Charles  Weidey. 

xOO  J%e  sure  refuge. 

1  There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 
Beneath  the  wings  divine, 

Reserved  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace ; 
O  be  that  refuge  mine ! 


t 


t 


f 


f 


* 


X 


i 


58 


2  The  least  and  feeblest  there  may  bide. 
Uninjured  and  unawed ; 

While  thousands  fall  on  every  side, 
He  rests  secure  in  God. 

3  The  angels  watch  him  on  his  way, 
And  aid  with  friendly  arm ; 

And  Satan,  roaring  for  his  prey, 
May  hate,  but  cannot  harm. 

4  He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair 
Of  love  and  truth  divine : 

0  child  of  God,  O  glory's  heir. 
How  rich  a  lot  is  thine ! 

5  A  hand  almighty  to  defend. 
An  ear  for  every  call. 

An  honored  life,  a  peaceful  end, 
And  heaven  to  crown  it  all  I 

Henry  V.  I^fte. 

xO  t/      The  only  source  of  blessing, 

1  Jehovah,  God,  thy  gracious  power 
On  every  hand  we  see ; 

O  may  the  blessings  of  each  hour 
Lead  all  our  thoughts  to  thee. 

2  If  on  the  wings  of  mom  we  speed. 
To  earth's  remotest  bound. 

Thy  hand  will  there  our  footsteps  lead. 
Thy  love  our  path  surround. 

3  Thy  power  is  in  the  ocean  deeps. 
And  reaches  to  the  skies ; 

Thine  eye  of  mercy  never  sleeps. 
Thy  goodness  never  dies. 

4  From  mom  till  noon — till  latest  eve. 
Thy  hand,  O  God,  we  see ; 

And  all  the  blessings  we  receive. 

Proceed  alone  from  thee. 

John  Thomaoa. 


GOD— PROVIDENCE. 


MANOAH.      C.  M. 
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160  Gratititde. 

1  When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 
My  rising  soul  surveys, 

Transported  with  the  view,  I  'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  O  how  can  words  with  equal  warmth 
The  gratitude  declare, 

That  glows  within  my  ravished  heart  ? 
But  thou  canst  read  it  there. 

3  To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries. 
Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear, 

Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learned 
To  form  themselves  in  prayer. 

4  When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth. 
With  heedless  steps  I  ran. 

Thine  arm,  unseen,  conveyed  me  safe. 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 

6  Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and 
deaths. 

It  gently  cleared  my  way ; 
And  through  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice. 

More  to  be  feared  than  they. 

6  Through  every  period  of  my  life 
Thy  goodness  I  '11  pursue ; 

And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  pleasing  theme  renew. 

7  Through  all  eternity  to  thee 
A  grateful  song  I  '11  raise ; 

But  O,  eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  all  thy  praise. 

Joseph  Addison. 
(5)  69 


\Xy\.  Verily ^  thou  art  a  God  that  hidest  thyself. 

Isa.  45:  15. 

1  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 
His  wonders  to  perform ; 

He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 
Of  never-failing  skill. 

He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs. 
And  works  his  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take : 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense. 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace ; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast. 
Unfolding  every  hour : 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste. 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 
And  scan  his  work  in  vain : 

God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

William  Oowper. 

Doxoloffy, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 

And  shall  be  evermore ! 

Tate  and  Brady. 


GOD— PROVIDENCE. 
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Xt)<«  Crowning  Chd  vnth  praise. 

1  Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong; 
Crown  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  song : 

His  wondrous  names  and  powers  rehearse ; 
His  honors  shall  enrich  your  verse. 

2  He  shakes  the  heavens  with  loud  alarms ; 
How  terrible  is  God  in  arms ! 

In  Israel  are  his  mercies  known, 
Israel  is  his  peculiar  throne. 

3  Proclaim  him  King,  pronounce  him  blest ; 
He 's  your  defense,  your  joy,  your  rest : 
When  terrors  rise  and  nations  faint, 

God  is  the  strength  of  every  saint. 

Isaao  Watto. 

XOt5        God^s  presence  with  his  people. 

1  When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved. 
Out  from  the  land  of  bondage  came. 

Her  fathers'  God  before  her  moved. 
An  awful  guide,  in  smoke  and  flame. 

2  By  day,  along  the  astonished  lands 
The  cloudy  pillar  glided  slow ; 

By  night,  Arabia's  crimsoned  sands 
Returned  the  fiery  column's  glow. 

S  Thus  present  still,  though  now  unseen, 
When  brightly  shines  the  prosperous  day. 

Be  thoughts  of  thee  a  cloudy  screen, 
To  temper  the  deceitful  ray. 

4  And  O,  when  gathers  on  our  path. 

In  shade  and  storm,  the  frequent  night. 
Be  thou,  long-suffering,  slow  to  wrath, 
A  burning  and  a  shining  light. 

sir  Walter  Soott. 

J.o4  The  great  Provider. 

1  Peace,  troubled  soul,  thou  need'st  not  fear ; 
Thy  great  Provider  still  is  near ; 
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Who  fed  thee  last,  will  feed  thee  still : 
Be  calm,  and  sink  into  his  will. 

2  The  Lord,  who  built  the  earth  and  sky. 
In  mercy  stoops  to  hear  thy  cry ; 

His  promise  all  may  freely  claim : 
Ask  and  receive  in  Jesus'  name. 

3  Without  reserve  give  Christ  your  heart ; 
Let  him  his  righteousness  impart ; 

Then  all  things  else  he  '11  freely  give ; 
With  him  you  all  things  shall  receive. 

4  Thus  shall  the  soul  be  truly  blest. 
That  seeks  in  God  his  only  rest ; 
May  I  that  happy  person  be, 

In  time  and  in  eternity. 

Banmel  IBoiring. 

lOO  Chd  our  shield, 

1  The  tempter  to  my  soul  hath  said, 
"  There  is  no  help  m  God  for  thee : " 

Lord,  lift  thou  up  thy  servant's  head ; 
My  glory,  shield,  and  solace  be. 

2  Thus  to  the  Lord  I  raised  my  cry : 
He  heard  me  from  his  holy  hill ; 

At  his  command  the  waves  rolled  by ; 
He  beckoned,  and  the  winds  were  stilL 

3  I  laid  me  down  and  slept, — I  woke ; 
Thou,  Lord,  my  spirit  didst  sustain ; 

Bright  from  the  east  the  morning  broke. 
Thy  comforts  rose  on  me  again. 

4  I  will  not  fear,  though  arm6d  throngs 
Surround  my  steps  in  all  their  wrath ; 

Salvation  to  the  Lord  belongs ; 
His  presence  guards  his  people's  path. 

Jamea  XontffomeKx. 


GOD— PROVIDENCE. 
FORTRESS.      8,  7,  6. 
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2  Did  we  in  our  own  strength  confide, 
Our  striving  would  be  losing; 

Were  not  the  right  man  on  our  side, 
The  man  of  God's  own  choosing. 

Dost  ask  who  that  may  be? 

Christ  Jesus,  it  is  he ; 

Lord  Sabaoth  is  his  name, 

From  age  to  age  the  same, 
And  he  must  win  the  battle. 

8  And  though  this  world,  with  devils  filled, 

Should  threaten  to  undo  us ; 
We  will  not  fear,  for  God  hath  willed 

His  truth  to  triumph  through  us. 

ZEPHYR.      L.  M. 


The  Prince  of  darkness  grim — 
We  tremble  not  for  him ; 
His  rage  we  can  endure. 
For  lo !  his  doom  is  sure. 
One  little  word  shall  fell  him. 

4  That  word  above  all  earthly  powers — 
No  thanks  to  them — abideth ; 

The  Spirit  and  the  gifts  are  ours 
Through  him  who  with  us  sideth. 

Let  goods  and  kindred  go. 

This  mortal  life  also : 

The  body  they  may  kill : 

God's  truth  abideth  still. 
His  kingdom  is  forever. 

Xartin  Luther.   Tr.  hj  F.  H.  Hedffa 
WiLUAM  Batoheldbb  Bbadbubt. 


pmsm 


^J^*W* 


I.TheyeoiDe,(y'siMSMiigonofkreJheyeom«froBr«diBgofpeaMalMT^Fromboi068^^ 


1 1 


lymt^A  Ty^M  vmr^ 


P^ 


■i^ 


J.b7  Chd's  messengers  of  love. 

2  They  come  to  watch  around  us  here. 
To  soothe  our  sorrow,  calm  our  fear : 
Ye  heavenly  guides,  speed  not  away, 
God  willeth  you  with  us  to  stay. 

3  But  chiefly  at  its  journey's  end 
'Tis  yours  the  spirit  to  befriend, 
And  whisper  to  the  faithful  heart, 

**  O  Christian  soul,  in  peace  depart/' 
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4  Blest  Jesus,  thou  whose  groans  and  tears 
Have  sanctified  frail  nature's  fears. 

To  earth  in  bitter  sorrow  weighed, 
Thou  didst  not  scorn  thine  angel's  aid. 

5  An  angel  guard  to  us  supply. 
When  on  the  bed  of  death  we  lie ; 
And  by  thine  own  almighty  power 
O  shield  us  in  the  last  dread  hour. 

Botwvt  Campbell. 


Cod— PROVIDENCE. 
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4  I  have  no  skill  the  snare  to  shun, 
But  thou,  O  Christ,  my  wisdom  art : 

I  ever  into  ruin  run. 
But  thou  art  greater  than  my  heart. 

5  Foolish,  and  impotent,  and  blind, 
Lead  me  a  way  I  have  not  known ; 

Bring  me  where  I  my  heaven  may  find. 
The  heaven  of  loving  thee  alone. 

Charlee  Wesley. 

J.  i  U  Quietnetts  and  assurance. 

1  How  do  Thy  mercies  close  me  round ! 
Forever  be  thy  name  adored ; 

1  blush  in  all  things  to  abound ; 

The  servant  is  above  his  Lord. 

2  Inured  to  poverty  and  pain, 

A  suffering  life  my  Master  led ; 
The  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  man, 
He  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head. 

3  But  lo !  a  place  he  hath  prepared 
For  me,  whom  watchful  angels  keep ; 

Yea,  he  himself  becomes  my  guard ; 
He  smooths  my  bed,  and  gives  me  sleep 

4  Jesus  protects ;  my  fears,  be  gone : 
What  can  the  Rock  of  ages  move  ? 

Safe  in  thy  arms  I  lay  me  down, 
Thine  everlasting  arms  of  love. 

5  While  thou  art  intimately  nigh. 
Who,  who  shall  violate  my  rest? 

Sin,  earth,  and  hell  I  now  defy : 
I  lean  upon  my  Saviour's  breast. 

6  I  rest  beneath  the  Almighty's  shade ; 
My  griefs  expire,  my  troubles  cease ; 

Thou,  Lord,  on  whom  my  soul  is  stayed. 
Wilt  keep  me  still  in  perfect  peace. 

Cbsnes  Wesley. 


J.OO  Security  in  God, 

1  God  is  our  refuge  and  defense ; 
In  trouble  our  unfailing  aid : 

Secure  in  his  omnipotence, 

What  foe  can  make  our  souls  afraid  ? 

2  Yea,  though  the  earth's  foundations  rock, 
And  mountains  down  the  gulf  be  hurled. 

His  people  smile  amid  the  shock : 
They  look  beyond  this  transient  world. 

8  There  is  a  river  pure  and  bright. 
Whose  streams  make  glad  the  heavenly 
plains ; 

Where,  in  eternity  of  light. 
The  city  of  our  God  remains, 

4  Built  by  the  word  of  his  command, 
With  his  unclouded  presence  blest. 

Firm  as  his  throne  the  bulwarks  stand  ; 
There  is  our  home,  our  hope,  our  rest. 

James  Montgomery. 


The  8avi<mr'*s  tender  care. 
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1  God  of  my  life,  whose  gracious  power 
Through  varied  deaths  my  soul  hath  led. 

Or  turned  aside  the  fatal  hour. 
Or  lifted  up  my  sinking  head ; 

2  In  all  my  ways  thy  hand  I  own. 
Thy  ruling  providence  I  see ; 

Assist  me  still  my  course  to  run. 
And  still  direct  my  paths  to  thee. 

3  Whither,  O  whither  should  I  fly. 
But  to  my  loving  Saviour's  breast  ? 

Secure  within  thine  arms  to  lie. 
And  safe  beneath  thy  wings  to  rest. 
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ZION.      8,  7,  4. 


GOD— PROVIDENCE. 


Thomas  Habtiitos. 
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heaven,  Feedmetill    I  want   no  more.  Bread  of  heaven,  Feed  me    till     I  want    no    more. 


Ail.  The pilffrim'a  Guide. 

1  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land : 

1  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty ; 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand : 

Bread  of  heaven. 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain. 
Whence  the  healing  waters  flow; 

MAGATA.      S.  M. 


Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar, 
Lead  me  all  my  journey  through : 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 

Bear  me  through  the  swelling  current ; 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side : 

Songs  of  praises 
I'will  ever  give  to  thee. 

William  Williama. 


*  Ekv.  John  Black. 
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l.Mj  soul,  repeat  His  praise,  Wliose  mercies  are  so  great;  Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to   rise.    So  lead-y    to  a  -  bate. 
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M.  i<Z  Infinite  compassion. 

1  My  soul,  repeat  His  praise. 
Whose  mercies  are  so  great ; 

Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise. 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 

So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 

3  His  power  subdues  our  sins ; 
And  his  forgiving  love, 

Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 
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4  The  pity  of  the  Lord, 

To  those  that  fear  his  name, 
Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

5  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 
Or  like  the  morning  flower : 

If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

6  But  thy  compassions.  Lord. 
To  endless  years  endure ; 

And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 

Isaao  Watt*. 


GOD— PROVIDENCE. 
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m  Omnipotent  goodneu. 

1  Away,  my  needless  fears. 
And  doubts  no  longer  mine ; 

A  ray  of  heavenly  light  appears, 
A  messenger  divine. 

2  Thrice  comfortable  hope. 
That  calms  my  troubled  breast ; 

My  Father's  hand  prepares  the  cup. 
And  what  he  wills  is  best. 

3  If  what  I  wish  is  good. 
And  suits  the  will  divine. 

By  earth  and  hell  in  vain  withstood, 
I  know  it  shall  be  mine. 

4  Still  let  them  counsel  take 
To  frustrate  his  decree ; 

They  cannot  keep  a  blessing  back, 
By  Heaven  designed  for  me. 

5  Here  then  I  doubt  no  more. 
But  in  his  pleasure  rest. 

Whose  wisdom,  love,  and  truth,  and  power, 
Engage  to  make  me  blest. 

Oharl—  Wefllej. 

174  Thrmgh  a  ghuB,  darkly.— \  Oor.  13 :  12. 

1  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea; 
Thy  patns  we  cannot  trace ; 

Nor  solve,  O  Lord,  the  mystery 
Of  thy  unbounded  gjace. 

2  Here  the  dark  veils  of  sense 
Our  captive  souls  surround ; 

Mysterious  deeps  of  providence 
Our  wondering  thoughts  confound. 
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3  As  through  a  glass  we  see 
The  wonders  of  thy  love ; 

How  little  do  we  know  of  thee. 
Or  of  the  joys  above ! 

4  In  part  we  know  thy  will. 
And  bless  thee  for  the  sight : 

Soon  will  thy  love  the  rest  reveal 
In  glory's  clearer  light. 

5  With  joy  shall  we  survey 
Thy  providence  and  g^race ; 

And  spend  an  everlasting  day 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

Jdim  Skwoett,  alt. 

X  •  O  Ddigkt  in  God, 

1  Lord,  I  delight  in  thee. 
And  on  thy  care  depend ; 

To  thee  in  every  trouble  flee, 
My  best,  my  only  Friend. 

2  When  nature's  streams  are  dried. 
Thy  fullness  is  the  same ; 

With  this  will  I  be  satisfied. 
And  glory  in  thy  name. 

3  Who  made  my  heaven  secure, 
Will  here  all  good  provide : 

While  Christ  is  rich,  can  I  be  poor  ? 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

4  I  cast  my  care  on  thee  ? 
I  triumph  and  adore : 

Henceforth  my  great  concern  shall  be 
To  love  ana  please  thee  more. 

John  Bgrlaod,  alt. 


GOD— PROVIDENCE. 


DENNIS.      S.  M. 
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A  To     Thy  ffentlenesa  hcUh  made  me  great, 

Ps.  18:  36. 

1  How  gentle  God's  commands ! 
How  kind  his  precepts  are ! 

Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord 
And  trust  his  constant  care. 

2  Beneath  his  watchful  eye 
His  saints  securely  dwell ; 

That  hand  which  bears  all  nature  up 
Shall  guard  his  children  well. 

3  Why  should  this  anxious  load 
Press  down  your  weary  mind  ? 

Haste  to  your  heavenly  Father's  throne, 
And  sweet  refreshment  find. 

4  His  goodness  stands  approved, 
Unchanged  from  day  to  day : 

I  *11  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 

TMUp  Doddridge. 

J.  7  I  Afflictions  blessed, 

1  How  tender  is  thy  hand, 

O  thou  most  gracious  Lord ! 
Afflictions  came  at  thy  command, 
And  left  us  at  thy  word. 

2  How  gentle  was  the  rod 
That  chastened  us  for  sin ! 

How  soon  we  found  a  smiling  God 
Where  deep  distress  had  been ! 

3  A  Father's  hand  we  felt, 
A  Father's  love  we  knew : 

'Mid  tears  of  penitence  we  knelt. 
And  found  his  promise  true. 
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4  Now  will  we  bless  the  Lord, 
And  in  his  strength  confide : 

Forever  be  his  name  adored. 
For  there  is  none  beside. 

Thomas  Bastings. 

J.  10       AU  things  in  Christ, 

1  Thou  very-present  Aid 
In  suffering  and  distress. 

The  mind  which  still  on  thee  is  stayed. 
Is  kept  in  perfect  peace. 

2  The  soul  by  faith  reclined 
On  the  Redeemer's  breast, 

'Mid  raging  storms,  exults  to  find 
An  everlasting  rest. 

3  Sorrow  and  fear  are  gone, 
Whene'er  thy  face  appears ; 

It  stills  the  sighing  orphan's  moan. 
And  dries  the  widow's  tears. 

4  It  hallows  every  cross ; 
It  sweetly  comforts  me ; 

Makes  me  forget  my  every  loss, 
And  find  my  all  in  thee. 

5  Jesus,  to  whom  I  fly. 
Doth  all  my  wishes  fill ; 

What  though  created  streams  are  dry  ? 
I  have  the  fountain  still. 

6  Stripped  of  each  earthly  friend, 
I  find  them  all  in  one ; 

And  peace  and  joy  which  never  end. 
And  heaven,  in  Christ  alone. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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1.  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I  know ;  I   feed  in  green  pastures,  safe-folded  I  rest; 
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He  leadethmysoul  where  the  still  waters  flow,  Restores  me  when  wandering,  redeems  when  oppressed. 

l1^l  I  n  I J 


^ 


J     rN  I      I  I     '  J 


^^ 


Restoresme  when  wandering,redeem8  whenoppress- 


111  ^  ^ 

U^_J- 


J.7  y         The  Lord  is  my  SKepherd. 
2  Through  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death 
though  I  stray, 

Since  thou  art  my  guardian,  no  evil  I  fear ; 
Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  thy  staff  be  my  stay ; 

No  harm  can  befall,  with  my  Comforter  near. 

RAKEM.       L.  M.    61. 


3  In  the  midst  of  affliction   my  table  is 
spread ; 

With  blessings  unmeasured  my  cup  run- 
neth o'er; 

With  perfume  and  oil  thou  anointest  my 
head; 

O  what  shall  I  ask  of  thy  providence  more  ? 

4  Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  bountiful 

God, 
Still  follow  my  steps  till  I  meet  thee  above ; 
I  seek — by  the  path  which  my  forefathers 

troa. 
Through  the  land  of  their  sojourn — thy 

kingdom  of  love. 

James  M ont^mery. 


Ibaao  Baksb  Woodburt. 
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1.  The  Lord  Djpastnre  shall  prepare,And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  eare ;  His  presence  shall  my  watts  snpplj,indgaardiMwithawatekfaleje: 
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180         The  Shepherd  of  Israel. 

2  When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant. 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads, 
My  weary,  wandering  steps  he  leads, 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow. 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

3  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious,  lonely  wilds  I  stray, 
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Thy  bounty  shall  my  pains  beguile ; 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile. 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crowned, 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 

4  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread. 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill. 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid. 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

Josepb  Addiaoa. 


CHRIST—INCARNATION  AND  BIRTH. 

ST.  JAMKS.       7y  6.  From  Lindkman^b  Eokal  Box. 
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«  ( Hail,    to    the  Lord's  A-  nointed,  G-reat  David's  greater  Son ! ) 
\  Hail,    in    the  time  ap  -  point-ed,  Hi*  reign  on  earth  bo-gon !  j 
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To      set  the  captive    free  :       To    take  a  -  way  transgression,    And  rule  in    eq  -  ni  ■>  tv. 
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XoX    2%€  glories  of  Ghrisfs  kingdom, 

2  He  comes  with  succor  speedy 
To  those  who  suffer  wrong ; 

To  help  the  poor  and  needy, 
And  bid  the  weak  be  strong; 

To  give  them  songs  for  sighing, 
Their  darkness  turn  to  light, 

Whose  souls,  condemned  and  dying, 
Were  precious  in  his  sight. 

3  He  shall  descend  like  showers 
Upon  the  fruitful  earth. 

And  love  and  joy,  like  flowers, 
Spring  in  his  path  to  birth ; 

DIX.      7.  61. 


Before  him,  on  the  mountains, 
Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go. 

And  righteousness,  in  fountains. 
From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

4  To  him  shall  prayer  unceasing. 

And  daily  vows  ascend ; 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end : 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  forever ; 

That  name  to  us  is  Love. 

James  Montgomery. 
Abb.  bt  William  Hknbt  Monk. 
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!hi  mil  gladnen  men  of  old  Did  the  guiding  star  behold;         ) 
As  withjoj  they  hailed  its  lightjjeadittg  onward,  beaming  bright;  )  8o,mostgraeioa8Lord,majwo  Erermorebe  ledby  thee. 


JLo^  The  guiding  star. 

2  As  with  joyful  steps  they  sped 
To  that  lowly  manger-bed, 
There  to  bend  the  knee  before 
Him  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore ; 
So  may  we  with  willing  feet 

Ever  seek  the  mercy-seat. 

3  As  they  offered  gifts  most  rare 
At  that  manger  rude  and  bare ; 
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So  may  we  with  holy  joy. 
Pure,  and  free  from  sin's  alloy. 
All  our  costliest  treasures  bring, 
Christ,  to  thee,  our  heavenly  King. 
4  Holy  Jesus,  every  day 
Keep  us  in  the  narrow  way ; 
And,  when  earthly  things  are  past. 
Bring  our  ransomed  souls  at  last 
Where  they  need  no  star  to  guide 
Where  no  clouds  thy  glory  hide. 

WflUamaOiz. 


CHRIST— INCARNATION  AND  BIRTH. 

ANTIOCM.       C.  M.  *  Abk.  nton  Osobas  FBXDKSiaK  Haitdiu 
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2  Joy  to  the  world !  the  Saviour  reigns ; 
Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 

While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and  plains. 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 

3  No  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow. 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground ; 

He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace. 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 

The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 

Isaao  Watte. 

X04        Wonderful^  Counselor. — Tsa.  9 :  6. 

1  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  born. 
To  us  a  Son  is  given ; 

Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 
Him,  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

2  His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  peace. 
For  evermore  adored ; 

The  Wonderful,  the  Counselor, 
The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

3  His  power,  increasing,  still  shall  spread ; 
His  reign  no  end  shall  know ; 

Justice  shall  guard  his  throne  above, 
And  peace  abound  below. 
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4  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  bom, 

To  us  a  Son  is  given ; 

The  Wonderful,  the  Counselor, 

The  mighty  Lord  of  heaven. 

John  MoRieon. 

XOO  The  Saviour's  advent, 

1  Hark,   the  glad  sound!   the   Saviour 

comes. 
The  Saviour  promised  long; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  every  voice  a  song, 

2  He  comes,  the  prisoner  to  release. 
In  Satan's  bondage  held ; 

The  gates  of  brass  before  him  burst. 
The  iron  fetters  yield. 

3  He  comes,  from  thickest  films  of  vice 
To  clear  the  mental  ray, 

And  on  the  eyes  oppressed  with  night 
To  pour  celestial  day. 

4  He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  bind. 
The  wounded  soul  to  cure, 

And,  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace. 
To  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

5  Our  glad  hosannas.  Prince  of  peace, 
Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim, 

And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  thy  beloved  name. 

Philip  Doddridge. 
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CHRIST— INCARNATION   AND  BIRTH. 

HANOVER  11,10.  .  .  JOHAHN  0.  W.  A.  MOZAST. 
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1.  Brightest  and  be«t  of  the     tons  of  the  morning,  Dawn  on  onr  darkneaa,  and  lend  na  thineldd ; 


Star  of  the  Ea«t,the  ho  -  ri  -  zon   a  -  doming,    Groide  where  our  infknt  Redeemer     is    laid. 
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186  The  star  in  the  East, 

2  Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shin- 

ing; 
Low  lies  his  bed  with  the  beasts  of  the 

stall ; 
Angels  adore  him,  in  slumber  reclining, — 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all. 

3  Say,  shall  we  yield  him,  in  costly  devotion. 
Odors  of  Edom  and  offerings  divine? 


Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the 
ocean. 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  and  gold  from  the 
mine? 

4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation ; 

Vainly  with  gifts  would  his  favor  secure ; 
Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration ; 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor, 

Beginald  Heber. 


MISSIONARY    CHANT.      L.  M. 
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1.  When,  marshaled  on  the  nightly  plain,  The  glittering  host  bestnd  the  sky,  One  star  alone  of  all  the 
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train    Oan  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 
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10  7  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

1  When,  marshaled  on  the  nightly  plain, 
The  ghttering  host  bestud  the  sky, 

One  star  alone  of  all  the  train 
Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

2  Hark !  hark !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks, 
From  every  host,  from  every  gem ; 

But  one  alone  the  Saviour  speaks, 
It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 
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3  Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode. 
The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was  dark, 

The  ocean  yawned,  and  rudely  blowed 
The  wina  that  tossed  my  foundering  bark. 

4  Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze ; 
Death-struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem ; 

When  suddenly  a  star  arose. 
It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

5  It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all, 
It  bade  my  dark  forebodings  cease ; 

And,  through  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall. 
It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

6  Now  safely  moored,  my  perils  o'er, 
I  '11  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 

For  ever  and  for  evermore. 
The  Star,  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

H.  Xirke  White. 
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XOO     Peace  on  earthy  good-mU  to  men, 

2  Listen  to  the  wondrous  story. 
Which  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy: 

'*  Glory  in  the  highest,  glory, 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high ! 

3  "  Peace  on  earth,  good-will  from  heaven. 
Reaching  far  as  man  is  found ; 

Souls  redeemed  and  sins  forgiven ! 
Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 


4  "  Christ  is  born,  the  g^eat  Anointed ; 

Heaven  and  earth  his  praises  sing ; 
O  receive  whom  God  appointed. 

For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 

6  **  Hasten,  mortals,  to  adore  him ; 

Learn  his  name,  and  taste  his  joy ; 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  him, 

*  Glory  be  to  God  most  high ! '" 

John  Oawood. 


HELMSLEY.      8,  7,  4. 
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Oome     and  wor- ship,     Oome    and  worship,       Wor  -  ship  Christ,  the        newborn    King. 
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XOt/        Adoring  the  holy  Child, 

2  Shepherds,  in  the  field  abiding. 
Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  night, 

God  with  man  is  now  residing ; 
Yonder  shines  the  infant  light : 
Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  newborn  King. 

3  Sages,  leave  your  contemplations. 
Brighter  visions  beam  afar ; 

Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations ; 
Ye  have  seen  his  natal  star : 
Come  and  worship, 
Worship  Christ,  the  newborn  King. 
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4  Saints,  before  the  altar  bending, 
Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 

Suddenly  the  Lord,  descending. 
In  his  temple  shall  appear : 
Come  and  worship, 
Worship  Christ,  the  newborn  King. 

5  Sinners,  wrung  with  true  repentance. 
Doomed  for  guilt  to  endless  pains. 

Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence, 
Mercy  calls  you, — break  your  chains : 
Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  newborn  King. 
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HERALD    ANGELS.     7.  D.  Filiz  UmmBjaaoBs-BAmmtm. 

-4- 


fert 


i=fH=^ 


*■ 


A 


i 


^ 


S 


^ 


m 


- — g— -j^ ,  ^ — 1^ — -.-,,^-— — - — Y — J = — . ^ 

1.  Hark!   the    her  -aid  -an -gels     sing,     '' Glo  •  ry     to     the     newborn     King;     Peace  on 
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Xy  U  (?<Mf  incarnate. 

1  Hark  !  the  herald-angels  sing, 
"Glory  to  the  newborn  King; 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild ; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled." 

2  Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise, 
Join  the  triumphs  of  the  skies; 
With  angelic  hosts  proclaim, 
"Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem." 

3  Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored, 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord ; 
Veiled  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see; 
Hail,  incarnate  Deity! 

4  Hail  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  peace ! 
Hail  the  Sun  of  righteousness ! 

Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 
Risen  with  healing  in  his  wings. 

Charles  Weslej. 
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Xy  X  Prince  of  peace, 

1  Bright  and  joyful  is  the  mom. 
For  to  us  a  Child  is  born ; 

From  the  highest  realms  of  heaven. 
Unto  us  a  Son  is  given. 

2  On  his  shoulder  he  shall  bear 
Power  and  majesty,  and  wear. 
On  his  vesture  and  his  thigh. 
Names  most  awful,  names  most  high. 

3  Wonderful  in  counsel  he, 
Christ,  the  incarnate  Deity ; 
Sire  of  ages,  ne'er  to  cease ; 

King  of  kings,  and  Prince  of  peace. 

4  Come  and  worship  at  his  feet ; 

Yield  to  him  the  homage  meet ; 

From  the  manger  to  the  throne. 

Homage  due  to  God  alone. 

James  MonfcgonerF* 


CHRIST^ INCARNATION  AND  BIRTH. 
CHRISTMAS.       C.  M.  Gkokqx  Fbsdkbiox  Hahdkl. 


t 


1.  While  shepherds  watched  their  flock*  by     night,     All    seat  -  ed     on      the      ground, 

2.  "  Fear  not,"  said  he,--  for       might  -  7     dread     Had  seized  their  troubled    mind, — 
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an -gel  of  the  Lord  came  down,   And    glory  shone  a  -  ronnd,        And  glory  shone  a -round, 
tidings   of  great  joy     I     bring,       To    yon  and  all  mankind,  To^  yon  and  all  mankind. 


Wiii   Good  tidings  of  great  joy. — Luke  2:10. 

3  "  To  you,  in  David's  town,  this  day 
Is  born,  of  David's  line. 

The  Saviour,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord ; 
And  this  shall  be  the  sign : 

4  "  The  heavenly  babe  you  there  shall  find 
To  human  view  displayed, 

All  meanly  wrapped  in  swathing-bands, 
And  in  a  manger  laid." 

5  Thus  spake  the  seraph ;  and  forthwith 
Appeared  a  shining  throng 

Of  angels,  praising  God  on  high, 
Who  thus  addressed  their  song : 

6  "  All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
And  to  the  earth  be  peace ; 

Good-will  henceforth  from  heaven  to  men. 
Begin  and  never  cease." 

Tate  sad  Baradj. 

JLt/O     Olory  to  Ood  in  the  higheat. 

1  Mortals,  awake,  with  angels  join, 

And  chant  the  solemn  lay ; 
Joy,  love,  and  gratitude  combine, 

To  hail  the  auspicious  day. 

CAROL.      C.  M.  D. 
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2  In  heaven  the  rapturous  song  began. 
And  sweet  seraphic  fire 

Through  all  the  shining  legions  ran. 
And  strung  and  tuned  the  lyre. 

3  Swift  through  the  vast  expanse  it  flew. 
And  loud  the  echo  rolled ; 

The  theme,  the  song,  the  joy,  was  new, — 
'Twas  morfe  than  heaven  could  hold. 

4  Down  through  the  portals  of  the  sky 
The  impetuous  torrent  ran ; 

And  angels  flew,  with  eager  joy. 
To  bear  the  news  to  man. 

5  Hark !  the  cherubic  armies  shout. 
And  glory  leads  the  song : 

Good-will  and  peace  are  heard  throughout 
The  harmonious  heavenly  throng. 

6  With  joy  the  chorus  we  repeat, 
^' Glory  to  God  on  high ! " 

Good-will  and  peace  are  now  complete. 
Jesus  was  born  to  die. 

7  Hail,  Prince  of  life,  forever  hail ! 
Redeemer,  Brother,  Friend! 

Though  earth,  and  time,  and  life  shall  fail. 
Thy  praise  shall  never  end. 

Bamual  Medlej. 
RicnASD  Stobbs  Willis. 
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1.  It  came  upon  the  midn^ht  clear,  That  glorioos  song  of  old.    From  angels  bending  near  the  earth 

D.  S.  wond  in  solemn  stillness  lay 
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Christmas  carol. 
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1  It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear, 
That  glorious  song  of  old, 

From  angels  bending  near  the  earth 
To  touch  their  harps  of  gold ; 

"  Peace  on  the  earth,  good-will  to  men, 
From  heaven's  all-gracious  King." 

The  world  in  solemn  stillness  lay 
To  hear  the  angels  sing. 

2  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they 

come 

With  peaceful  wings  unfurled, 
And  still  their  heavenly  music  floats 

O'er  all  the  weary  world ; 
Above  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 

They  bend  on  hovering  wing. 
And  ever  o'er  its  Babel  sounds 

The  blessed  angels  sing. 

3  But  with  the  woes  of  sin  and  strife 
The  world  has  suffered  long ; 

Beneath  the  angel-strain  have  rolled 
Two  thousand  years  of  wrong ; 

And  man,  at  war  with  man,  hears  not 
The  love  song  which  they  bring : 

O  hush  the  noise,  ye  men  of  strife. 
And  hear  the  angels  sing ! 

4  And  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load. 
Whose  forms  are  bending  low, 

Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way 
With  painful  steps  and  slow. 

Look  now !  for  glad  and  golden  hours 
Come  swiftly  on  the  wing : 

O  rest  beside  the  weary  road. 
And  hear  the  angels  sing ! 

5  For  lo !  the  days  are  hastening  on 
By  prophet-bards  foretold. 

When  with  the  ever-circling  years 
Comes  round  the  age  of  gold ; 

When  peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 
Its  ancient  splendors  fling, 

And  the  whole  world  give  back  the  song 
Which  now  the  angels  sing. 

Sdmnnd  H.  Sears. 


195 


Christmas  anthem. 
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1  Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night. 
Come  heaven's  melodious  strains. 

Where  wild  Judea  stretches  far 

Her  silver-mantled  plains ; 
Celestial  choirs  from  courts  above 

Shed  sacred  glories  there ; 
And  angels,  with  their  sparkling  lyres, 

Make  music  on  the  air. 

2  The  answering  hills  of  Palestine 
Send  back  the  glad  reply. 

And  greet  from  all  their  holy  heights 
The  Dayspring  from  on  high : 

O  'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 
There  comes  a  holier  calm  ; 

And  Sharon  waves  in  solemn  praise 
Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 

3  "Glory  to  God!"  the  lofty  strain 
The  realm  of  ether  fills ; 

How  sweeps  the  song  of  solemn  joy 

O  'er  Judah's  sacred  hills ! 
"  Glory  to  God ! "  the  sounding  skies 

Loud  with  their  anthems  ring : 
"  Peace  on  the  earth ;  good-will  to  men, 

From  heaven's  eternal  King." 

4  Light  on  thy  hills,  Jerusalem ! 
The  Saviour  now  is  bom : 

More  bright  on  Bethlehem's  joyous  plains 
Breaks  the  first  Christmas  mom ; 

And  brighter  on  Moriah's  brow, 
Crowned  with  her  temple  spires. 

Which  first  proclaim  the  newborn  light, 
Clothed  with  its  orient  fires. 

5  This  day  shall  Christian  tongues  be  mute, 
And  Christian  hearts  be  cold  ? 

O  catch  the  anthem  that  from  heaven 
O  'er  Judah's  mountains  rolled  ! 

When  nightly  burst  from  seraph-harpa 
The  high  and  solemn  lay, — 

*'  Glory  to  God ;  on  earth  be  peace ; 
Salvation  comes  to-day!" 

Sdmond  H.  Sears, 


CHRIST— LIFE  AND  CHARACTER. 
NOEL,      a  M. 


LOWBLL  MaBON. 


^^m 


t 


i=f 


^^ 


^^■ 


^ 


m 


1.  What     grace,    O    Lord,      and        bean  -  ty    «hone     A  -  round  thy    steps    be  -    low ! 


i=Ffcfc 


^ 


What    pa    -    tient     love       was     seen     in 


^ 


r 

aU 


f 


-S- 


i^ 


T 


i 


F=f^=^ 


T 


T 


T 


J  Do  Patience  of  Jesfia, 

1  What  g^ace,  O  Lord,  and  beauty  shone 
Around  thy  steps  below ! 

What  patient  love  was  seen  in  all 
Thy  life  and  death  of  woe ! 

2  For,  ever  on  thy  burdened  heart 
A  weight  of  sorrow  hung ; 

Yet  no  ungentle,  murmuring  word 
Escaped  thy  silent  tongue. 

3  Thy  foes  might  hate,  despise,  revile, 
Thy  friends  unfaithful  prove  ; 

Unwearied  in  forgiveness  still. 
Thy  heart  could  only  love. 

4  O  g^ve  us  hearts  to  love  like  thee, 
Like  thee,  O  Lord,  to  g^eve 

Far  more  for  others'  sins,  than  all 
The  wrongs  that  we  receive. 

5  One  vsrith  thyself,  may  every  eye 
In  us,  thy  brethren,  see 

That  gentleness  and  grace  that  spring 
From  union,  Lord,  with  thee. 

Sir  Edward  Denny. 

I  ill  -4  present  hdp. 

1  We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 
To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down  ; 

In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps. 
For  him  no  depths  can  drown. 

2  But  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet 
A  present  help  is  he ; 

And  faith  has  yet  its  Olivet, 
And  love  its  Galilee. 
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3  The  healing  of  his  seamless  dress 
Is  by  our  beds  of  pain ; 

We  touch  him  in  life's  throng  and  press. 
And  we  are  whole  again. 

4  Through  him  the  first  fond  prayers  are 

said 
Our  lips  of  childhood  frame ; 
The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 
Are  burdened  with  his  name. 

5  O  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all, 
Whate  'er  our  name  or  sign. 

We  own  thy  sway,  we  hear  thy  call. 
We  test  our  lives  by  thine ! 

John  a.  Whtttler. 

Xyo  The  Transfiguration, 

1  The  chosen  three,  on  mountain  height. 
While  Jesus  bowed  in  prayer. 

Beheld  his  vesture  glow  with  light, 
His  face  shine  wondrous  fair. 

2  And  lo !  with  the  transfigured  Lord, 
Leader  and  seer  they  saw ; 

With  Carmel's  hoary  prophet  stood 
The  giver  of  the  law. 

3  From  the  low-bending  cloud  above. 
Whence  radiant  brightness  shone. 

Spake  out  the  Father's  voice  of  love, 
"  Hear  my  beloved  Son ! " 

4  Lord,  lead  us  to  the  mountain  height ; 
To  prayer's  transfiguring  glow ; 

And  clothe  us  with  the  Spirit's  might 
For  grander  work  below. 

David  E. 
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2  From  age  to  age  the  tale  declare, 
How  with  the  three  disciples  there, 
Where  Moses  and  Ellas  meet, 
The  Lord  holds  converse  high  and  sweet. 

3  With  shining  face  and  bright  array, 
Christ  deigns  to  manifest  to-day 
What  glory  shall  be  theirs  above. 
Who  joy  in  God  with  perfect  love. 

4  And  faithful  hearts  are  raised  on  high 
By  this  great  vision's  mystery ; 
For  which  in  joyful  strains  we  raise 
The  voice  of  prayer,  the  hymn  of  praise. 

5  O  Father,  with  the  Eternal  Son, 
And  Holy  Spirit,  ever  One, 
Vouchsafe  to  bring  us  by  thy  grace 
To  see  thy  glory  face  to  face. 

Banua  Breviaxy.   Tr.  toy  J.  M.  Veale. 

«wUU  Herman. 

1  O  Master,  it  is  good  to  be 
High  on  the  mountain  here  with  thee. 
Where  stand  revealed  to  mortal  gaze 
Those  glorious  saints  of  other  days. 
Who  once  received  on  Horeb's  height 
The  eternal  laws  of  truth  and  right. 
Or  caught  the  still  small  whisper,  higher 
Than  storm,  than  earthquake,  or  than  fire. 

2  O  Master,  it  is  good  to  be 
Entranced,  en  wrapt,  alone  with  thee ; 
And  watch  thy  glistering  raiment  glow 
Whiter  than  Hermon's  whitest  snow ; 
The  human  lineaments  that  shine 
Irradiant  with  a  light  divine ; 
Till  we  too  change  from  grace  to  g^ace, 
Gazing  on  that  transfigured  face. 

3  O  Master,  it  is  good  to  be 
Here  on  the  holy  mount  with  thee : 
When  darkling  in  the  depths  of  night, 
When  dazzled  with  excess  of  light. 
We  bow  before  the  heavenly  voice 
That  bids  bewildered  souls  rejoice. 
Though  love  wax  cold,  and  faith  be  dim, 
"  This  is  my  Son,  O  hear  ye  him.  * 

Arthur  F.  Btanlegr. 
(6)  76 


<^Ux  Receive  thy  8ight. — Luke  18:  42. 

1  When  the  blind  suppliant  in  the  way, 
By  friendly  hands  to  Jesus  led. 

Prayed  to  behold  the  light  of  day, 
"  Receive  thy  sight,"  the  Saviour  said. 

2  At  once  he  saw  the  pleasant  rays 
That  lit  the  glorious  firmament ; 

And,  with  firm  step  and  words  of  praise. 
He  followed  where  the  Master  went. 

3  Look  down  in  pity,  Lord,  we  pray. 
On  eyes  oppressed  by  moral  night, 

And  touch  the  darkened  lids,  and  say 
The  gracious  words, "  Receive  thy  sight. 

4  Then,  in  clear  daylight,  shall  we  see 
Where  walked  the  sinless  Son  of  God; 

And,  aided  by  new  strength  from  thee. 
Press  onward  in  the  path  he  trod. 

WUll«m  O.  Bxyaat. 

4M£  Meekness  of  Christ, 

1  How  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine^ 
That  in  thy  meekness  used  to  shine, 
That  lit  thy  lonely  pathway,  trod 

In  wondrous  love,  O  Son  of  God ! 

2  O  who  like  thee,  so  mild,  so  bright,  . 
Thou  Son  of  man,  thou  Light  of  light  ? 
O  who  like  thee  did  ever  go 

So  patient,  through  a  wond  of  woe  ? 

3  O  who  like  thee  so  humbly  bore 
The  scorn,  the  scoffs  of  men,  before  ? 
So  meek,  so  lowly,  yet  so  high, 

So  glorious  in  humility  ? 

4  And  death,  that  sets  the  prisoner  free, 
Was  pang,  and  scoff,  and  scorn  to  thee ; 
Yet  love  through  all  thy  torture  glowed. 
And  mercy  with  thy  life-blood  flowed. 

5  O  wondrous  Lord,  my  soul  would  be 
Still  more  and  more  conformed  to  thee. 
And  learn  of  thee,  the  lowly  One, 
And  like  thee,  all  my  journey  run. 

A.  Gtevelaxid 


CHRIST— LIFE   AND  CHARACTER. 
ST.  JOSEPH.      8,  7,  7. 
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<^U«>  The  tears  of  Jestts. 

1  Jesus  wept !  those  tears  are  over, 
But  his  heart  is  still  the  same ; 

Kinsman,  Friend,  and  elder  Brother, 
Is  his  everlasting  name. 
Saviour,  who  can  love  like  thee. 
Gracious  One  of  Bethany  ? 

2  When  the  pangs  of  trial  seize  us. 
When  the  waves  of  sorrow  roll, 

I  will  lay  my  head  on  Jesus, 
Pillow  of  the  troubled  soul. 
Surely,  none  can  feel  like  thee. 
Weeping  One  of  Bethany  I 

RATHBUN.      8,  7. 
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3  Jesus  wept  I  and  still  in  glory. 

He  can  mark  each  mourner's  tear; 
Living  to  retrace  the  story 
Of  the  hearts  he  solaced  here. 

Lord,  when  I  am  called  to  die, 

Let  me  think  of  Bethany. 

4  Jesus  wept !  that  tear  of  sorrow 
Is  a  legacy  of  love ; 

Yesterday,  to-day,  to-morrow. 
He  the  same  doth  ever  prove. 
Thou  art  all  in  all  to  me. 
Living  One  of  Bethany ! 

Blr  Idward  Banay. 
Ithamak  Conxkt: 
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<^U4  Oloryirig  in  the  cross, 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me ; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 

From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  luster  to  the  day. 
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4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure. 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 

Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure,' 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  ot  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

Bir  Jolin  BowiliiB, 
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CHRIST— SUFFERINGS  AND   DEATH. 

A. L  ETTA.       7*  William  Batoheldeb  Bbaobvbt. 
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iiM%^  Le88wi8  of  the  cross. 

2  Gazing  thus  our  sin  we  see, 
Learn  thy  love  while  gazing  thus ; 

Sin,  which  laid  the  cross  on  thee. 
Love,  which  bore  the  cross  for  us. 

3  Here  we  learn  to  serve  and  give. 
And,  rejoicing,  self  deny ; 

Here  we  gather  love  to  live. 
Here  we  gather  faith  to  die. 

4  Pressing  onward  as  we  can. 
Still  to  this  our  hearts  must  tend ; 

Where  our  earliest  hopes  began. 

There  our  last  aspirings  end ; 
6  Till  amid  the  hosts  of  light. 

We  in  thee  redeemed,  complete, 
Through  thy  cross  made  pure  and  white, 

Cast  our  crowns  before  thy  feet, 

Krs.  xUiabeth  Charles. 
DYER.      C.  M. 
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<4UD     Sinaif  Tabor,  Calvary, 

1  When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see 
God  descend,  in  majesty, 

To  proclaim  his  holy  law, 
All  my  spirit  sinks  with  awe. 

2  When,  in  ecstasy  sublime, 
Tabor's  glorious  steep  I  climb, 
At  the  too  transporting  light, 
Darkness  rushes  o'er  my  sight. 

3  When  on  Calvary  I  rest, 
God,  in  flesh  made  manifest. 
Shines  in  my  Redeemer's  face, 
Full  of  beauty,  truth,  and  grace. 

4  Here  I  would  forever  stay. 
Weep  and  gaze  my  soul  away ; 
Thou  art  heaven  on  earth  to  me. 
Lovely,  mournful  Calvary. 

James  Montgomery. 


Harvey  C.  Camp. 


I  PriiM  to  tEe  Hofiest  in  the  lieight,AQd  in  the  depth  be  praise ; 


In  aU  his  words  most  wonderful.  Host  nr«  ii    all  his   ways. 


«wU7  Ths  second  Man  is  the  Lord  from  heaveti. 

1  Cor.  16:  47. 

2  O  loving  wisdom  of  our  God ! 
When  all  was  sin  and  shame, 

A  second  Adam  to  the  fight 
And  to  the  rescue  came. 

3  O  wisest  love !  that  flesh  and  blood. 
Which  did  in  Adam  fail. 

Should  strive  afresh  against  the  foe. 
Should  strive  and  should  prevail. 
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4  O  generous  love !  that  he,  who  smote 
In  Man  for  man  the  foe, 

The  double  agony  in  Man 
For  man  should  undergo ; 

5  And  in  the  garden  secretly, 
And  on  the  cross  on  high. 

Should  teach  his  brethren,  and  inspire 
To  suffer  and  to  die. 

John  B.  Kewmsn. 


CHRIST— SUFFERINGS  AND  DEATH. 


1 


GERMANY.       L.  M. 
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But  when  Jehovah  veiled  his  face,    • 
Unutterable  pangs  were  thine. 

4  Let  the  dumb  world  its  silence  break ; 
Let  pealing  anthems  rend  the  sky ; 

Awake,  my  sluggish  soul,  awake ! 
He  died,  that  we  might  never  die. 

5  Lord,  on  thy  cross  I  fix  mine  eye : 
If  e'er  I  lose  its  strong  control, 

O  let  that  dying,  piercing  cry. 
Melt  and  reclaim  my  wandering  soul. 

J.  W.  Oanningham. 
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iiDo  The  power  of  the  cross. 

1  We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died, 
Of  him  who  died  upon  the  cross ; 

The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride. 
For  this  we  count  the  world  but  loss. 

2  Inscribed  upon  the  cross  we  see, 
In  shining  letters,  "  God  is  Love ;" 

He  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree. 
He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

3  The  cross !  it  takes  our  guilt  away ; 
It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  up ; 

It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day. 
And  sweetens  every  bitter  cup. 

4  It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave, 
And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 

It  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave. 
And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light : 

5  The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe, 
The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love. 

The  sinner's  refuge  here  below. 
The  angels'  theme  in  heaven  above. 

Thomas  Kdly. 

4t\j\j     The  htdirtx/s  of  the  Father's  face, 

1  From  Calvaiy  a  cry  was  heard, 
A  bitter  and  heart-rending  cry ; 

My  Saviour !  every  mournful  word 
Bespeaks  thy  soul's  deep  agony. 

2  A  horror  of  great  darkness  fell 
On  thee,  thou  spotless,  holy  One ! 

And  all  the  swarming  hosts  of  hell 
Conspired  to  tempt  God's  only  Son. 

3  The  scourge,  the  thorns,  the  deep  disgrace, 
These  thou  couldst  bear,  nor  once  repine; 


Atonement  made. 
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1  'Tis  finished !  the  Messiah  dies, — 
Cut  off  for  sins,  but  not  his  own ; 

Accomplished  is  the  sacrifice. 
The  great  redeeming  work  is  done. 

2  'Tis  finished !  all  the  debt  is  paid ; 
Justice  divine  is  satisfied ; 

The  grand  and  full  atonement  made ; 
Christ  for  a  guilty  world  hath  died. 

3  The  veil  is  rent ;  in  him  alone 
The  living  way  to  heaven  is  seen ; 

The  middle  wall  is  broken  down. 
And  all  mankind  may  enter  in. 

4  The  types  and  figures  are  fulfilled ; 
Exacted  is  the  legal  pain ; 

The  precious  promises  are  sealed ; 
The  spotless  Lamb  of  God  is  slain. 

5  Death,  hell,  and  sin  are  now  subdued; 
All  grace  is  now  to  dinners  given ; 

And,  lo !  I  plead  the  atoning  blood. 

And  in  thy  right  I  claim  my  heaven. 

flharies  Weaky. 


EUCHARIST.      L.  M. 
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CHRIST— SUFFERINGS  AND   DEATH. 

Ibaao  Bakbb  Woodbvbt. 


1.  When      I    snr  •  Tey    the    won-drons  cross    On    which      the  Prince      of   glo   •  ry     died, 
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count  but    loss,     And    pour      con  -tempt     on    all     my   pride. 


^11  Glorying  in  the  cross. 

1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died, 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss. 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast. 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God ; 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet. 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down : 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine. 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 

Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

ISaao  Watta. 

<^Xt^  Christ  cnidjied. 

1  Extended  on  a  cursed  tree. 

Covered  with  dust,  and  sweat,  and  blood, 
See  there,  the  King  of  glory  see ! 
Sinks  and  expires  the  Son  of  God. 

2  Who,  who,  my  Saviour,  this  hath  done  ? 
Who  could  thy  sacred  body  wound  ? 

No  guilt  thy  spotless  heart  hath  known. 
No  guile  hath  in  thy  lips  been  found. 

3  I,  I  alone  have  done  the  deed ; 
*Tis  I  thy  sacred  flesh  have  torn ; 

My  sins  have  caused  thee.  Lord,  to  bleed. 
Pointed  the  nail,  and  fixed  the  thorn. 


4  For  me  the  burden  to  sustain 
Too  great,  on  thee,  my  Lord,  was  laid : 

To  heal  me,  thou  hast  borne  my  pain ; 
To  bless  me,  thou  a  curse  wast  made. 

6  My  Saviour,  how  shall  I  proclaim. 
How  pay  the  mighty  debt  I  owe  ? 

Let  all  I  have,  and  all  I  am. 
Ceaseless,  to  all,  thy  glory  show. 

6  Still  let  thy  tears,  thy  groans,  thy  sighs, 
O'erflow  my  eyes,  and  heave  my  breast. 

Till,  loosed  from  flesh  and  earth,  I  rise, 
And  ever  in  thy  bosom  rest. 

Paul  Gerhardt.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 
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Oozing  on  the  cross. 
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1  Lord  Jesus,  when  we  stand  afar 
And  gaze  upon  thy  holy  cross. 

In  love  of  thee  and  scorn  of  self, 
O  may  we  count  the  world  as  loss. 

2  When  we  behold  thy  bleeding  wounds. 
And  the  rough  way  that  thou  hast  trod, 

Make  us  to  hate  the  load  of  sin 
That  lay  so  heavy  on  our  God. 

3  O  holy  Lord !  uplifted  high 

With  outstretched  arms,  in  mortal  woe, 
Embracing  in  thy  wondrous  love 
The  sinful  world  that  lies  below ! 

4  Give  lis  an  ever-living  faith 

To  gaze  beyond  the  things  we  see ; 
And  in  the  mystery  of  thy  death 
Draw  us  and  all  men  after  thee ! 

WUliam  W.  How. 


CHRIST— SUFFERINGS  AND  DEATH. 
COMMUNION.      C.  M. 
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«414        Oodly  sorrow  at  the  cross. 

1  Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed? 
And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 

Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done, 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 

Amazing  pity !  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 

When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker,  died. 
For  man  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 
While  his  dear  cross  appears ; 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness. 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe : 

Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, — 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

Ikaao  WattB. 

-^  1  ^  He  died  for  thee. 

1  Behold  the  Saviour  of  mankind 
Nailed  to  the  shameful  tree ; 

How  vast  the  love  that  him  inclined 
To  bleed  and  die  for  thee ! 

2  Hark !  how  he  groans,  while  nature  shakes, 
And  earth's  strong  pillars  bend : 

The  temple's  veil  in  sunder  breaks, 
The  solid  marbles  rend. 
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3  'Tis  done!  the  precious  ransom  's  paid! 
"  Receive  my  soul ! "  he  cries : 

See  where  he  bows  his  sacred  head ; 
He  bows  his  head,  and  dies ! 

4  But  soon  he'll  break  death's  envious 

chain. 
And  in  full  glory  shine : 

0  Lamb  of  God,  Was  ever  pain. 
Was  ever  love,  like  thine  ? 

Samnel  Weeleif . 

-^lO        Ood  manifest  in  thefUsh. 

1  With  glorious  clouds  encompassed 

round. 
Whom  angels  dimly  see. 
Will  the  Unsearchable  be  found. 
Or  God  appear  to  me  ? 

2  Will  he  forsake  his  throne  above. 
Himself  to  worms  impart? 

Answer,  thou  Man  of  grief  and  love. 
And  speak  it  to  my  heart. 

3  In  manifested  love  explain 
Thy  wonderful  design ; 

What  meant,  thou  suffering  Son  of  man. 
Thy  streaming  blood  divine  ? 

4  Didst  thou  not  in  our  flesh  appear, 
And  live  and  die  below, 

That  I  might  now  perceive  thee  near, 
And  my  Redeemer  know  ? 

5  Might  view  the  Lamb  in  his  own  light, 
Whom  angels  dimly  see ; 

And  gaze,  transported  at  the  sight. 
To  all  eternity  ? 

OharlM  Wflilflr. 


CHRIST—SUFFERINGS  AND   DEATH. 
OLIVES'    BROW.       L.  M.  William  Batchbldeb  Beadbuby. 
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^1  §  Christ  in  Qethsemane. 

1  *TlS  midnight ;  and  on  Olives'  brow 
The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone : 

Tis  midnight ;  in  the  garden,  now, 
The  suftering  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  'Tis  midnight ;  and  from  all  removed. 
The  Saviour  wrestles  lone  with  fears ; 

E  en  that  disciple  whom  he  loved 
Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears. 

3  'Tis  midnight ;  and  for  others'  guilt 
The  Man  of  sorrows  weeps  in  blood ; 

Yet  he  that  hath  in  anguish  knelt 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 

4  'Tis  midnight ;  and  from  ether-plains 
Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know ; 

Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 

WUliam  B.  Tappan. 

HERMON.      C.  M. 
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-^lo  Prophecy  fulfilled. 

1  "  'Tis  finished ! "  so  the  Saviour  cried, 
And  meekly  bowed  his  head  and  died : 
'Tis  finished !  yes,  the  race  is  run  ; 
The  battle  fought ;  the  victory  won. 

2  'Tis  finished !  all  that  Heaven  foretold 
By  prophets  in  the  days  of  old ; 

And  truths  are  opened  to  our  view. 
That  kings  and  prophets  never  knew. 

3  'Tis  finished !  Son  ot  God,  thy  power 
Hath  triumphed  in  this  awful  hour ; 
And  yet  our  eyes  with  sorrow  see 
That  life  to  us  was  death  to  thee. 

4  'Tis  finished !  let  the  joyful  sound 

Be  heard  through  all  the  nations  round ; 
'Tis  finished !  let  the  triumph  rise 
And  swell  the  chorus  of  the  skies ! 

Samuel  Stennett,  alt. 


Lowkll  Mason. 
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i\u  Hail,  holy  cro88  / 

2  See !  through  his  holy  hands  and  feet 
The  cruel  nails  they  drive : 

Our  ransom  thus  is  made  complete. 
Our  souls  are  saved  alive. 

3  And  see !  the  spear  hath  pierced  his  side, 
And  shed  that  sacred  flood, 

That  holy  reconciling  tide. 
The  water  and  the  blood. 
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4  Hail,  holy  cross !  from  thee  we  learn 
The  only  way  to  heaven ; 

And  O,  to  thee  may  sinners  turn. 
And  look,  and  be  forgiven ! 

5  Jehovah,  we  thy  name  adore, 
In  thee  we  will  rejoice. 

And  sing,  till  time  shall  be  no  more. 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross. 

VenantlQS  Fortunatus.   Tr.  bf  J.  Chandler. 


CHRIST— SUFFERINGS  AND  DEATH. 


SELENA.      L.  M.    61. 


IsAAO  Bakes  Woodbust. 
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iiiil)  Transcendent  love, 

1  O  LOVE  divine,  what  hast  thou  done ! 
The  incarnate  God  hath  died  for  me ! 

The  Father's  co-eternal  Son, 

Bore  all  my  sins  upon  the  tree ! 
The  Son  of  God  for  me  hath  died : 
My  Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucified. 

2  Behold  him,  all  ye  that  pass  by, — 
The  bleeding  Prince  of  life  and  peace ! 

Come,  sinners,  see  your  Saviour  die. 
And  say,  was  ever  grief  like  his  ? 
Come,  feel  with  me  his  blood  applied : 
My  Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucified : 

3  Is  crucified  for  me  and  you. 

To  bring  us  rebels  back  to  God : 
Believe,  believe  the  record  true. 

Ye  all  are  bought  with  Jesus'  blood : 
Pardon  for  all  flows  from  his  side : 
My  Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucified. 

4  Then  let  us  sit  beneath  his  cross, 
And  gladly  catch  the  healing  stream  ; 

All  things  for  him  account  but  loss, 
And  give  up  all  our  hearts  to  him : 
Of  nothing  think  or  speak  beside, — 
My  Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucified. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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i^'ZL  Sovereign  love, 

1  Would  Jesus  have  the  sinner  die? 
Why  hangs  he  then  on  yonder  tree  ? 

What  means  that  strange  expiring  cry  ? 

Sinners,  he  prays  for  you  and  me ; 
"  Forgive  them.  Father,  O  forgive ! 
They  know  not  that  by  me  they  live." 

2  Jesus,  descended  from  above. 
Our  loss  of  Eden  to  retrieve. 

Great  God  of  universal  love. 

If  all  the  world  through  thee  may  live. 
In  us  a  quickening  spirit  be, 
And  witness  thou  hast  died  for  me. 

3  Thou  loving,  all-atoning  Lamb, 
Thee, — by  thy  painful  agony, 

Thy  bloody  sweat,  thy  grief  and  shame. 

Thy  cross  and  passion  on  the  tree. 
Thy  precious  death  and  hfe—  I  pray, 
Take  all,  take  all  my  sins  away. 

4  O  let  thy  love  my  heart  constrain  \ 
Thy  love,  for  every  sinner  free, 

That  every  lallen  son  of  man 

May  taste  the  grace  that  found  out  me , 
That  all  mankind  with  me  may  prove 
Thy  sovereign,  everlasting  love. 

Charles  Weslay. 


CHRIST— SUFFERINGS  AND  DEATH. 
MUNICH.    7,  6. 


Abk.  MKn>BLB8omr. 
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«    ( O  sacred  Head,now  wonnded^With  grief  and  lAianie  weiehed  down, ) 

(Now  soomfnlly  snrronnded  With  thorns, thine  on-ly  crown;  )  O  sacred  Head,  what  glo-ry, 
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What  bliss,  till  now  was  thine  !  Yet,  thongh  despised    and     go 
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I     joy  to  call  thee  mine. 


£^^  Crowned  with  thomB, 

2  What  thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered 
Was  all  for  sinners'  gain : 

Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression. 

But  thine  the  deadly  pain : 
Lo,  here  I  fall,  my  Saviour! 

*Tis  I  deserve  thy  place ; 
Look  on  me  with  thy  favor, 

Vouchsafe  to  me  thy  grace. 

3  What  language  shall  I  borrow 
To  thank  thee,  dearest  Friend, 

For  this,  thy  dying  sorrow. 
Thy  pity  without  end  ? 

PASSION    CHORALE.      7,6. 
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O  make  me  thine  forever; 

And  should  I  fainting  be. 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never. 

Outlive  my  love  to  thee. 

4  Be  near  me  when  I  'm  dying, 

O  show  thy  cross  to  me ; 
And,  for  my  succor  flying, 

Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free: 
These  eyes,  new  faith  receiving, 

From  Jesus  shall  not  move ; 
For  he  who  dies  believing. 

Dies  safely,  through  thy  love. 

fiomard  of  dairvanz,  Paul  Gerhardt. 

Tr.  bgr  J.  W.  Alexander. 

Hans  Ln>  Hasblkk. 
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What  bliss,  till  now  was  thine !  Yet,  though  despised  and  go 
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CHRIST— SUFFERINGS  AND  DEATH. 


GETHSEMANE.      7,  61. 


BlOHABD  BkDRSAOC 
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Watch  with  him  one    bit  -  ter  hour;  Turn  not  firom  his  griefs    a -way,  Learn  of  Je-sos  Christ  to  pray. 


^'^O  Christ  our  exemplar, 

2  Follow  to  the  judgment-hall ; 
View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned ; 

O  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 

O  the  pangs  his  soul  sustained ! 
Shun  not  suffering,  shame,  or  loss ; 
Learn  of  him  to  bear  the  cross. 

3  Calvary's  mournful  mountain  climb ; 
There,  adoring  at  his  feet. 


CALVARY.      8,  7,  4. 


Mark  that  miracle  of  time, 

God's  own  sacrifice  complete: 
"  It  is  finished  I "  hear  him  cry; 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

4  Early  hasten  to  the  tomb. 

Where  they  laid  his  breathless  clay ; 
All  in  solitude  and  gloom ; 

Who  hath  taken  him  away? 
Christ  is  risen ;  he  meets  our  eyes ; 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise ! 

James  Montgomeiy* 
Samuiel  Stanlet. 


1  Bark!  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy  Sounds  a  -  load  from  Oal-va  -  ry;  See!  it  rends  the  rocks  a 


sunder,  Shakes  the  earth,and  veils  the  sky;  "It  is  finished:"  <'It  is  finished:"  Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 


^<^4  It  is  finished. 

2  *•  It  is  finished !  '*     O  what  pleasure 

Do  these  precious  words  afford ! 
Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure. 

Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord : 
"  It  !s  finished :" 

Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 
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3  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs ; 

Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme ; 
All  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 

Join  to  praise  Immanuel's  name ; 
Hallelujah ! 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 

Jonathan 


CHRIST— RESURRECTION,  PRIESTHOOD,  REIGN.    • 

SUMMERSIDE.       8,  7.    D.  *  Rkv.  John  Black. 


1  Sing  with  all  the  sons  of   glo  -  ry,    Sing  the  res  -  nr-rec-tion  song!  Death  and  sorrow,  earth's  dark 


£ 


fl^     - 


r^rtTT 


t 


■«- 


m 


w- 


-^ 


r^ 


1 — r 


S 


•to  •  ry,     To  the    former  days     belong :  All    around  the  clonds  are  breaking,  Soon  the  storms  of 


&t 


g>-Jg.. 


X 


Jff^^NfflrThfF^ 


(9- 


sc 


J    !  J  .y  Ji  J  J  I J  I 


3S 


i 


j¥TglTJ 


■«5' -Kir 

time  shall  cease.    In  Gtod's  like-ness,  man 


-^- 


^ 


a   -  wak  -  ix^,  Knows  the    ev  -   er  -  last-ing  peace. 


^^O  Eoater  anthem, 

1  Sing  with  all  the  sons  of  glory, 
Sing  the  resurrection  song ! 

Death  and  sorrow,  earth's  dark  story. 
To  the  former  days  belong : 

All  around  the  clouds  are  breaking, 
Soon  the  storms  of  time  shall  cease. 

In  God's  likeness,  man  awaking. 
Knows  the  everlasting  peace. 

2  O  what  glory,  far  exceeding 
All  that  eye  has  yet  perceived ! 

Holiest  hearts  for  ages  pleading, 
Never  that  full  joy  conceived. 

God  has  promised,  Christ  prepares  it. 
There  on  high  our  welcome  waits; 

Every  humble  spirit  shares  it, 
Christ  has  passed  the  eternal  gates. 

3  Life  eternal !  heaven  rejoices, 
Jesus  lives  who  once  was  dead ; 

Join,  O  man,  the  deathless  voices. 
Child  of  God,  lift  up  thy  head ! 

Patriarchs  from  the  distant  ages. 
Saints  all  longing  for  their  heaven. 

Prophets,  psalmists,  seers  and  sages. 
All  await  the  glory  given. 

4  Life  eternal !  O  what  wonders 
Crowd  on  faith ;  what  joy  unknown. 
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When,  amidst  earth's  closing  thunders. 
Saints  shall  stand  before  the  throne ! 

0  to  enter  that  bright  portal. 
See  that  glowing  firmament, 

Know,  with  thee,  O  God  immortal, 
"  Jesus  Christ  whom  thou  hast  sent !" 

William  J.  Irons. 

^'WD        Jems,  victor  over  death, 

1  Come,  ye  saints,  look  here  and  wonder ; 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay : 

He  has  burst  his  bands  asunder ; 
He  has  borne  our  sins  away ; 

I :  Joyful  tidings  !:| 
|:  Yes,  the  Lord  has  risen  to-day.  :| 

2  Jesus  triumphs !  sing  ye  praises ; 
By  his  death  he  overcame : 

Thus  the  Lord  his  glory  raises. 
Thus  he  fills  his  foes  with  shame ; 

Sing  ye  praises ! 
Praises  to  the  Victor's  name. 

3  Jesus  triumphs !  countless  legions 
Come  from  heaven  to  meet  their  King ; 

Soon,  in  yonder  blessed  regions. 
They  shall  join  his  praise  to  sing : 

Songs  eternal 
Shall  through  heaven's  high  arches  ring. 

Thomas  Kelly. 


CHRIST— RESURRECTION,  PRIESTHOOD,  REIGN. 

RESURRECTION.        lO,  1  1,   12.  »  Aeb.  feom  John  Edgar  Gould. 
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^   I  Lift  your  glad  Toices  in  triumph  on    high,      For  Je  -  sns  hath  risen,  and  man  shall  not  die ; 
'  (Hebnrstfromthefettersof  darkness  that  boandhim,Re8plendent  in  glory,  to  lire  and  to  save: 
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d^i  The  voice  of  triumph. 

2  Glory  to  God,  in  full  anthems  of  joy ; 
The  being  he  gave  us  death  cannot  de- 
stroy : 
Sad  were  the  life  we  may  part  with  to- 
morrow, 
If  tears  were  our  birthright,  and  death  were 
our  end ; 

TAMAR.      C.  M. 


But  Jesus  hath  cheered  the  dark  valley  of 

sorrow, 
And    bade   us,   immortal,   to    heaven   as- 
cend: 
Lift  then  your  voices  in  triumph  on  high. 
For  Jesus  hath  risen,  and  man  shall  not 
die. 

Henry  'Wave,  J^. 
IsAAO  Baksr  Woodbubt. 


I.  Wel-comfl,  thou  Victor  in  the  strife.  Now  welcome  from  thecsFe!  To  -  day  we  tri  •  umph  in  thy  life    Aronnd  thine  empty  grafe. 
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'W'WO  Christy  the  Conqueror, 

2  Our  enemy  is  put  to  shame, 
His  short-lived  triumph  o'er; 

Our  God  is  with  us,  we  exclaim, 
We  fear  our  foe  no  more. 

3  O  let  thy  conquering  banner  wave 
O'er  hearts  thou  makest  free, 

And  point  the  path  that  from  the  grave 
Leads  heavenward  up  to  thee. 

4  We  bury  all  our  sin  and  crime 
Deep  in  our  Saviour's  tomb. 
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And  seek  the  treasure  there,  that  time 
Nor  change  can  e'er  consume. 

5  We  die  with  thee :  O  let  us  live 
Henceforth  to  thee  aright ; 

The  blessings  thou  hast  died  to  give 
Be  daily  in  our  sight. 

6  Fearless  we  lay  us  in  the  tomb, 
And  sleep  the  night  away. 

If  thou  art  there  to  break  the  gloom. 
And  call  us  back  to  day. 

Benjamin  Sohmolke.    Tr.  bgr  MIm  O.  Wlnkwortli. 


CHRIST— RESURRECTION,  PRIESTHOOD,  REIGN. 

DORT,       6,  4.  Lowell  Mabon. 
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«4«4t/  ^8<r67Mzon  hymn. 

1  Rise,  glorious  Conqueror,  rise 
Into  thy  native  skies ; 

Assume  thy  right ; 
And  where  in  many  a  fold 
The  clouds  are  backward  rolled. 
Pass  through  those  gates  of  gold. 

And  reign  in  light ! 

2  Victor  o'er  death  and  hell, 
Cherubic  legions  swell 

The  radiant  train : 
Praises  all  heaven  inspire ; 
Each  angel  sweeps  his  lyre. 
And  claps  his  wings  of  fire. 

Thou  Lamb  once  slain  ! 


MENDEBAS. 


7,6. 


3  Enter,  incarnate  God ! 
No  feet  but  thine  have  trod 

The  serpent  down : 
Blow  the  full  trumpets,  blow. 
Wider  yon  portals  throw, 
Saviour,  triumphant,  go. 

And  take  thy  crown ! 

4  Lion  of  Judah,  hail ! 
And  let  thy  name  prevail 

From  age  to  age : 
Lord  of  the  rolling  years, 
Claim  for  thine  own  the  spheres, 
For  thou  hast  bought  with  tears 

Thy  heritage. 

ICatthew  BridgeB. 
German  Mblodt.    Abb.  bt  Lowell  SiASON. 
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From  earth  m  -  to  the  ekji       Our  Ohrist  hath  broughtus  oyer.   With  hymns  of   yic  -  to    -  ry. 


i^O\)       Resurrection  hymn. 

2  Our  hearts  be  pure  from  evil, 

That  we  may  see  aright 
The  Lord  in  rays  eternal 

Of  resurrection  light ; 
And,  listening  to  his  accents. 

May  hear,  so  calm  and  plain. 
His  own  "  All  hail ! "  and,  nearing, 

May  raise  the  victor-strain. 
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3  Now  let  the  heavens  be  joyful ! 

Let  earth  her  song  begin ! 
Let  the  round  world  keep  triumph. 

And  all  that  is  therein ! 
Invisible  and  visible. 

Their  notes  let  all  things  blend, 
For  Christ  the  Lord  hath  risen, 

Our  Joy  that  hath  no  end. 

John  of  OenuMoae.   Tr.  by  J.  M.  Veeto. 


CHRIST—RESURRECTION,  PRIESTHOOD.  REIGN. 
BAPTISTE.       1  1 .  JoHH  Baptibtb  Calkot. 
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1.  Welcome,  happy  momixig'    age  to  age  shall  say:  Hell  to-day  i&  Tanqnished,  heaven  is  won  to-day  I 
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i^t51  Easter  chant. 

2  Earth  with  joy  confesses,  clothing  her  for 

spring. 
All  good  gifts  returned  with  her  returning 

King: 
Bloom  in  every  meadow,  leaves  on  every 

bough, 
Speak  his  sorrows  ended,  hail  his  triumph 

now. 

3  Maker  and  Redeemer,  life  and  health  of 

all, 

Thou,  from  heaven  beholding  human  na- 
ture's fall, 

Of  the  Father's  Godhead  true  and  only 
Son, 

Manhood  to  deliver,  manhood  didst  put  on. 


COLMAN.      C.  M. 
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4  Thou,  of  life  the  author,  death  didst  un- 

dergo, 

Tread  the  path  of  darkness,  saving  strength 
to  show; 

Come  then,  true  and  faithful,  now  fulfill  thy 
word, 

*Tis  thine  own  third  morning,  rise,  my  bur- 
ied Lord ! 

5  Loose  the  souls  long-prisoned,  bound  with 

Satan's  chain ; 
All  that  now  is  fallen  raise  to  life  again ; 
Show  thy  face  in  brightness,  bid  the  nations 

see. 
Bring  again  our  daylight ;  day  returns  with 

thee! 

Venaatliis  rortunatos.    Tr.  bgr  J.  XUerUm. 

[Sang  by  Jerome  of  Pragae  at  the  stake.] 

GXOBGB  RiNaSLET. 


^=^SS5 


■a^ 


tfct33 


■^"^"^"^ 


i 


^m 


isr 


W 


'^ 


# 


12^ 


^ 


e^4444 


-»>■ 


-^ 


f 


1.  iwak6,glail sool!  awake!  awake!  Tlij  Lord  has  risen  loigf,     Goto  his gniTe,aDd with theetake  fiothtnikefnl  hearttad  mi^. 
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<%t5<^     Rejoicing  in  the  risen  Christ. 

2  Where  life  is  waking  all  around, 
Where  love's  sweet  voices  sing. 

The  first  bright  blossom  may  be  found 
Of  an  eternal  spring. 

3  The  shade  and  gloom  of  life  are  fled 
This  resurrection-day. 

Henceforth  in  Christ  are  no  more  dead. 
The  grave  hath  no  more  prey. 

4  In  Christ  we  live,  in  Christ  we  sleep, 
In  Christ  we  wake  and  rise, 
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And  the  sad  tears  death  makes  us  weep. 
He  wipes  from  all  our  eyes. 

6  Then  wake,  glad  heart  f  awake  \  awake ! 

And  seek  thy  risen  Lord, 
Joy  in  his  resurrection  take. 

And  comfort  in  his  word  : 

6  And  let  thy  life,  through  all  its  ways. 

One  long  thanksgiving  be, 
Its  theme  of  ioy,  its  song  of  praise — 

Christ  dieci,  and  rose  for  me. 

John  8.  B.  MosisalL 


CHRIST— RESURRECTION,  PRIESTHOOD,  REIGN. 


LOWRY.      L.  M. 
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iiJo     Majestic  triumph  over  the  grave. 

1  The  morning  kindles  all  the  sky. 
The  heavens  resound  with  anthems  high. 
The  shining  angels  as  they  speed, 
Proclaim,  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed  !'* 

2  Vainly  with  rocks  his  tomb  was  barred, 
While  Roman  guards  kept  watch  and  ward ; 
Majestic  from  die  spoiled  tomb, 

In  pomp  of  triumph,  he  has  come ! 

3  When  the  amazed  disciples  heard, 
Their  hearts  with  speechless  joy  were  stirred ; 


Their  Lord's  beloved  face  to  see. 
Eager  they  haste  to  Galilee. 

4  His  pierced  hands  to  them  he  shows, 
His  face  with  love's  own  radiance  glows  ; 
They  with  the  angels*  message  speed, 
And  shout,  **  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed !" 

5  O  Christ,  thou  King  compassionate ! 
Our  hearts  possess,  on  thee  we  wait : 
Help  us  to  render  praises  due, 

To  thee  the  endless  ages  through  ! 

▲mhrosian.  Tr.  hy  lErs.  I.  Charles. 


GRACE    CHURCH.      L.  M. 


Ign^os  Pubtkl. 


LBeiKes !  tlie  Friend  of  sinnen  dies !  Lo !  Salem's  daoghters  weep  aroaid ;  A  solenui  darkness  yeils  the  skies,  A  sodden  trembling  shakes  the  groond. 


^tJ4  J^i^nffi  rising,  reigning. 

2  Come,  saints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  two 
For  him  who  groaned  beneath  your  load 

He  shed  a  thousand  drops  for  you, — 
A  thousand  drops  of  richer  blood. 

3  Here 's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree : 
The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  man ! 

But  lo !  what  sudden  joys  we  see, 
Jesus,  the  dead,  revives  again! 

4  The  rising  God  forsakes  the  tomb ; 
In  vain  the  tomb  forbids  his  rise  ; 
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Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 
And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies. 

5  Break  off  your  tears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 
How  high  your  great  Deliverer  reigns ; 

Sing  how  he  spoiled  the  hosts  of  hell. 
And  led  the  monster  Death  in  chains : 

6  Say,  "  Live  forever,  wondrous  King ! 
Born  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save;" 

Then  ask  the  monster,  "Where  *s  thy  sting?" 
And,    "Where's    thy   victory,    boasting 
Grave?" 

iBoao  Watts,  alt.  bgr  J.  Weidear. 
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<^«50        Joy  tn  Z^  resurrection, 

1  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed ; 
The  grave  hath  lost  its  prey ; 

With  him  shall  rise  the  ransomed  seed, 
To  reign  in  endless  day. 

2  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed ; 
He  lives,  to  die  no  more ; 

He  lives,  his  people's  cause  to  plead. 
Whose  curse  and  shame  he  bore. 

3  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed ; 
Attending  angels,  hear! 

Up  to  the  courts  of  heaven,  with  speed. 
The  joyful  tidings  bear : 

4  Then  take  your  golden  lyres. 
And  strike  each  cheerful  chord ; 

Join,  all  ye  bright  celestial  choirs, 
To  sing  our  risen  Lord. 

Thomas  Kelly. 


Gwie  into  heaven. 


236 

1  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high 
To  mansions  in  the  skies ; 

And  round  thy  throne  unceasingly 
The  songs  of  praise  arise. 

2  But  we  are  lingering  here. 
With  sin  and  care  oppressed : 

Lord,  send  thy  promised  Comforter, 
And  lead  us  to  thy  rest. 

3  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high : 
But  thou  didst  first  come  down, 

Through  earth's  most  bitter  agony 
To  pass  unto  thy  crown. 

4  And  girt  with  griefs  and  fears 
Our  onward  course  must  be ; 

But  only  let  that  path  of  tears 
Lead  us  at  last  to  thee. 
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5  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high : 
But  thou  shalt  come  again. 

With  all  the  bright  ones  of  the  sky 
Attendant  in  thy  train. 

6  O  by  thy  saving  power 
So  make  us  live  and  die. 

That  we  may  stand,  in  that  dread  hour. 
At  thy  right  hand  on  high. 

Emma  Toke. 
[L.  M.  Tune,  Ware.   Page  91.] 
tio§  The  King  of  ghry, 

1  Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead ; 
Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high ; 

The  powers  of  hell  are  captive  led. 
Dragged  to  the  portals  of  the  sky : 

There  his  triumphal  chariot  waits. 
And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay: 

"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ; 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! 

2  "  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light. 
And  wide  unfold  the  ethereal  scene  ; 

He  claims  these  mansions  as  his  right ; 

Receive  the  King  of  glory  in  !" 
"  Who  is  the  King  of  glory  ?    Who  ?" 

"  The  Lord,  that  all  our  foes  o'ercame  ; 
The  world,  sin,  death,  and  hell  o*erthre>v  ; 

And  Jesus  is  the  Conqueror's  name." 

3  Lo,  his  triumphal  chariot  waits. 
And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay: 

"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ; 

Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! ' 
"  Who  is  the  King  of  glory  ?    Who  T* 

"The    Lord,  of  glorious  power  pos- 
sessed ; 
The  King  of  saints  and  angels  too ; 

God  over  all,  forever  blest !" 

Obarles  Wasl«7. 
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<^«5o     Siifficiency  of  the  alonemetU. 

1  Jesus,  thy  blood  and  righteousness 
My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress ; 

Midst  flaming  worlds,  in  these  arrayed, 
With  joy  shall  1  lift  up  my  head. 

2  Bold  shall  1  stand  in  thy  great  day, 
For  who  aught  to  my  charge  shall  lay  ? 
Fully  absolved  through  these  1  am. 
From  sin  and  fear,  from  guilt  and  shame. 

3  The  holy,  meek,  unspotted  Lamb, 
Who  from  the  Father's  bosom  came. 
Who  died  for  me,  e'en  me  to  atone. 
Now  lor  my  Lord  and  God  I  own. 

4  Lord,  I  believe  thy  precious  blood, 
Which,  at  the  mercy-seat  of  God, 
Forever  doth  for  sinners  plead. 
For  me,  e'en  for  my  soul,  was  shed. 

5  Lord  I  believe  were  sinners  more 
Than  sands  upon  the  ocean  shore. 
Thou  hast  for  all  a  ransom  paid. 
For  all  a  full  atonement  made. 

NiooUos  L.  fflnsendorf.   Tr.  by  J   WesJey. 

^t5«/      An  advocate  with  the  Father. 
1  John  2:  1. 

1  Jesus,  my  Advocate  above. 
My  Frien^  oefore  the  throne  of  love. 
If  now  for  me  prevails  thy  prayer. 
If  now  I  find  thee  pleading  there,— 

2  If  thou  the  secret  wish  convey, 
And  sweetly  prompt  my  heart  to  pray,— 
Hear,  and  my  weak  petitions  join. 
Almighty  Advocate,  to  thine. 
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3  Jesus,  my  heart's  desire  obtain ; 
My  earnest  suit  present,  and  gain : 
My  fullness  of  corruption  show ; 
The  knowledge  of  myself  bestow. 

4  O  sovereign  Love,  to  thee  I  cry, 
Give  me  thyself,  or  else  I  die ! 

Save  me  from  death,  from  hell  set  free  ,• 
Death,  hell,  are  but  the  want  of  thee. 

Gharlee  Wesley. 


r44U      Christy  King  and  Creator. 

1  O  Christ,  our  King,  Creator,  Lord, 
Saviour  of  all  who  trust  thy  word. 

To  them  who  seek  thee  ever  near. 
Now  to  our  praises  bend  thine  ear. 

2  In  thy  dear  cross  a  grace  is  found, 
It  flows  from  every  streaming  wound. 
Whose  power  our  inbred  sin  controls. 
Breaks  the  firm  bond  and  frees  our  souls. 

3  Thou  didst  create  the  stars  of  night. 
Yet  thou  bast  veiled  in  flesh  thy  light ; 
Hast  deigned  a  mortal  form  to  wear, 
A  mortal's  painful  lot  to  bear. 

4  When  ihou  didst  hang  upon  the  tree, 
The  quaking  earth  acknowledged  thee ; 
When  thou  didst  there  yield  up  thy  breath. 
The  world  grew  dark  as  shades  of  death. 

6  Now  in  the  Father's  glory  high. 
Great  Conqueror,  never  more  to  die, 
Us  by  thy  mighty  power  defend, 
And  reign  through  ages  without  end. 

Graffory  (he  Oreat,   Tr.  by  &.  Palmer. 


CHRIST— RESURRECTION,  PRIESTHOOD,  REIGN. 
ORTONVILLE.       C.  M.  Thomas  Hawinos. 
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•^  4  L  Majestic  sweetness. 

2  No  mortal  can  with  him  compare. 
Among  the  sons  of  men  ; 

Fairer  is  he  than  all  the  fair 
That  fill  the  heavenly  train. 

3  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress. 
He  flew  to  my  relief ; 

For  me  he  bore  the  shameful  cross. 
And  carried  all  my  grief. 

4  To  him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath. 
And  all  the  joys  I  have  ; 

He  makes  me  triumph  over  death, 
He  saves  me  from  the  grave. 

6  To  heaven,  the  place  of  his  abode, 

He  brings  my  weary  feet ; 
Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 

And  makes  my  joy  complete. 

6  Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine, 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give. 

Lord,  they  should  all  be  thine. 

Samuel  Stennett. 

IL.  M.   Tune,  Uxbridge.    Page  109.1 

4t^4t  Life  in  Christ. 

1  I  KNOW  that  my  Redeemer  lives ; 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives ! 
He  lives,  he  lives,  who  once  was  dead ; 
He  lives,  my  everlasting  Head ! . 

2  He  lives,  to  bless  me  with  his  love ; 
He  lives,  to  plead  for  me  above ; 

He  lives,  my  hungry  soul  to  feed ; 
He  lives,  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

8  He  lives,  and  grants  me  daily  breath ; 
He  lives,  and  I  shall  conquer  death ; 
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He  lives,  my  mansion  to  prepare ; 
He  lives,  to  bring  me  safely  there. 

4  He  lives,  all  glory  to  his  name ; 
He  lives,  my  Saviour,  still  the  same ; 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives, 
I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives ! 

ffawnwol  Medley. 


[H.  M.   Tone,  Christ  Chorch.    Page  98.] 
^4o     Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 

1  Join  all  the  glorious  names 
Of  wisdom,  love,  and  power. 

That  ever  mortals  knew, 
Or  angels  ever  bore ; 
All  are  too  mean  to  speak  his  worth. 
Too  mean  to  set  the  Saviour  forth. 

2  Great  Prophet  of  our  God, 

Our  tongues  shall  bless  thy  name ; 
By  thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  salvation  came; 
The  joyful  news  of  sins  forgiven. 
Of  hell  subdued,  and  peace  with  heaven. 

3  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 
Has  shed  his  blood  and  died ; 

The  guilty  conscience  needs 
No  sacrifice  beside : 
His  precious  blood  did  once  atone. 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

4  O  thou  almighty  Lord, 
Our  Conqueror  and  Kinc^. 

Thy  scepter  and  thy  sword. 
Thy  reigning  grace,  we  sing : 
Thine  is  the  power ;  behold  we  sit 
In  willing  bonds  beneath  thy  feet. 
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^44  Rejoice  evermore. 

1  Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King! 
Your  Lord  and  King  adore ; 

Mortals,  give  thanks  and  sing. 
And  triumph  evermore ; 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice ; 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 

2  Jesus,  the  Saviour,  reigns, 
The  God  of  truth  and  love ; 

When  he  had  purged  our  stains, 
He  took  his  seat  above ; 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice ; 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 

3  His  kingdom  cannot  fail. 

He  rules  o'er  earth  and  heaven ; 
The  keys  of  death  and  hell 

Are  to  our  Jesus  given ; 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  iip  your  voice ; 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 

4  He  sits  at  God's  right  hand 
Till  all  his  foes  submit, 

And  bow  to  his  command. 
And  fall  beneath  his  feet; 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice  ; 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 

6  He  all  his  foes  shall  quell. 

And  all  our  sins  destroy ; 
Let  every  bosom  swell 
With  pure  seraphic  joy ; 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice ; 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 
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6  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope ; 

Jesus  the  Judge  shall  come. 
And  take  his  servants  up 
To  their  eternal  home ; 
We  soon  shall  hear  the  archangel's  voice ; 
The  trump  of  God  shall  sound, — Rejoice ! 

Charles  Weslear. 

<^4t>  Qlory  to  glory* 6  King. 

1  God  is  gone  up  on  high. 
With  a  triumphant  noise  ;^ 

The  clarions  of  the  sky 
Proclaim  the  angelic  joys : 
Join  all  on  earth,  rejoice  and  sing; 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

2  All  power  to  our  great  Lord 
Is  by  the  Father  given  ; 

By  angel  hosts  adored, 

He  reigns  supreme  in  heaven : 
Join  all  on  earth,  rejoice  and  sing ; 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

3  High  on  his  holy  seat, 

He  bears  the  righteous  sway ; 
His  foes  beneath  his  feet 
Shall  sink  and  die  away : 
Join  all  on  earth,  rejoice  and  sing ; 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

4  Till  all  the  earth,  renewed 
In  righteousness  divine. 

With  all  the  hosts  of  God, 
In  one  great  chorus  join. 
Join  all  on  earth,  rejoice  and  sing ; 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

Oharlas  Wasla^. 
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1.  Hail,  thou  once  despisM    Je  -  sus!  Hail,  thou  Gkal-i-le-an  King!  Thon  didst  suffer  to  release  ns; 

D.  S.  By  thy  merits  we  find  favor ; 
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Thon  didst  free  salvation  bring.  Hail,  thon  ago  -  uizing   Saviour,  Bearer     of     our  sin  and  shame ! 
Life  isgiventhrooghthyname. 


id^\}  Our  Paschal  Lamb. 

2  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 
All  our  sins  on  thee  were  laid : 

By  almighty  love  anointed, 
Thou  hast  full  atonement  made. 

All  thy  people  are  forgiven, 
Through  the  virtue  of  thy  blood ; 

Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven ; 
Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

3  Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory. 
There  forever  to  abide ; 

All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  thee. 
Seated  at  thy  Father's  side : 


SCUDAMORE.      8,  7. 


There  for  sinners  thou  art  pleading ; 

There  thou  dost  our  place  prepare; 
Ever  for  us  interceding. 

Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

4  Worship,  honor,  power,  and  blessing, 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive ; 
Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing. 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits ; 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays ; 
Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits ; 

Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise ! 

John  BakewflU. 
Bey.  B.  B.  Chops. 


1.  "  We  shall  see  Him,"  in  oor  nature,  Sealed  on  his  lofly  throne,  Lored,  adored,  by  e?  -  ery  ereatnre,  Owned  as  6od,  and  God  alone! 


<44  I    Casting  our  crovms  before  Him. 

1  "We  shall  see  Him,"  in  our  nature. 
Seated  on  his  lofty  throne. 

Loved,  adored,  by  every  creature. 
Owned  as  God,  and  God  alone ! 

2  There  the  hosts  of  shining  spirits 
Strike  their  harps,  and  loudly  sing 

To  the  praise  of  Jesus'  merits. 
To  the  glory  of  their  King. 
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3  When  we   pass  o'er  death's   dark 

river, 
"  V/e  shall  see  him  as  he  is," 
Resting  in  his  love  and  favor. 
Owning  all  the  glory  his. 

4  There  to  cast  our  crowns  before  him, 
O  what  bliss  the  thought  affords ! 

There  forever  to  adore  him. 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords ! 

Unknown. 
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CORONATION.      C.  M. 


Olitsb  Holdkn. 


1.  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesns'  name!  Let  angels  prostrate  fall ;  Bring  forth  the  royal  di  -   a  -  dem, 
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In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  him, 
While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings : 

Crown  him,  crown  him  ; 
Crown  the  Saviour  King  of  kings. 

3  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  him. 
Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim ; 

Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  him. 
Own  his  title,  praise  his  name : 

Crown  him,  crown  him  ; 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

4  Hark,  those  bursts  of  acclamation  ! 
Hark,  those  loud  triumphant  chords ! 

Jesus  takes  the  highest  station  : 
O  what  joy  the  sight  affords ! 
Crown  him,  crown  him. 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 

Thomas  Kellj. 
[L.  M.  6 1.    Tune,  Selena.    Page  82.] 

i^Ol)         Our  everlasting  Priest. 

1  O  THOU  eternal  Victim,  slain 
A  sacrifice  for  guilty  man. 

By  the  eternal  Spirit  made 
An  offering  in  the  sinner's  stead ; 
Our  everlasting  Priest  art  thou, 
Pleading  thy  death  for  sinners  now. 

2  Thy  offering  still  continues  new ; 
Thy  vesture  keeps  its  crimson  hue  ; 
Thou  art  the  ever-slaughtered  Lamb, 
Thy  priesthood  still  remains  the  same ; 
Thy  years,  O  Lord,  can  never  fail ; 
Thy  goodness  is  unchangeable. 

3  O  that  our  faith  may  never  move. 

But  stand  unshaken  as  thy  love ! 

Sure  evidence  of  things  unseen, 

Passing  the  years  that  intervene, 

Now  let  it  view  upon  the  tree 

The  Lord,  who  bleeds  and  dies  for  me. 

Obarles  Waslesr. 


'%4o        Crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name! 
Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 

Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light. 
Who  fixed  this  earthly  ball ; 

Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race. 
Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall, 

Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall ; 

Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe. 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

6  O  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall ! 

We  '11  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

Edvrard  Ferronet,  alt. 

[8,7,4.   Tune,  Zion.    Page  68.] 
4t^u  Crown  the  Saviour. 

1  Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious. 
See  the  Man  of  sorrows  now ; 

From  the  fight  returned  victorious, 
Every  knee  to  him  shall  bow : 

Crown  him,  crown  him ; 
Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 

2  Crown  the  Saviour,  angels,  crown  him : 
Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings : 
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<^DX         jTA^  victory  of  the  cross. 

1  Jesus,  the  Conqueror,  reigns, 
In  glorious  strength  arrayed  ; 

His  kingdom  over  all  maintains, 
And  bids  the  earth  be  glad : 

2  Ye  sons  of  men,  rejoice 
In  Jesus'  mighty  love ; 

Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice. 
To  him  who  rules  above. 

3  Extol  his  kingly  power ; 
Kiss  the  exalted  Son, 

Who  died,  and  lives  to  die  no  more, 
High  on  his  Father's  throne : 

4  Our  Advocate  with  God, 
He  undertakes  our  cause. 

And  spreads  through  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  victory  of  his  cross. 

Charles  Wesley. 

LANGTON.      S.  M. 
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<«D<^         Christy  our  Intercessor. 

1  Lord,  how  shall  sinners  dare 
Look  up  to  thine  abode. 

Or  offer  their  imperfect  prayer 
Before  a  holy  God  ? 

2  Bright  terrors  guard  thy  seat, 
And  glories  veil  thy  face ; 

Yet  mercy  calls  us  to  thy  feet. 
And  to  thy  throne  of  grace. 

3  My  soul,  with  cheerful  eye 
See  where  thy  Saviour  stands. 

The  glorious  Advocate  on  high. 
With  incense  in  his  hands. 

4  Teach  my  weak  heart,  O  Lord, 
With  faith  to  call  thee  mine ; 

Bid  me  pronounce  the  blissful  word — 
Father,  with  joy  divine. 

Anne  Steele. 
Adapted  bt  C.  STBBBmELD. 


1.  Enthroned  ia  Jesas  now.    Upon  his  heareoly    seat ;      The  kingly  erown  is  on  his  brow,  The  saints  are  at  his  feit 


(«d«5  Jesus  enthroned. 

2  In  shining  white  they  stand, 
A  great  and  countless  throng ; 

A  palmy  scepter  in  each  hand. 
On  every  lip  a  song. 

3  They  sing  the  Lamb  of  God, 
Once  slain  on  earth  for  them ; 
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The  Lamb,  through  whose  atoning  blood, 
Each  wears  his  diadem. 

4  Thy  grace,  O  Holy  Ghost, 

Thy  blessed  help  supply. 

That  we  may  join  that  radiant  host, 

Triumphant  in  the  sky. 

TlioiMe  J.  jQdkln. 
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<^04      Our  mercifid  Hufh  Priest, 

1  With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 
Of  our  High  Priest  above ; 

His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness, 
His  bowels  melt  with  love. 

2  Touched  with  a  sympathy  within, 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 

He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean, 
For  he  hath  felt  the  same. 

3  He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 
Poured  out  strong  cries  and  tears, 

And  in  his  measure  feels  afresh 
What  every  member  bears. 

4  He  '11  never  quench  the  smoking  flax. 
But  raise  it  to  a  flame ; 

The  bruised  reed  he  never  breaks, 
Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

6  Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 

His  mercy  and  his  power ; 
We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 

In  every  trying  hour. 

Issao  Watts. 

#4&&  Christy  our  guide. 

1  Jesus,  the  Lord  of  glory,  died, 
That  we  might  never  die ; 

And  now  he  reigns  supreme,  to  g^ide 
His  people  to  the  sky. 

2  Weak  though  we  are,  he  still  is  near. 
To  lead,  console,  defend ; 

In  all  our  sorrow,  all  our  fear. 
Our  all-sufficient  Friend. 

3  From  his  high  throne  in  bliss  he  deigns 
Our  every  prayer  to  heed ; 

Bears  with  our  tolly,  soothes  our  pains, 
Supplies  our  every  need. 
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4  And  from  his  love's  exhaustless  spring, 
Joys  like  a  river  come, 

To  make  the  desert  bloom  and  sing. 
O'er  which  we  travel  home. 

5  O  Jesus,  there  is  none  like  thee. 
Our  Saviour  and  our  Lord ; 

Through  earth  and  heaven  exalted  be. 

Beloved,  obeyed,  adored. 

Baptist  W.  VoeL 


*4ot)    King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords, 

1  The  head  that  once  was  crowned  with 

thorns, 
Is  crowned  with  glory  now ; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 
The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords. 
Is  to  our  Jesus  g^ven ; 

The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords, 
He  reigns  o'er  earth  and  heaven : 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 
The  joy  of  all  below, 

To  whom  he  manifests  his  love. 
And  grants  his  name  to  know. 

4  To  them  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 
With  all  its  grace,  is  given ; 

Their  name,  an  everlasting  name, 
Their  joy,  the  joy  of  heaven. 

5  They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below. 
They  reig^  with  him  above ; 

Their  everlasting  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  his  love, 

ThomsB  XeU/. 
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i^O  i     (hi  His  head  were  many  crovma. 
Rev.  19:  12. 

1  Crown  him  with  many  crowns, 
The  Lamb  upon  his  throne ; 

Hark,  how  the  heavenly  anthem  drowns 

All  music  but  its  own! 
Awake,  my  soul,  and  sing, 

Of  him  who  died  for  thee. 
And  hail  him  as  thy  matchless  King 

Through  all  eternity. 

2  Crown  him  the  Lord  of  love ! 
Behold  his  hands  and  side, — 

Rich  wounds,  yet  visible  above. 

In  beauty  glorified : 
No  angel  in  the  sky 

Can  fully  bear  that  sight, 
But  downward  bends  his  burning  eye 

At  mysteries  so  great* 

3  Crown  him  the  Lord  of  peace ! 
Whose  power  a  scepter  sways 

From  pole  to  pole,  that  wars  may  cease, 
And  all  be  prayer  and  praise : 

His  reign  shall  know  no  end, 
And  round  his  pierced  feet 

Fair  flowers  of  paradise  extend 
Th^ir  fragrance  ever  sweet. 
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4  Crown  him  the  Lord  of  years. 

The  Potentate  of  time, 
Creator  of  the  rolling  spheres. 

Ineffably  sublime ! 
All  hail !  Redeemer,  hail ! 

For  thou  hast  died  for  me ; 
Thy  praise  shall  never,  never  fail 

Throughout  eternity. 

Matthew  Bridges. 

[6,  T.   Time,  StockwelL    Page4S.] 
tZ^O  His  ^peaking  blood, 

1  Father,  hear  the  blood  of  Jesus, 
Speaking  in  thine  ears  above : 

From  impending  wrath  release  us; 
Manifest  thy  pardoning  love. 

2  O  receive  us  to  thy  favor, — 
For  his  only  sake  receiver; 

Give  us  to  the  bleeding  Saviour, 
Let  us  by  his  dying  live. 

3  "  To  thy  pardoning  grace  receive  them," 
Once  he  prayed  upon  the  tree ; 

Still  his  blood  cries  out,  "  Forgive  them; 
All  their  sins  were  laid  on  me." 

4  Still  our  Advocate  in  heaven. 
Prays  the  prayer  on  earth  begun, 

**  Father,  show  their  sins  forgiven ; 
Father,  glorify  thy  Son !" 

Charles  Wesley* 


CHRIST— RESURRECTION,  PRIESTHOOD,  REIGN. 
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1  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  again, 
Christ  hath  broken  every  chain ; 
Hark !  angelic  voices  cry, 
Singing  evermore  on  high, 

Hallelujah !  Praise  the  Lord ! 

2  He  who  gave  for  us  his  life. 
Who  for  us  endured  the  strife, 
Is  our  Paschal  Lamb  to-day ! 
We,  too,  sing  for  joy,  and  say. 

Hallelujah  !  Praise  the  Lord ! 

3  He  who  bore  all  pain  and  loss. 
Comfortless,  upon  the  cross. 
Lives  in  glory  now  on  high, 
Pleads  for  us,  and  hears  our  cry ; 

Hallelujah !  Praise  the  Lord ! 

4  Now  he  bids  us  tell  abroad 
How  the  lost  may  be  restored. 
How  the  penitent  forgiven. 
How  we,  too,  may  enter  heaven ! 

Hallelujah !  Praise  the  Lord ! 

Mtohaft]  Weisse.   Tr.  by  ICtos  C.  Winkworth. 

-wuU         The  Lord  is  risen. 

1  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day. 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say ; 

Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high ; 
Sing,  ye  heavens, — and  earth,  reply. 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done ; 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  ^on : 
Lo!  the  sun's  eclipse  is  o'er; 

Lo !  he  sets  in  blood  no  more, 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal, 
Christ  has  burst  the  gates  of  hell : 
Death  in  vain  forbids  his  rise; 
Christ  hath  opened  paradise. 
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4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King ; 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting? 
Once  he  died  our  souls  to  save ; 
Where 's  thy  victory,  boasting  Grave  ? 

5  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led. 
Follow  our  exalted  Head ; 

Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rise; 

Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies. 

Charles  Weaiey. 

<4t>X  Ascension  day. 

1  Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise, 
Ravished  from  our  wishful  eyes ! 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given. 
Re-ascends  his  native  heaven. 

2  There  the  pompous  triumph  waits : 
Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates ; 
Wide  unfold  the  radiant  scene ; 

"Take  the  King  of  glory  in! 

3  Circled  round  with  angel  powers. 
Their  triumphant  Lord  and  ours. 
Conqueror  over  death  and  sin, — 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in ! 

4  Him  though  highest  heaven  receives. 
Still  he  loves  the  earth  he  leaves ; 
Though  returning  to  his  throne. 

Still  he  calls  mankind  his  own. 

5  See,  he  lifts  his  hands  above ! 
See,  he  shows  the  prints  of  love ! 
Hark,  his  gracious  lips  bestow 
Blessings  on  his  Church  below! 

6  Saviour,  parted  from  our  sight. 

High  above  yon  azure  height, 

Grant  our  hearts  may  thither  rise. 

Following  thee  beyond  the  skies. 

Qharles  Wesley. 
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4  Holy  Spirit,  Right  divine ! 
King  within  my  conscience  reign ; 
Be  my  law,  and  I  shall  be 
Firmly  bound,  forever  free. 

flamnel  LongfUlow. 

<^t)4l      The  ffrcunous  Comforter, 

1  Granted  is  the  Saviour's  prayer, 
Sent  the  gracious  Comforter; 
Promise  of  our  parting  Lord, 
Jesus,  to  his  heaven  restored; 

2  Christ,  who  now  gone  up  on  high, 
Captive  leads  captivity. 

While  his  foes  from  him  receive 
Grace,  that  God  with  man  may  live. 

3  God,  the  everlasting  God, 
Makes  with  mortals  his  abode ; 
Whom  the  heavens  cannot  contain. 
He  vouchsafes  to  dwell  in  man. 

4  Never  will  he  thence  depart. 
Inmate  of  a  humble  heart ; 
Carrying  on  his  work  within. 
Striving  till  he  cast  out  sin. 

5  There  he  helps  our  feeble  moans, 
Deepens  our  imperfect  groans. 
Intercedes  in  silence  there, 

Sighs  the  unutterable  prayer. 

6  Come,  divine  and  peaceful  Guest, 
Enter \>ur  devoted  breast : 

Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire. 
Kindle  there  the  gospel  fire. 

7  Crown  the  agonizing  strife. 

Principle  and  Lord  of  life : 

Life  divine  in  us  renew, 

Thou  the  Gift  and  Giver  too ! 

(Hiatlee  Wedeiy. 


^U^     lamest  of  endless  rest, 

1  Gracious  Spirit,  Love  divine, 
Let  thy  light  within  me  shine ! 
All  my  guilty  fears  remove ; 

Fill  me  with  thy  heavenly  love. 

2  Speak  thy  pardoning  grace  to  me ; 
Set  the  burdened  sinner  free ; 
Lead  me  to  the  Lamb  of  God ; 
Wash  me  in  his  precious  blood. 

3  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart ; 
Seal  salvation  on  my  heart ; 
Breathe  thyself  into  my  breast, 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 

4  Let  me  never  from  thee  stray  ; 
Keep  me  in  thy  narrow  way ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine; 
Keep  me,  Lord,  forever  thine. 

John  Btooker. 
<in«5        His  gracf  entreated, 

1  Holy  Spirit,  Truth  divine  ! 
Dawn  upon  this  soul  of  mine ; 
Word  of  God,  and  inward  Light ! 
Wake  my  spirit,  clear  my  sight. 

2  Holy  Spirit,  Love  divme  ! 
Glow  within  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Kindle  every  high  desire ; 
Perish  self  in  thy  pure  fire ! 

3  Holy  Spirit,  Power  divine ! 
Fill  and  nerve  this  will  of  mine  ; 
By  thee  may  I  strongly  live. 
Bravely  bear,  and  nobly  strive. 
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THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 


[8,7.   Tune.  StockwelL   Page  42.] 

«DO      The  Source  of  consolation. 

1  Holy  Ghost,  dispel  our  sadness ; 
Pierce  the  clouds  of  nature's  night ; 

Come,  thou  Source  of  joy  and  gladness, 
Breathe  thy  life,  and  spread  thy  light. 

2  From    the    height    which    knows   no 

measure, 
As  a  gracious  shower  descend, 
Bringing  down  the  richest  treasure 
Man  can  wish,  or  God  can  send. 

3  Author  of  the  new  creation, 
Come  with  unction  and  with  power ; 

Make  our  hearts  thy  habitation ; 
On  our  souls  thy  graces  shower. 

4  Hear,  O  hear  our  supplication. 
Blessed  Spirit,  God  of  peace ! 

Rest  upon  this  congregation. 
With  the  fullness  of  thy  grace. 

Aral  QerhArdt.   Tr.  by  J.  O.  Jaoobi, 

alt.  bj  A.  M.  Toplady. 

[8,  7.    Tune,  Love  Divine.    Page  182.] 
«wuO  Guide  and  Comforter, 

1  Holy  Spirit,  Fount  of  blessing, 
Ever  watchful,  ever  kind, 

Thy  celestial  aid  possessing, 
Prisoned  souls  deliverance  find. 

Seal  of  truth,  and  Bond  of  union, 
Source  of  light,  and  Flame  of  love, 

Symbol  of  divine  communion, 
In  the  olive-bearing  dove ; 

2  Heavenly  Guide  from  paths  of  error. 
Comforter  of  minds  distressed. 

When  the  billows  fill  with  terror. 

Pointing  to  an  ark  of  rest; 
Promised  Pledge,  eternal  Spirit, 

Greater  than  all  gifts  below. 
May  our  hearts  thy  grace  inherit ; 

May  our  lips  thy  glories  show ! 

Thomas  J.  Jndkin. 

[7.   Tune,  Pulton.    Page  100.] 
267      The  work  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

1  Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine, 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away. 
Turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost,  with  power  divine. 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine ; 
Long  hath  sin,  without  control. 
Held  dommion  o*er  my  soul. 
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3  Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  divine. 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine ; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart. 

Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart. 

4  Holy  Spirit,  all  divine, 
Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne. 
Reign  supreme — and  reign  alone. 

Andrew  Beed. 


[L.  M.   Tune,  Ameb.   Page  75.] 
^Do  Hit  universal  effimtm. 

1  On  all  the  earth  Thy  Spirit  shower; 
The  earth  in  righteousness  renew ; 

Thy  kingdom  come,  and  hell's  o'erpower 
And  to  thy  scepter  all  subdue. 

2  Like  mighty  wiiids,  or  torrents  fierce. 
Let  him  opposers  all  o'errun  ; 

And  every  law  of  sin  reverse. 

That  faith  and  love  may  make  all  one, 

3  Yea,  let  him.  Lord,  in  every  place 
His  richest  energy  declare ; 

While  lovely  tempers,  fruits  of  grace. 
The  kingdom  of  thy  Christ  prepare. 

4  Grant  this,  O  holy  God  and  true  ! 
The  ancient  seers  thou  didst  inspire. 

To  us  perform  the  promise  due ; 
Descend,  and  crown  us  now  with  fire. 

Henry  More,  alt.  bj  J.  Wesley. 

[L.  M.   Tune,  Rose  HiU.   Page  147.] 
4m\j  ComCy  CreaJtor  Spirit. 

1  O  COME,  Creator  Spirit  blest ! 
Within  these  souls  of  thine  to  rest ; 
Come,  with  thy  grace  and  heavenly  aid. 
To  fill  the  hearts  which  thou  hast  made. 

2  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  now  descend! 
Most  blessed  gift  which  God  can  send ; 
Thou  Fire  of  love,  and  Fount  of  life ! 
Consume  our  sins,  and  calm  our  strife. 

3  With  patience  firm  and  purpose  high, 
The  weakness  of  our  flesh  supply ; 
Kindle  our  senses  from  above. 

And  make  our  hearts  o'erflow  with  love. 

4  Far  from  us  drive  the  foe  we  dread, 
And  grant  us  thy  true  peace  instead ; 
So  shall  we  not,  with  tnee  to  guide, 
Turn  from  the  paths  of  life  aside. 

Gregory  the  OtmI. 
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2  Though  on  our  heads  no  tongues  of  fire 
Their  wondrous  powers  impart, 

Grant,  Saviour,  what  we  more  desire, — 
Thy  Spirit  in  our  heart. 

3  Spirit  of  life,  and  light,  and  love, 
Thy  heavenly  influence  give ; 

Quicken  our  souls,  our  guilt  remove, 
That  we  in  Christ  may  live. 

4  To  our  benighted  minds  reveal 
The  glories  of  his  grace. 

And  bring  us  where  no  clouds  conceal 
The  brightness  of  his  face. 

5  His  love  within  us  shed  abroad, 
Life's  ever-springing  well ; 

Till  God  in  us,  and  we  in  God, 
In  love  eternal  dwell. 

Thomas  Haweis. 

£%M.         Source  of  light  and  joy, 

1  Great  Spirit,  by  whose  mighty  power 
All  creatures  live  and  move. 

On  us  thy  benediction  shower ; 
Inspire  our  souls  with  love. 

2  Hail,  Source  of  light !  arise  and  shine ; 
Darkness  and  doubt  dispel ; 

Give  peace  and  joy,  for  we  are  thine ; 
In  us  forever  dwell. 

3  From  death  to  life  our  spirits  raise, 
And  full  redemption  bring ; 

New  tongues  impart  to  speak  the  praise 
Of  Christ,  our  God  and  King, 

4  Thine  inward  witness  bear,  unknown 
To  all  the  world  beside ; 

Exulting  then  we  feel  and  own 
Our  Saviour  glorified. 


Thomas  Haweis. 
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<ii^   I  worship  TheCf  0  Holy  Ghost. 

1  I  WORSHIP  thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
I  love  to  worship  thee ; 

My  risen  Lord  for  aye  were  lost 
But  for  thy  company. 

2  I  worship  thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
I  love  to  worship  thee ; 

1  grieved  thee  long,  alas !  thou  know'st 

It  grieves  me  bitterly. 

3  I  worship  thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
I  love  to  worship  thee ; 

Thy  patient  love,  at  what  a  cost 
At  last  it  conquered  me ! 

4  I  worship  thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
I  love  to  worship  thee ; 

With  thee  each  day  is  Pentecost, 
Each  night  Nativity.  w.  f.  wawon. 

[Not  set  to  music] 

2  73  Receive  ye  the  Holy  Ghost. — John  20: 22. 

1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  souls  inspire. 
And  lighten  with  celestial  fire ; 

Thou  the  anointing  Spirit  art. 
Who  dost  thy  sevenfold  gifts  impart : 
Thy  blessed  unction  from  above 
Is  comfort,  life,  and  fire  of  love. 

2  Enable  with  perpetual  light 
The  dullness  of  our  blinded  sight ; 
Anoint  and  cheer  our  soiled  face 
With  the  abundance  of  thy  grace ; 
Keep  far  our  foes,  give  peace  at  home ; 
Where  thou  art  guide,  no  ill  can  come. 

3  Teach  us  to  know  the  Father,  Son, 
And  thee,  of  both,  to  be  but  one ; 
That  through  the  ages  all  along, 
This  may  be  our  endless  song : 
Praise  to  thy  eternal  merit. 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit. 

Gregory  the  Gr^at.   Tr.  I17  J.  Oosin* 
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•^  i4      7%«  qom7  of  the  ancient  saints. 

1  0  FOR  that  flame  of  living  fire, 
Which  shone  so  bright  in  saints  of  old ! 

Which  bade  their  souls  to  heaven  aspire, 
Calm  in  distress,  in  danger  bold. 

2  Where  is  that  Spirit,  Lord,  which  dwelt 
In  Abraham's  breast,  and  sealed  him  thine  ? 

Which  made  Paul's  heart  with  sorrow  melt, 
And  glow  with  energy  divine  ? 

3  That  Spirit,  which  from  age  to  age 
Proclaimed  thy  love,  and  taught  thy  ways  ? 

Brightened  Isaiah's  vivid  page. 
And  breathed  in  David's  hallowed  lays  ? 

4  Is  not  thy  grace  as  mighty  now 
As  when  Elijah  felt  its  power ; 

When  glory  beamed  from  Moses*  brow, 
Or  Job  endured  the  trying  hour  ? 

5  Remember,  Lord,  the  ancient  days ; 
Renew  thy  work ;  thy  grace  restore ; 

And  while  to  thee  our  hearts  we  raise. 
On  us  thy  Holy  Spirit  pour. 

William  H.  Bathurst. 

"^  i  O  Pentecostal  ffifts^ 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  raise  our  songs 
To  reach  tne  wonders  of  that  day, 

When,  with  thy  fiery  cloven  tongues 
Thou  didst  such  glorious  scenes  display. 

2  Lord,  we  believe  to  us  and  ours. 
The  apostolic  promise  given  , 

We  wait  the  pentecostal  powers. 
The  Holy  Ghost  sent  down  from  heaven. 
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3  Assembled  here  with  one  accord, 
Calmly  we  wait  the  promised  grace, 

The  purchase  of  our  dying  Lord ; 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  and  fill  the  place. 

4  If  every  one  that  asks,  may  find. 
If  still  thou  dost  on  sinners  fall. 

Come  as  a  mighty  rushing  wind ; 
Great  grace  be  now  upon  us  all. 

5  O  leave  us  not  to  mourn  below. 
Or  long  for  thy  return  to  pine ; 

Now,  Lord,  the  Comforter  bestow. 

And  fix  in  us  the  Guest  divine. 

Charles  Wedey. 

^  it}         His  power  and  unction. 

1  O  Spirit  of  the  living  God, 
In  all  thy  plenitude  of  grace, 

Where'er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod. 
Descend  on  our  apostate  race. 

2  Give  tongues  of  fire  and  hearts  of  love. 
To  preach  the  recon^iiling  word  ; 

Give  power  and  unction  from  above. 
Where'er  the  joyful  sound  is  heard. 

3  Be  darkness,  at  thy  coming,  light ; 
Confusion — order,  in  thy  path ; 

Souls  without  strength,  inspire  with  might : 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over  wrath. 

4  Baptize  the  nations  :  far  and  nigh 
The  triumphs  o(  the  cross  record ; 

The  name  of  Jesus  glorify, 
Till  every  kindred  call  him  Lord. 

James  Montgomery* 
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1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers ; 

Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look  how  we  grovel  here  below. 
Fond  of  these  earthly  toys ; 

Our  souls,  how  heavily  they  go, 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs, 
In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 

Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues. 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Father,  and  shall  we  ever  live 
At  this  poor  dying  rate, 

Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 
.   And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 

6  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers  ; 

Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love. 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

Isaao  Watts. 

^  I O         Jievdations  of  the  Spirit. 

1  Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayer. 
And  make  our  hearts  thy  home ; 

Descend  with  all  thy  gracious  power : 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come ! 

2  Come  as  the  light :  to  us  reveal 
Our  sinfulness  and  woe ; 

And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 
Where  all  the  righteous  go. 
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3  Come  as  the  fire,  and  purge  our  hearts. 
Like  sacrificial  flame : 

Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 
To  our  Redeemer's  name. 

4  Come  as  the  wind,  with  rushing  sound, 
With  Pentecostal  grace ; 

And  make  the  great  salvation  known 
Wide  as  the  human  race. 

5  Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayer. 
And  make  our  hearts  thy  home ; 

Descend  with  all  thy  gracious  power . 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come ! 

Andrew  Baed. 

^Ty  The  enlightening  Spirit 

1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire; 
Let  us  thine  influence  prove ; 

Source  of  the  old  prophetic  fire. 
Fountain  of  life  and  love. 

2  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  moved  by  thee 
The  prophets  wrote  and  spoke. 

Unlock  the  truth,  thyself  the  key ; 
Unseal  the  sacred  book. 

3  Expand  thy  wings,  celestial  Dove, 
Brood  o'er  our  nature's  night ; 

On  our  disordered  spirits  move,     ' 
And  let  there  now  be  light. 

4  God,  through  himself,  we  then  shall  know. 
If  thou  within  us  shine ; 

And  sound,  with  all  thy  saints  below. 
The  depths  of  love  divine. 

duurles  Wesley. 
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4oU  7%«  Source  of  every  good  gifL 

1  Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he  breathed 
His  tender,  last  farewell, 

A  Guide,  a  Comforter,  bequeathed. 
With  us  on  earth  to  dwell. 

2  He  came  in  tongues  of  living  flame. 
To  teach,  convince,  subdue ; 

All-powerful  as  the  wind  he  came. 
And  all  as  viewless,  loo. 

3  He  came,  sweet  influence  to  impart, 
A  gracious,  willing  Guest, 

While  he  can  find  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  fix  his  rest. 

4  And  his  that  gentle  voice  we  hear, 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  even. 

That  checks  each  fault,  calms  every  fear. 
And  whispers  us  of  heaven. 

5  And  every  virtue  we  possess. 
And  every  virtu6  won, 

And  ^ery  thought  of  holiness 
^     Is  his,  and  his  alone. 

ZEBULON.      H.  M. 

4- 


6  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace. 
Our  weakness  pitying  see ; 

0  make  our  hearts  thy  dwelling-place, 
Purer  and  worthier  thee  ! 

Hanlat  Anber,  alt. 
<«oX  The  Spirit^s  toitnesa. 

1  Eternal  Spirit,  God  of  truth. 
Our  contrite  hearts  inspire ; 

Kindle  a  flame  of  heavenly  love. 
The  pure  celestial  fire. 

2  'Tis  thine  to  soothe  the  sorrowing, 
With  guilt  and  fear  oppressed ; 

'Tis  thine  to  bid  the  dying  live. 
And  give  the  weary  rest. 

3  Subdue  the  power  of  every  sin, 
Whate'er  that  sin  may  be ; 

That  we,  in  singleness  of  heart. 
May  worship  only  thee. 

4  Then  with  our  spirits  witness  bear. 
That  we  are  sons  of  God ; 

Redeemed  from  sin,  and  death,  and  hell. 
Through  Christ's  atoning  blood. 

Lowell  Mason. 
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^O^  Pleading  the  promise, 

2  If  earthly  parents  hear 

Their  children  when  they  cry; 
If  they,  with  love  sincere. 
Their  children's  wants  supply; 
Much  more  wilt  thou  thy  love  display. 
And  answer  when  thy  cnildren  pray. 
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3  Our  heavenly  Father,  thou ; 
We,  children  of  thy  gtace;. 
O  let  thy  Spirit  now 
Descend  and  fill  the  place ; 
That  all  may  feel  the  heavenly  flame. 
And  all  unite  to  praise  thy  name. 

J'ohn  BurtoB* 
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<4o«>      Prayer  to  the  Holy  Spirit. 

1  Thou  who  like  the  wind  dost  come, 
Come  to  me,  but  ne'er  depart ; 

Blessed  Spirit,  make  thy  home 
In  my  thankful  heart. 

2  Answer  not  with  tongues  of  light ; 
Brood  not  o'er  me  like  a  dove; 

Fall  upon  me  in  thy  might; 
Fill  me  with  thy  love. 


3  Sin  has  ruled  me;  set  me  free; 

Sin  has  scourged  me ,  bring  me  rest : 
Help  my  fainting  soul  to  flee 
To  my  Saviour's  breast. 

4  Tell  me  much  of  cleansing  blood ; 
Show  me  sin,  but  sin  foreiven : 

Step  by  step,  where  Christ  nas  trod, 
Help  me  home  to  heaven. 

Herv«y  D.  Ghmie. 
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4tOHk.    Invocation  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 

1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  in  love. 
Shed  on  us  from  above 

Thine  own  bright  ray! 
Divinely  good  thou  art; 
Thy  sacred  gifts  impart 
To  gladden  each  sad  heart : 

O  come  to-day! 

2  Come,  tenderest  Friend,  and  best, 
Our  most  delightful  Guest, 

With  soothing  power: 
Rest,  which  the  weary  know. 
Shade,  'mid  the  noontide  glow. 
Peace,  when  deep  griefs  o  erflow, 

Cheer  us,  this  hour! 
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3  Come,  Light  serene,  and  still 
Our  inmost  bosoms  fill ; 

Dwell  in  each  breast; 
We  know  no  dawn  but  thine. 
Send  forth  thy  beams  divine, 
On  our  dark  souls  to  shine. 

And  make  us  blest ! 

4  Come,  all  the  faithful  bless; 
Let  ail  who  Christ  confess 

His  praise  employ: 
Give  virtue's  rich  reward ; 
Victorious  death  accord, 
And,  with  our  glorious  Lord, 

Eternal  joy ! 

Bobert  ZZ.,  Kin^  of  WtmaoB.  Tr.  by  B 
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'^oO     ^<w  <Ae  SpirW^s  energy. 

2  From  the  celestial  hills 
Light,  life,  and  joy  dispense ; 

And  may  I  daily,  hourly,  feel 
Thy  quickening  influence. 

3  O  melt  this  frozen  heart. 
This  stubborn  will  subdue; 

Each  evil  passion  overcome, 
And  form  me  all  anew. 

4  The  profit  will  be  mine. 

But  thine  shall  be  the  praise; 
Cheerful  to  thee  will  I  devote 
The  remnant  of  my  days. 

Bez^amin  Beddome. 

«4&U      Renewal  of  Pentecost, 

1  Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost ! 
In  this  accepted  hour, 
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As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  thy  power. 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 
In  our  appointed  place. 

And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, — 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 
Upon  the  waves  beneath. 

Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind ; 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 

4  The  young,  the  old,  inspire 
With  wisdom  from  above ; 

And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire. 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

5  Spirit  of  light !  explore. 
And  chase  our  gloom  away. 

With  luster  shining  more  and  more. 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 

James  Montgomery. 


ONTARIO.      S.  M. 


London  Tune  Book. 


287  77ie  Comforter. 

2  Turn  us  with  gentle  voice 
From  every  sinful  way. 

And  bid  the  mourning  saint  rejoice, 
Though  earthly  joys  decay. 

3  By  thine  inspiring  breath 
Make  every  cloud  of  care, 

(8) 
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And  e'en  the  gloomy  vale  of  death. 
A  smile  of  glory  wear. 

4  O  fill  thou  every  heart 
With  love  to  all  our  race; 

Great  Comforter,  to  us  impart 
These  blessings  of  thy  grace. 

Mrs.  Lydia  B.  SJcooxney. 
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And,  as  it  soars,  the  Gospel  light 
Becomes  effulgent  more  and  more. 

3  More  glorious  still,  as  centuries  roll, 
New  regions  blest,  new  powers  unfurled, 

Expanding  with  the  expanding  soul. 
Its  radiance  shall  o'erflow  the  world, — 

4  Flow  to  restore,  but  not  destroy ; 
As  when  the  cloudless  lamp  of  day 

Pours  out  its  floods  of  light  and  joy. 
And  sweeps  the  lingering  mists  away. 

sir  John  Bowring . 
[L.  M.  0 1.   Tnne,  Selena.    Page  82.] 

Jul  Delight  in  the  Bible. 

1  When  quiet  in  my  house  I  sit. 
Thy  book  be  my  companion  still ; 

My  joy  thy  sayings  to  repeat, 

Talk  o'er  the  records  of  thy  will. 
And  search  the  oracles  divine. 
Till  every  heart-felt  word  be  mine. 

2  O  may  the  gracious  words  divine, 
Subject  of  all  my  converse  be; 

So  will  the  Lord  his  follower  join. 

And  walk  and  talk  himself  with  me : 
So  shall  my  heart  his  presence  prove, 
And  burn  with  everlasting  love. 

3  Oft  as  I  lay  me  down  to  rest, 
O  may  the  reconciling  word 

Sweetly  compose  my  weary  breast ; 
While  on  the  bosom  of  my  Lord 
I  sink  in  blissful  dreams  away. 
And  visions  of  eternal  day. 

4  Rising  to  sing  my  Saviour's  praise. 
Thee  may  I  publish  all  day  long ; 

And  let  thy  precious  word  of  grace 

Flow  from  my  heart,  and  fill  my  tongue ; 
Fill  all  my  life  with  purest  love, 
And  join  me  to  the  Church  above. 

Charles  Weil^r* 


4iCfCf     God^s  wordf  quick  and  powerful, 

2  Thy  word  is  power  and  life ; 
It  bids  confusion  cease. 

And  changes  envy,  hatred,  strife. 
To  love,  and  joy,  and  peace. 

3  Then  let  our  hearts  obey 
The  gospel's  glorious  sound ; 

And  all  its  fruits,  from  day  to  day, 

Be  in  us  and  abound. 

James  Montgomerj. 

tiou        Spreading  the  Scriptures. 

1  Jesus,  the  word  bestow. 
The  true,  immortal  seed ; 

Thy  gospel  then  shall  greatly  grow, 
And  all  our  land  o'erspread ; 

Through  earth  extended  wide 
Shall  mightily  prevail. 

Destroy  the  works  of  self  and  pride. 
And  shake  the  gates  of  hell. 

2  Its  energy  exert 

In  the  believing  soul ; 
Diffuse  thy  grace  through  every  part. 

And  sanctify  the  whole ; 
Its  utmost  virtue  show 

In  pure  consummate  love. 
And  fill  with  all  thy  life  below. 

And  g^ve  us  thrones  above. 

CJharles  Wesler. 

[L.  lif .   Tune,  Missionary  Chant.   Page  69.] 
^\3\3  The  brightening  glory  of  the  Gospel. 

1  Upon  the  Gospel's  sacred  page 
The  gathered  beams  of  ages  shine ; 

And,  as  it  hastens,  every  age 
But  makes  its  brightness  more  divine. 

2  On  mightier  wing,  in  loftier  Wight, 
From  year  to  year  does  knowledge  soar ; 
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1  The  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord ; 
In  every  star  thy  wisdom  shines ; 

But  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word, 
We  read  thy  name  in  iairer  lines. 

2  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light, 
And  nights  and  days,  thy  power  confess, 

But  the  blest  volume  thou  hast  writ, 
Reveals  thy  justice  and  thy  grace. 

3  Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  convey  thy  praise 
Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand : 

So  when  thy  truth  began  its  race. 
It  touched  and  glanced  on  every  land. 

4  Nor  shall  thy  spreading  gospel  rest. 

Till  through  the  world  thy  truth  has  run : 
Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blessed 
That  see  the  light,  or  feel  the  sun. 

5  Great  Sun  of  righteousness,  arise, 

Bless  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light; 
Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise, 
Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right. 

6  Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view. 
In  souls  renewed,  and  sins  forgiven : 

i.ord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew, 
And  make  thy  word  my  guide  to  heaven. 

Isaao  Watts. 

^t/O       The  everlasting  word. 

1  The  starry  firmament  on  high. 
And  all  the  glories  ot  the  sky. 

Yet  shme  not  to  thy  praise,  O  Lord, 
So  brightly  as  thy  written  word. 

2  The  hopes  that  holy  word  supplies. 
Its  truths  divine  and  precepts  wise, 
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In  each  a  heavenly  beam  I  see, 
And  every  beam  conducts  to  thee. 

3  Almighty  Lord,  the  sun  shall  fail, 
The  moon  forget  her  nightly  tale. 
And  deepest  silence  hush  on  high 
The  radiant  chorus  of  the  sky ; 

4  But,  fixed  for  everlasting  years, 
Unmoved  amid  the  wreck  of  spheres. 
Thy  word  shall  shine  in  cloudless  day. 
When    heaven  and   earth   have  passed 

away. 

Sir  Bobert  Ghrant. 

^V/4    The  Saviour  seen  in  the  Scriptures. 

1  Now  let  my  soul,  eternal  King, 
To  thee  its  grateful  tribute  bring ; 
My  knee  with  humble  homage  bow  ; 
My  tongue  perform  its  solemn  vow. 

2  All  nature  sings  thy  boundless  love, 
In  worlds  below  and  worlds  above ; 
But  in  thy  blessed  word  I  trace 
Diviner  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

3  There,  what  delightful  truths  I  read ! 
There,  I  behold  the  Saviour  bleed ; 
His  name  salutes  my  listening  ear, 
Revives  my  heart  and  checks  my  fear. 

4  There  Jesus  bids  my  sorrows  cease, 
And  gives  my  laboring  conscience  peace ; 
He  lifts  my  grateful  thoughts  on  high; 
And  points  to  mansions  in  the  sky. 

5  For  love  like  this,  O  let  my  song, 
Through  endless  years,  thy  praise  prolong ; 
Let  distant  climes  thy  name  adore. 

Till  time  and  nature  are  no  more. 

OttiweU  Heginbotham. 
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^V/D         Riches  of  Ood^s  word. 

1  The  counsels  of  redeeming  grace 

The  sacred  leaves  unfold  ; 
And  here  the  Saviour's  lovely  face 

Our  raptured  eyes  behold. 

^  Here  light  descending  from  above 

Directs  our  doubtful  feet ; 
Here  promises  of  heavenly  love 

Our  ardent  wishes  meet. 

3  Our  numerous  griefs  are  here  redressed, 
And  all  our  wants  supplied : 

Naught  we  can  ask  to  make  us  blest 
Is  in  this  book  denied. 

4  For  these  inestimable  gains, 
That  so  enrich  the  mind, 

0  may  we  search  with  eager  pains, 

Assured  that  we  shall  find. 

Samuel  Stennett. 

d\)\}        Qlory  of  the  Scriptures. 

1  What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page ! 
Majestic,  Hke  the  sun, 

it  gives  a  light  to  every  age ; 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

2  The  power  that  gave  it  still  supplies 
The  gracious  light  and  heat ; 

Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise : 
They  rise,  but  never  set. 

3  Lord,  everlasting  thanks  be  thine 
For  such  a  bright  display. 

As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 
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4  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  him  I  love, 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 

In  brighter  worlds  above. 

William  Covrpor* 

iM§  Bible  precious. 

1  How  precious  is  the  book  divine, 
By  inspiration  given ! 

Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines -shine. 
To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts. 
In  this  dark  vale  of  tears ; 

Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imparts, 
And  quells  our  rising  fears. 

3  This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious  night 
Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way ; 

Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 

John  Fawoett. 


Revelation  disseminated. 
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1  Hail,  sacred  truth !  whose  piercing  rays 
Dispel  the  shades  of  night ; 

Diffusing  o'er  a  ruined  world 
The  healing  beams  of  light. 

2  Jesus,  thy  word,  with  friendly  aid. 
Restores  our  wandering  feet ; 

Converts  the  sorrows  of  the  mind 
To  joys  divinely  sweet. 

3  O  send  thy  light  and  truth  abroad. 
In  all  their  radiant  blaze ; 

And  bid  the  admiring  world  adore 
The  glories  of  thy  grace. 

John  ButtrwM,  alt. 
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.^MVI       Excellence  and  sufficiency^ 

1  Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  word 
What  endless  glory  shines! 

Forever  be  thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines. 

2  Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 
Exhaustless  riches  find; 

Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant, 
And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

3  Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 
And  yields  a  free  repast ; 

Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows 
Invite  the  longing  taste. 

4  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  around  ; 

And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  souna. 

6  O  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

Our  ever  dear  delight ; 
And  still  new  beauties  may  we  see. 

And  still  increasing  light. 

6  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  thou  forever  near; 
Teach  us  to  love  thy  sacred  word, 

And  view  the  Saviour  there. 

Anne  Steele. 

Jij\3  lAgktfrom  heaven. 

1  Bright  was  the  guiding  star  that  led, 
With  mild,  benignant  ray, 
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The  Gentiles  to  the  lowly  bed 
Where  the  Redeemer  lay. 

2  But  lo !  a  brighter,  clearer  light 
Now  points  to  his  abode; 

It  shines  through  sin  and  sorrow's  night, 
To  guide  us  to  our  God. 

3  O  gladly  tread  the  narrow  path, 
While  light  and  grace  are  given ; 

Who  meekly  follow  Christ  on  earth 
Shall  reign  with  him  in  heaven. 

Harriet  Aaber. 


oXjL  God  giveth  the  increase. — 1  Cor.  3 :  7. 

1  Almighty  God,  thy  word  is  cast 
Like  seed  upon  the  ground ; 

O  let  the  dew  of  heaven  descend, 
And  shed  its  influence  round. 

2  Let  not  the  foe  of  Christ  and  man 
This  holy  seed  remove ; 

May  it  take  root  in  every  heart. 
And  grow  in  faith  and  love. 

3  Let  not  this  life's  deceitful  cares. 
Nor  worldly  wealth  and  joy, 

Nor  scorching  beam,  nor  stormy  blast. 
The  rising  plant  destroy. 

4  Where'er  the  word  of  life  is  sown, 
A  large  increase  bestow ; 

That  all  who  hear  thy  message.  Lord, 
Its  saving  power  may  know. 

John  Oawood,  alt.  bgr  W.  V.  Hall. 
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3  O  Thou  who  seest  and  know'st  my  grief, 
Thyself  unseen,  unknown, 

Pity  my  helpless  unbelief, 
And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

4  Regard  me  with  a  gracious  eye ; 
The  long-sought  blessing  give ; 

And  bid  me,  at  the  point  to  die, 

Behold  thy  face  and  live. 

Charles  Weelej. 

tJU4  His  pitying  love, 

1  Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair. 
We  wretched  sinners  lay, 

Without  one  cheering  beam  of  hope. 
Or  spark  of  glimmering  day. 

2  With  pitying  eves  the  Prince  of  grace 
Beheld  our  helpless  grief: 

He  saw,  and,  O  amazing  love ! 
He  ran  to  our  relief. 

3  Down  from  the  shining  seats  above. 
With  joyful  haste  he  sped. 

Entered  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh. 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 

4  O  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  hills 
Their  lasting  silence  break ; 

And  all  harmonious  human  tongues, 
The  Saviour's  praises  speak. 

5  Angels,  assist  our  mighty  joys ; 
Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold ; 

But  when  you  raise  your  highest  notes. 
His  love  can  ne'er  be  told. 

Zisao  Watta. 


0\j^        Lord^  help  my  wibelief. 

1  How  sad  our  state  by  nature  is ! 
Our  sin,  how  deep  it  stains! 

And  Satan  binds  our  captive  souls 
Fast  in  his  slavish  chains. 

2  But  there 's  a  voice  of  sovereign  grace 
Sounds  from  the  sacred  word : 

"  Ho !  ye  despairing  sinners,  come. 
And  trust  a  faithful  Lord." 

3  My  soul  obeys  the  gracious  call, 
And  runs  to  this  relief; 

I  would  believe  thy  promise,  Lord ; 
O  help  my  unbelief! 

4  To  the  blest  fountain  of  thy  blood. 
Incarnate  God,  I  fly; 

Here  let  me  wash  my  guilty  soul 
From  crimes  of  deepest  dye. 

5  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm. 
Into  thme  arms  I  fall ; 

Be  thou  my  strength  and  righteousness. 

My  Jesus,  and  my  all. 

Lmwo  Watts. 

«JU«J       WitJwut  God  in  the  world. 

1  God  is  in  this  and  every  place ; 
But  O,  how  dark  and  void 

To  me ! — 'tis  one  great  wilderness. 
This  earth  without  my  God. 

2  Empty  of  him  who  all  things  fills. 
Till  he  his  light  impart, 

Till  he  his  glorious  self  reveals. 
The  veil  is  on  my  heart. 
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«SUO  Origi'Md  corruption  and  acttud  sin. 

1  Lord,  we  are  vile,  conceived  in  sin, 
And  bom  unholy  and  unclean ; 
Sprung  from  the  man  whose  guilty  fall 
Corrupts  his  race,  and  taints  us  all. 

2  Soon  as  we  draw  our  infant  breath 
The  seeds  of  sin  grow  up  for  death ; 
Thy  law  demands  a  perfect  heart, 
But  we  're  defiled  in  every  part. 

3  Behold,  we  fall  before  thy  face ; 
Our  only  refuge  is  thy  grace : 

No  outward  forms  can  make  us  clean ; 
The  leprosy  lies  deep  within. 

4  Nor  bleeding  bird,  nor  bleeding  beast. 
Nor  hyssop  branch,  nor  sprinkling  priest. 
Nor  running  brook,  nor  flood,  nor  sea, 
Can  wash  the  dismal  stain  away. 

5  Jesus,  thy  blood,  thy  blood  alone. 
Hath  power  sufficient  to  atone ; 

Thy  blood  can  make  us  white  as  snow ; 
No  Jewish  types  could  cleanse  us  so. 

6  While  g^ilt  disturbs  and  breaks  our 

peace, 
Nor  flesh  nor  soul  hath  rest  or  ease ; 
Lord,  let  us  hear  thy  pardoning  voice, 
And  nriake  these  broken  hearts  rejoice. 

Lmwo  Watts. 

uUO  The  ffreat  Physician, 

1  Deep  are  the  wounds  which  sin  has 
made; 

Where  shall  the  sinner  find  a  cure  ? 
In  vain,  alas !  is  nature's  aid ; 

The  work  exceeds  her  utmost  power. 
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2  But  can  no  sovereign  balm  be  found, 
And  is  no  kind  physician  nigh. 

To  ease  the  pain  and  heal  the  wound. 
Ere  life  and  hope  forever  fly  ? 

3  There  is  a  great  Physician  near ; 
Look  up,  O  fainting  soul,  and  live ; 

See,  in  his  heavenly  smiles,  appear 
Such  help  as  nature  cannot  give. 

4  See,  in  the  Saviour's  dying  blood, 
Life,  health,  and  bliss  abundant  flow ; 

And  in  that  sacrificial  flood 
A  balm  for  all  thy  grief  and  woe. 

Anne  Steele. 

oU  #  Inbred  leprosy, 

1  Jesus,  a  word,  a  look  from  thee, 
Can  turn  my  heart  and  make  it  clean ; 

Purge  out  the  inbred  leprosy. 
And  save  me  from  my  bosom  sin. 

2  Lord,  if  thou  wilt,  I  do  believe 
Thou  canst  the  saving  grace  impart; 

Thou  canst  this  instant  now  forgive. 
And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

3  My  heart,  which  now  to  thee  I  raise, 

I  know  thou  canst  this  moment  cleanse ; 
The  deepest  stains  of  sin  efface, 
And  drive  the  evil  spirit  hence. 

4  Be  it  according  to  thy  word ; 
Accomplish  now  thy  work  in  me ; 

And  let  my  soul,  to  health  restored, 
Devote  its  deathless  powers  to  thee. 

Gharles  Wesley. 


THE  SINNER— LOST  CONDITION. 


SHAWMUT.      S.  M. 


Ark.  bt  Lowkll  Masoh. 
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OUo      In  trespasses  and  sins. 
1  My  former  hopes  are  fled ; 
My  terror  now  begins : 

1  feel,  alas !  that  I  am  dead 

In  trespasses  and  sins. 

2  When  I  review  my  ways, 
I  dread  impending  doom : 

But  hark !  a  friendly  whisper  says, 
"Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come." 

3  With  trembling  hope  I  see 
A  glimmering  from  afar ; 

A  beam  of  day  that  shines  for  me, 
To  save  me  from  despair. 

4t  Forerunner  of  the  sun, 
It  marks  the  pilgrim's  way ; 

I  *ll  gaze  upon  it  while  I  run, 
And  watch  the  rising  day. 

WiUiam  Oowper. 

tjUi/       Dependence  on  the  Spirit 

1  How  helpless  nature  lies. 
Unconscious  of  her  load ! 

The  heart  unchanged  can  never  rise 
To  happiness  and  God. 

2  Can  aught  but  power  divine 
The  stubborn  will  subdue  ? 

'Tis  thine,  eternal  Spirit,  thine 
To  form  the  heart  anew; 

3  The  passions  to  recall. 
And  upward  bid  them  ris« ; 

To  make  the  scales  of  error  fall 
From  reason's  darkened  eyes. 

4  O  change  these  hearts  of  ours, 
And  give  them  life  divine ; 

Then  shall  our  passions  and  our  powers, 
Almighty  Lord,  be  thine. 

Anne  Steele. 

tjXU  Helpless  and  guilty, 

1  Ah,  how  shall  fallen  man 
Be  just  before  his  God  ? 

If  he  contend  in  righteousness. 
We  sink  beneath  his  rod. 

2  If  he  our  ways  should  mark 
With  strict  inquiring  eyes. 

Could  we  for  one  of  thousand  faults 
■  A  just  excuse  devise  ? 


3  The  mountains,  in  thy  wrath. 
Their  ancient  seats  forsake ; 

The  trembling  earth  deserts  her  place, 
Her  rooted  pillars  shake. 

4  Ah,  how  shall  guilty  man 
Contend  with  such  a  God  ? 

None — ^none  can  meet  him,  and  escape, 
But  through  the  Saviour's  blood. 

Zeaao  Watts. 

0 1 X  Obduracy  bemoaned, 

1  O  THAT  I  could  repent ! 
O  that  I  could  believe ! 

Thou,  by  thy  voice,  the  marble  rend. 

The  rock  in  sunder  cleave : 
Thou,  by  thy  two-edged  sword. 

My  soul  and  spirit  part ; 
Strike  with  the  hammer  of  thy  word. 

And  break  my  stubborn  heart. 

2  Saviour,  and  Prince  of  peace, 
The  double  grace  bestow ; 

Unloose  the  bands  of  wickedness. 

And  let  the  captive  go : 
Grant  me  my  sins  to  feel, 

And  then  the  load  remove : 

Wound,  and  pour  in,  my  wounds  to  heal. 

The  balm  of  pardoning  love. 

Gbarlee  Wesley. 


Christ  our  ransom. 
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312 

1  Our  sins  on  Christ  were  laid ; 
He  bore  the  mighty  load ; 

Our  ransom-price  he  fully  paid 
In  groans,  and  tears,  and  blood. 

2  To  save  a  world,  he  dies ; 
Sinners,  behold  the  Lamb ! 

To  him  lift  up  your  longing  eyes ; 
Seek  mercy  in  his  name. 

3  Pardon  and  peace  abound ; 
He  will  your  sins  forgive ; 

Salvation  in  his  name  is  found, — 
He  bids  the  sinner  live. 

4  Jesus,  we  look  to  thee ; 
Where  else  can  sinners  go  ? 

Thy  boundless  love  shall  set  us  free 
From  wretchedness  and  woe. 

Jolm  JPftwoett. 
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STATE    STREET.       S.  M.  Jonathan  Call  Woodman. 
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OXO  TA«  on/y  nam«. 

1  Jesus,  thou  Source  divine, 
Whence  hope  and  comfort  flow! 

Jesus,  no  other  name  than  thine 
Can  save  from  endless  woe. 

2  None  else  will  Heaven  approve : 
Thou  art  the  only  way, 

Ordained  by  everlasting  love. 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 

3  Here  let  our  feet  abide, 
Nor  from  thy  path  depart : 

Direct  our  steps,  thou  gracious  Guide ! 
And  cheer  the  fainting  heart. 

4  Safe  through  this  world  of  night, 
Lead  to  the  blissful  plains, 

The  regions  of  unclouded  light. 
Where  joy  forever  reigns. 

iknne  Steele. 


A\j±  Theprecicnu  blood, 

1  God's  holy  law  transgressed. 
Speaks  nothing  but  despair ; 

Convinced  of  guilt,  with  grief  oppressed. 
We  find  no  comfort  there. 

2  Not  all  our  groans  and  tears. 
Nor  works  which  we  have  done. 

Nor  vows,  nor  promises,  nor  prayers, 
Can  e'er  for  sin  atone. 

3  Relief  alone  is  found 

In  Jesus'  precious  blood : 
'Tis  this  that  heals  the  mortal  wound, 
And  reconciles  to  God. 

4  High  lifted  on  the  cross 
The  spotless  Victim  dies ; 

This  is  salvation's  only  source; 
Hence  all  our  hopes  arise. 

Benjamin  Beddome. 


AZMON.      C.  M. 


Gael  Ootthklf  Glasbb,  abb.  bt  Lowkll  Mason. 
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*J15  Wonders  of  redemption. 

1  How  gfreat  the  wisdom,  power,  and  grace, 
Which  in  redemption  shine! 

The  heavenly  host  with  joy  confess 
The  work  is  all  divine. 

2  Before  His  feet  they  cast  their  crowns, — 
Those  crowns  which  Jesus  gave, — 

And,  with  ten  thousand  thousand  tongues, 
Proclaim  his  power  to  save. 
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3  They  tell  the  triumphs  of  his  cross, 
The  sufferings  which  he  bore ; 

How  low  he  stooped,  how  high  he  rose. 
And  rose  to  stoop  no  more. 

4  With  them  let  us  our  voices  raise. 
And  still  the  song  renew ; 

Salvation  well  deserves  the  praise 
Of  men  and  angels  too. 

Benjamm  Beddome. 


THE  SINNER— PROVISIONS  OF  THE  GOSPEL. 
ST.    BERNARD.       C.  M.  Lomdoh  Tuini  Book. 
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A  vast,  unfathomable  sea, 
Where  all  our  thoughts  are  drowned. 

4  Its  streams  the  whole  creation  reach, 
So  plenteous  is  the  store ; 

Enough  for  all,  enough  for  each. 
Enough  for  evermore. 

5  Faithful,  O  Lord,  thy  mercies  are, 
A  rock  that  cannot  move : 

A  thousand  promises  declare 
Thy  constancy  of  love. 

6  Throughout  the  universe  it  reigns. 
Unalterably  sure ; 

And  while  the  truth  of  God  remains. 
His  goodness  must  endure. 

COHarlas  Wesley. 

318     The  Way,  t/ie  Truth,  and  the  Life, 

1  Thou  art  the  Way:— to  thee  alone 
From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 

And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 
Must  seek  him,  Lord,  by  thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth : — thy  word  alone 
True  wisdom  can  impart ; 

Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind. 
And  purify  the  heart. 

3  Thou  art  the  Life : — the  rending  tomb 
Proclaims  thy  conquering  arm ; 

And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  thee 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life; 
Grant  us  that  Way  to  know. 

That  Truth  to  keep,  that  Life  to  win, 
Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 


tJXO  The  dearest  name. 

1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 
In  a  believer's  ear ! 

It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds. 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 

'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul. 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  name !  the  rock  on  which  I  build. 
My  shield  and  hiding-place ; 

My  never- failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace ! 

4  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Saviour,  Friend, 
My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 

My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring ! 

6  I  would  thy  boundless  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath ; 
So  shall  the  music  of  thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

John  Newton. 

tjX  I  Ceaseless  goodness. 

1  Thy  ceaseless,  unexhausted  love, 
Unmerited  and  free. 

Delights  our  evil  to  remove, 
And  help  our  misery. 

2  Thou  waitest  to  be  gracious  still ; 
Thou  dost  with  sinners  bear ; 

That,  saved,  we  may  thy  goodness  feel. 
And  all  thy  grace  declare. 

3  Thy  goodifess  and  thy  truth  to  me. 
To  every  soul,  abound ; 
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COWPER.      C.  M. 
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t5X«7         The  cleansififf  fountain. 

1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood 
Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins ; 

And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day; 

And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Thou  dying  Lamb !  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power, 

Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply. 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme. 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
I  '11  sing  thy  power  to  save. 

When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

6  Lord,  I  believe  thou  hast  prepared. 
Unworthy  though  I  be. 

For  me  a  blood-bought,  free  reward, 
A  golden  harp  for  me  I 


7  'Tis  strung  and  tuned  for  endless  years. 
And  formed  by  power  divine. 

To  sound  in  God  the  Father's  ears. 
No  other  name  but  thine. 

WillUun  Oowper. 

O'^x)  The  pierced  hand. 

1  When  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul 
Lies  bleeding  and  unbound. 

One  only  hand,  a  pierc6d  hand. 
Can  heal  the  sinner's  wound. 

2  When  sorrow  swells  the  laden  breast. 
And  tears  of  anguish  flow. 

One  only  heart,  a  broken  heart. 
Can  feel  the  sinner's  woe. 

3  When  penitence  has  wept  in  vain 
Over  some  foul,  dark  spot. 

One  only  stream,  a  stream  of  blood. 
Can  wash  away  the  blot. 

4  'Tis  Jesus'  blood  that  washes  white, 
His  hand  that  brings  relief; 

His  heart  that 's  touched  with  all  our  joys. 
And  feeleth  for  our  grief. 

5  Lift  up  thy  bleeding  hand,  O  Lord ! 
Unseal  that  cleansing  tide : 

We  have  no  shelter  from  our  sin 
But  in  thy  wounded  side. 

Krs.  Oeoil  T.  Alexander. 


CLEANSING    FOUNTAIN.      C.  M. 
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Lose  all    their  guilt -y       stains,  Lose   all    their  guilt- 7     stains,   Lose  all    their  guilt  -  7    stains. 
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SILVER    STREET.      S.  M. 


Isaac  Smitb. 


3  til  Orace. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 
To  save  rebellious  man ; 

And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  taught  my  roving  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet, 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 
Through  everlasting  days ; 

It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  our  praise. 

Fhilip  Doddridge. 

OtH    Our  debt  paid  upo7i  the  cross. 
1  What  majesty  and  grace 
Through  all  the  gospel  shine ! 


HUMMEL.      C.  M. 


'Tis  God  that  speaks,  and  we  confess 
The  doctrine  most  divine. 

2  Down  from  his  throne  on  high, 
The  mighty  Saviour  comes ; 

Lays  his  bright  robes  of  glory  by. 
And  feeble  flesh  assumes. 

3  The  debt  that  sinners  owed. 
Upon  the  cross  he  pays : 

Then  through  the  clouds  ascends  to  God, 
'Midst  shouts  of  loftiest  praise. 

4  There  our  High  Priest  appears 
Before  his  Father's  throne ; 

Mingles  his  merits  with  our  tears, 
And  pours  salvation  down. 

5  Great  Sovereign,  we  adore 
Thy  justice  and  thy  grace. 

And  on  thy  faithfulness  and  power 
Our  firm  dependence  place. 

Samuel  Stennett,  alt. 


T?**  -tf^-S*  III  * 


Heinbich  Christopher  Zkitkeb. 
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2  Poor,  sinful,  thirsty,  fainting  souls 
Are  freely  welcome  here  ; 

Salvation,  like  a  river,  rolls 
Abundant,  free,  and  clear. 

3  Come,  then,  with  all  your  wants  and 
Your  every  burden  bring :       [wounds ; 

Here  love,  unchanging  love,  abounds, 
A  deep,  celestial  spring. 
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4  Whoever  will — O  gracious  word ! 
May  of  this  stream  partake  ; 

Come,  thirsty  souls,  and  bless  the  Lord, 
And  drink,  for  Jesus'  sake. 

5  Millions  of  sinners,  vile  as  you. 
Have  here  found  life  and  peace ; 

Come,  then,  and  prove  its  virtues  too, 
And  drink,  adore,  and  bless. 

Samuel  ICedley,  alt. 


THE  SINNER— PROVISIONS  OF  THE  GOSPEL. 
CAMBRIDGE.      C.  M.  Jo™  E.bdu.l. 


334         The  josfvl  ammd. 
1  Salvation  !  O  the  joyful  sound ! 
What  pleasure  to  our  ears! 


8  Salvation !  let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around, 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 

Conspire  10  raise  the  sound. 
3  Salvation !  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb ! 

To  ihee  the  praise  belongs : 
Salvation  shall  inspire  our  hearts, 

And  dwell  upon  our  longues. 


325       Tlte  all-eu^daU  Saviour. 

1  The  Saviour !  0  what  endless  charms 

Dwell  in  that  blissful  sound! 
Its  influence  every  fear  disarms, 

And  spreads  delight  around. 
3  Here  pardon,  life,  and  joy  divine, 

In  rich  effusion  flow. 
For  guilty  rebels,  lost  in  sin, 

And  doomed  to  endless  woe. 
3  The  almighty  Former  of  ihe  skies 

Stoops  to  our  vile  abode ; 
While  angels  view  with  wondering  eyes, 


4  How  rich  the  depths  of  love  divine! 

Of  bliss  a  boundless  store  ! 
Redeemer,  let  me  call  thee  mine, 

Thy  fullness  I  implore. 


5  On  thee  alone  my  hope  relies; 

Beneath  thy  cross  1  fall ; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Sacrifice, 

My  Saviour,  and  my  All ! 

tJ'SD  The  gospel /eaal, 

1  Let  every  mortal  ear  attend. 

And  every  hearl  rejoice; 
TL,  . .  qC  jj,g  gospel  sounds 


The  trumpet 
With  —  ^- 


3  Ho !  al!  ye  hungry,  starving  souls, 
That  feed  upon  the  wind. 

And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 
To  fill  an  empty  mind; 

3  Eternal  Wisdom  hath  prepared 

A  soul-reviving  feast. 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 

The  rich  provision  taste. 


4  Ho!  ye  that  pant  for  living  si 

And  pine  away  and  tile, 
Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirst 

With  springs  that  never  dry. 

B  Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 


6  The  happy  gates  of  gospel  grace 
Stand  open  night  and  day: 

Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies. 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 


THE  SINNER— PROVISIONS  OF  THE  GOSPEL. 
ROCKINGHAM.       L.  M.  Lowell  Maboh. 
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t5<«  7   Zov«  tf^AtcA  passeth  knowledge. 

1  Of  Him  who  did  salvation  bring, 

1  could  forever  think  and  sing ; 
Arise,  ye  needy, — he  '11  relieve ; 
Arise,  ye  guilty, — he  '11  forgive. 

2  Ask  but  his  grace,  and  lo,  'tis  g^ven ; 
Ask,  and  he  turns  your  hell  to  heaven : 
Though  sin  and  sorrow  wound  my  soul, 
Jesus,  thy  balm  will  make  it  whole. 

3  To  shame  our  sins  he  blushed  in  blood ; 
He  closed  his  eyes  to  show  us  God : 

Let  all  the  world  fall  down  and  know 
That  none  but  God  such  love  can  show. 

4  'Tis  thee  I  love,  for  thee  alone 

I  shed  my  tears  and  make  my  moan ; 
Where'er  I  am,  where'er  I  move, 
I  meet  the  object  of  my  love. 

5  Insatiate  to  this  spring  I  fly ; 
I  drink,  and  yet  am  ever  dry : 

Ah !  who  against  thy  charms  is  proof? 
Ah !  who  that  loves,  can  love  enough  ? 

Bernard  of  dairvauz.   Tr.  bgr  A.  W.  Boehm. 

0<io  The  divine  Teacher. 

1  How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel  sound 
From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace, 

While  listening  thousands  gathered  round, 
And  joy  and  reverence  filled  the  place ! 

2  From  heaven  He  came,  of  heaven  he 

spoke. 
To  heaven  he  led  his  followers'  way ; 
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Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  he  broke, 
Unveiling  an  immortal  day. 

3  **  Come,   wanderers,   to    my   Father's 

home; 
Come,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest." 
Yes,  sacred  Teacher,  we  will  come. 
Obey,  and  be  forever  blest. 

4  Decay,  then,  tenements  of  dust ! 
Pillars  of  earthly  pride,  decay ! 

A  nobler  mansion  waits  the  just. 
And  Jesus  has  prepared  the  way. 

eur  JfOm  Bowrtnff. 

04t\j  The  gift  umtpeakable. 

1  Happy  the  man  who  finds  the  g^ace, 
The  blessing  of  God's  chosen  race. 
The  wisdom  coming  from  above, 

The  faith  that  sweetly  works  by  love. 

2  Wisdom  divine !  who  tells  the  price 
Of  wisdom's  costly  merchandise? 
Wisdom  to  silver  we  prefer, 

And  gold  is  dross  compared  to  her. 

3  Her  hands  are  filled  with   length  of 

days. 
True  riches,  and  immortal  praise ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness. 
And  all  her  flowery  paths  are  peace. 

4  Happy  the  man  who  wisdom  gains ; 
Thrice  happy,  who  his  guest  retains : 
He  owns,  and  shall  forever  own. 
Wisdom,  and  Christ,  and  heaven,  are  one. 

Charles  Wesley. 


THE  SINNER—PROVISIONS  OF  THE  GOSPEL. 
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tSuU  The  voice  of  fret  grace, 

1  The  voice  of  free  g^ce  cries,  "  Escape 

to  the  mountain ; 

For  Adam's  lost  race  Christ  hath  opened  a 
fountain : 

For  sin  and  uncleanness,  and  every  trans- 
gression. 

His  blood  flows  most  freely,  in  streams  of 
salvation." 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  who  has  pur- 
chased our  pardon ! 
We  will  praise  him  again  when  we  pass 
over  Jordan. 

2  Now  glory  to  God  in  the  highest  is  given ; 
Now  glory  to  God  is  re-echoed  in  heaven ; 
Around  tne  whole  earth  let  us  tell  the  glad 

story, 
And  sing  of  his  love,  his  salvation  and  glory. 


3  O  Jesus,  ride  on, — thy  kingdom  is  glo- 

rious ; 

O'er  sin,  death,  and  hell,  thou  wilt  make  us 
victorious : 

Thy  name  shall  be  praised  in  the  great  con- 
gregation. 

And  saints  shall  ascribe  unto  thee  their  sal- 
vation. 

4  When  on  Zion  we  stand,  having  gained 

the  blest  shore. 
With  our  harps  in  our  hands,  we  will  praise 

evermore : 
We  '11  range  the  blest  fields  on  the  banks  of 

the  river. 
And  sing  of  redemption  forever  and  ever. 

BiOhard  Burdsall. 
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tJtjX  TA«  year  ofjvhilee, 

2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 
Hath  full  atonement  made : 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 
Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 

Redemption  in  his  blood 
Throughout  the  world  proclaim : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

4  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell. 
Your  liberty  receive, 

And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 
And  blest  in  Jesus  live : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

5  Ye  who  have  sold  for  naught 
Your  heritage  above, 

Shall  have  it  back  unbought. 
The  gift  of  Jesus'  love : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

6  The  gospel  trumpet  hear. 
The  news  of  heavenly  grace ; 

And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

tJtJ/^     /estM,  the  all-atoning  Lamb, 

1  Let  earth  and  heaven  agree. 

Angels  and  men  be  joined, 
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To  celebrate  with  me 
The  Saviour  of  mankind : 
To  adore  the  all-atoning  Lajnb, 
And  bless  the  sound  of  Jesus*  name. 

2  Jesus  I  transporting  sound ! 
The  joy  of  earth  and  heaven ; 

No  other  help  is  found. 
No  other  name  is  given. 
By  which  we  can  salvation  have ; 
But  Jesus  came  the  world  to  save. 

3  Jesus !  harmonious  name ! 
it  charms  the  hosts  above ; 

They  evermore  proclaim 
And  wonder  at  his  love : 
'Tis  all  their  happiness  to  gaze, — 
*Tis  heaven  to  see  our  Jesus'  face. 

4  His  name  the  sinner  hears. 
And  is  from  sin  set  free ; 

*Tis  music  in  his  ears ; 
'Tis  life  and  victory.; 
New  songs  do  now  his  lips  employ. 
And  dances  his  glad  heart  for  joy. 

5  O  unexampled  love ! 

O  all-redeeming  grace ! 
How  swiftly  didst  thou  move 

To  save  a  fallen  race ! 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  it  known. 
What  thou  for  all  mankind  hast  done? 

6  O  for  a  trumpet  voice. 
On  all  the  world  to  call, 

To  bid  their  hearts  rejoice 

In  him  who  died  for  all  I 

For  all  my  Lord  was  crucified ; 

For  all,  for  all,  my  Saviour  died. 

CluttlM  Wwlay. 


THE  SINNER— PROVISIONS  OF  THE  GOSPEL. 
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«5*i«5  He  died  for  me. 

1  When  time  seems  short  and  death  is  near. 

And  I  am  pressed  by  doubt  and  fear, 

And  sins,  an  overflowing  tide. 

Assail  my  peace  on  every  side, 

This  thought  my  refuge  still  shall  be, 

1  know  the  Saviour  died  for  me. 

2  His  name  is  Jesus,  and  he  died, 
For  guilty  sinners  crucified ; 
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Content  to  die  that  he  might  win 
Their  ransom  from  the  death  of  sin : 
No  sinner  worse  than  I  can  be. 
Therefore  I  know  he  died  for  me. 

3  If  grace  were  bought,  I  could  not  buy; 

If  grace  were  coined,  no  wealth  have  I ; 

By  grace  alone  I  draw  my  breath. 

Held  up  from  everlasting  death ; 

Yet,  since  I  know  his  grace  is  free, 

I  know  the  Saviour  died  for  me. 

George  W.  Bethime. 

FbOM  Felix   MENDELBSOnM-BABTHOLDT. 
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«>t>4  The  Desire  of  natioris. 

1  Come,  thou  long-expected  Jesus, 
Born  to  set  thy  people  free : 

From  our  fears  and  sins  release  us. 
Let  us  find,  our  rest  in  thee. 

2  Israel's  Strength  and  Consolation, 
Hope  of  all  the  earth  thou  art ; 

Dear  Desire  of  every  rration, 
Joy  of  every  longing  heart. 


3  Bom  thy  people  to  deliver, 
Born  a  child,  and  yet  a  King, 

Born  to  reign  in  us  forever, 
Now  thy  gracious  kingdom  bring. 

4  By  thine  own  eternal  Spirit, 
Rule  in  all  our  hearts  alone ; 

By  thine  all-sufficient  merit. 

Raise  us  to  thy  glorious  throne. 

Oharlee  Wesley. 
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THE  SINNER— WARNING  AND  INVITING. 


EXPOSTULATION.       1 1. 


Bbt.  Jobiah  Hopxna. 
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OOO  Turn  ye, 

2  And  now  Christ  is  ready  your  souls  to 

receive, 
O  how  can  you  question,  if  you  will  believe  ? 
If  sin  is  your  burden,  why  will    you  not 

come? 
*Tis  you  he  bids  welcome ;  he  bids  you  come 

home. 

3  In  riches,  in  pleasures,  what  can  you  obtain, 
To  soothe  your  affliction,  or  banish  your 

pain? 
To  bear  up  your  spirit  when  summoned  to  die. 
Or  waft  you  to  mansions  of  glory  on  high  ? 

4  Why  will  you  be  starving,  and  feeding  on 

air? 
There's  mercy  in  Jesus,  enough  and  to 

spare ; 
If  still  you  are  doubting,  make  trial  and  see. 
And  prove  that  his  mercy  is  boundless  and 

free. 

Joaiah  Hopkins. 

000  Delay  not. 

1  Delay  not,  delay  not,  O  sinner,  draw 

near, 
The  waters  of  life  are  now  flowing  for 
thee; 
No  price  is  demanded,  the  Saviour  is  here, 
Redemption  is  purchased,  salvation  is  free. 
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2  Delay  not,  delay  not,  why  longer  abuse 
The  love  and  compassion  of  Jesus,  thy 

God? 
A  fountain  is  open,  how  canst  thou  refuse 
To  wash  and  be  cleansed  in  his  pardon- 
ing blood  ? 

3  Delay  not,  delay  not,  O  sinner,  to  come. 
For  Mercy  still  lingers  and  calls  thee  to- 
day: 

Her  voice  is  not  heard  in  the  vale  of  the 
tomb; 
Her  message,  unheeded,  will  soon  pass 
away. 

4  Delay  not.  delay  not,  the  Spirit  of  grace 
Long  grieved  and  resisted,  may  take  his 

sad  flight, 
And  leave  thee  in  darkness  to  finish  thy 
race. 
To  sink  in  the  gloom  of  eternity's  night. 

5  Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  hour  is  at  hand. 
The  earth  shall  dissolve,  and  the  heavens 

shall  fade, 
The  dead,  small  and  great,  in  the  judgment 
shall  stand ; 
What  power  then,  O  sinner,  will  lend  thee 
its  aid ! 

Shornaa 


THE  SINNER— WARNING  AND  INVITING. 
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337  Fly  U>  Jetu>. 

2  Find  in  Christ  the  way  of  peace. 
Peace  unspeakable,  unknown ; 

By  his  pain  he  gives  you  ease. 
Life  by  his  expiring  groan : 
Rise  exalted  by  his  fall ; 
Find  in  Christ  your  all  in  all. 

3  O  believe  the  record  true, 
God  to  you  his  Son  hath  given  ; 

Ye  may  now  be  happy  too. 

Find  on  earth  the  life  of  heaven  i 
Live  the  life  of  heaven  above. 
All  the  life  of  glorious  love. 

4  This  the  universal  bliss. 
Bliss  for  every  soul  designed ; 

God's  original  promise  this, 

God's  great  gift  to  all  mankind: 
Blest  in  Christ  this  moment  be. 
Blest  to  all  eternity. 

OtSo  Vorrt^,  OTid  welcome, 

1  From  the  Cross  uplifted  high, 
Where  the  Saviour  tfeigns  to  die, 
What  melodious  sounds  we  hear 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear ! 
"  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done. 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  cornel 
S  "Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne, 
Why  beneath  thy  burdens  groan  ? 


On  his  piercM  body  laid, 
Justice  owns  the  ransom  paid; 
Bow  the  knee,  embrace  the  Son, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come! 
3  "  Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  bounty  stored ; 
To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed. 
Thou  shall  be  a  child  confessed. 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam ; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come!" 

TbomM  BmnU. 
339  Tlu  aork  of  tin. 

1  Hearts  of  stone,  relent,  relent! 

Break,  by  Jesus'  cross  subdued; 
See  his  body  mangled,  rent, 

Covered  with  his  flowing  blood ! 
Sinful  soul,  what  hast  thou  done? 
Cnici6ed  the  Eternal  Son ! 
8  Yes,  thy  sins  have  done  the  deed, 

Driven  the  nails  that  fined  him  there, 
Crowned  with  thorns  his  sacred  head, 

Pierced  him  with  a  soldier's  spear. 
Made  his  soul  a  sacrifice ; 
For  a  sinful  world  he  dies. 
3  Wilt  thou  let  him  die  in  vainP 

Still  to  death  pursue  our  God? 
Open  all  his  wounds  again  ? 

Trample  on  his  precious  blood? 
No ;  with  all  my  sins  I  'II  part ; 
Saviour,  take  my  broken  heart. 
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Invitation  hymn. 


1  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy. 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore ; 

Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power : 

He  is  able, 
He  is  willing :  doubt  no  more. 

2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome ; 
God's  free  bounty  glorify ; 

True  belief  and  true  repentance. 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh. 

Without  money. 
Come  to  Jesus  Chnst  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger. 
Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ; 

All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him : 

This  ne  gives  you ; 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  glimmering  beam. 

4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden, 
Bruisea  and  mangled  by  the  fall ; 
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If  you  tarry  till  you  're  better. 
You  will  never  come  at  all ; 

Not  the  righteous, — 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call. 

5  Agonizing  in  the  garden. 
Your  Redeemer  prostrate  lies ; 

On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him ! 
Hear  him  cry,  before  he  dies, 

"  It  is  finished ! " 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  ? 

6  Lo !  the  incarnate  God,  ascending. 
Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood : 

Venture  on  him,  venture  freely ; 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude : 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 

7  Saints  and  angels,  joined  in  concert, 
Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb ; 

While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaven 
Sweetly  echo  with  his  name : 

Hallelujah ! 
Sinners  here  may  do  the  same. 

Josepb  Hart. 
Bsy.  John  Black. 
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t54JL  The  healing  fountain, 

2  Come,  in  sorrow  and  contrition, 
Wounded,  impotent,  and  blind ; 

Here  the  guilty,  free  remission, 

Here  the  lost  a  refuge  find. 
Health  this  fountain  will  restore ; 
He  that  drinks  need  thirst  no  more. 

3  Come,  ye  dying,  live  forever ; 
*Tis  a  soul-reviving  flood ; 

God  is  faithful ;  he  will  never 

Break  his  covenant  sealed  in  blood ; 
Signed  when  our  Redeemer  died. 
Sealed  when  he  was  glorified. 

Jamee  Koatgomery. 

Siti  Hear^  and  live, 

1  Sinners,  will  you  scorn  the  message 
Sent  in  mercy  from  above  ? 

Every  sentence,  O  how  tender ! 
Every  line  is  full  of  love: 

Listen  to  it ; 
Every  line  is  full  of  love. 

2  Hear  the  heralds  of  the  gospel 
News  from  Zion's  King  proclaim ; 

"Pardon  to  each  rebel  sinner. 
Free  forgiveness  in  his  name : " 
How  important ! 
Free  forgiveness  in  his  name." 


u 


3  Tempted  souls,  they  bring  you  succor  ; 
Fearful  hearts,  they  quell  your  fears. 

And,  with  news  of  consolation. 
Chase  away  the  falling  tears : 

Tender  heralds ! 
Chase  away  the  falling  tears. 

4  O  ye  angels,  hovering  round  us. 
Waiting  spirits,  speed  your  way ; 

Haste  ye  to  the  court  of  heaven. 
Tidings  bear  without  delay, 

Rebel  sinners 
Glad  the  message  will  obey. 

Jonatium  Allen. 


The  last  call. 
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1  Hear,  O  sinner,  mercy  hails  you. 
Now  with  sweetest  voice  she  calls ; 

Bids  you  haste  to  seek  the  Saviour, 
Ere  the  hand  of  justice  falls; 

Hear,  O  sinner  I 
'Tis  the  voice  of  mercy  calls. 

2  Haste,  O  sinner,  to  the  Saviour ! 
Seek  his  mercy  while  you  may ; 

Soon  the  day  of  grace  is  over ; 

Soon  your  life  will  pass  away : 

Haste,  O  sinner! 

You  must  perish  if  you  stay. 

Andrew  Beed. 


THE  SINNER— WARNING  AND  INVITING. 

HORTON.       7.  Xatisb  Sohivtdsb  von  WABTmun. 
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t544  The  gracious  calL 

1  Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 
Come,  and  make  my  path  your  choice ; 

1  will  guide  you  to  your  home ; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come. 

2  Thou  who,  houseless,  sole,  forlorn. 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn. 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  haste. 

3  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain ; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn ; 

4  Hither  come,  for  here  is  found 

Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound. 

Peace  that  ever  shall  endure. 

Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

Ifn.  Axma  L.  Barbaold. 

t540  Dday  dangerous, 

1  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise ! 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun : 

Wisdom  if  you  still  despise. 
Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

2  Hasten,  mercy  to  implore ! 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 

Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er 
Ere  this  evening's  stage  be  run. 

3  Hasten,  sinner,  to  return ! 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 

Lest  thy  lamp  should  fail  to  burn 
Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 


4  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  blest  I 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 

Lest  perdition  thee  arrest 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 

Thonuui  SooCt. 


346  At  Zion's  gate. 

1  Pilgrim,  burdened  with  thy  sin. 
Come  the  way  to  Zion's  gate: 

There,  till  mercy  lets  thee  in. 

Knock,  and  weep,  and  watch,  and  wait. 
Knock — He  knows  the  sinner's  cry ; 

Weep — he  loves  the  mourner's  tears ; 
Watch,  for  saving  grace  is  nigh ; 

Wait,  till  heavenly  light  appears. 

2  Hark,  it  is  the  Bridegroom's  voice : 
"  Welcome,  pilgrim,  to  thy  rest ! " 

Now  within  the  gate  rejoice, 

Safe,  and  sealed,  and  bought,  and  blest ; 
Safe,  from  all  the  lures  of  vice ; 

Sealed,  by  signs  the  chosen  know ; 
Bought  by  love,  and  life  the  price ; 

Blest,  the  mighty  debt  to  owe. 
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3  Holy  pilgrim,  what  for  thee 

In  a  world  like  this  remain  ? 
From  thy  guarded  breast  shall  flee 

Fear,  and  shame,  and  doubt,  and  pain  ; 
Fear,  the  hope  of  heaven  shall  fly ; 

Shame,  from  glory's  view  retire ; 

Doubt,  in  certain  rapture  die ; 

Pain,  in  endless  bliss  expire. 

Qearye  Ctoebb*. 


THE  SINNER— WARNING  AND  INVITING. 

HOL.LINGSIDE.        7.  D.  Bkt.  John  Bacohub  DTxaft. 
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FIB8T  PAST. 

•J4  I  Why  vnU  ye  dieF 

2  Sinners,  turn ;  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why ; 
He,  who  did  your  souls  retrieve. 
Died  himself,  that  ye  might  live. 
"Will  ye  let  him  die  in  vain  ? 
Crucify  your  Lord  again  ? 

Why,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die  ? 

3  Sinners,  turn ;  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you  why; 
He,  who  all  your  lives  hath  strove. 
Wooed  you  to  embrace  his  love. 
Will  ye  not  his  grace  receive  ? 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live  ? 

Why,  ye  long-sought  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  grieve  your  God,  and  die? 

4  Dead,  already  dead  within,— 
Spiritually  dead  in  sin ; 

Dead  to  God  while  here  you  breathe. 
Pant  ye  after  second  death  ? 
Will  ye  still  in  sin  remain. 
Greedy  of  eternal  pain  ? 
O  ye  dying  sinners,  why. 
Why  will  ye  forever  die  ? 

Charles  Wesley. 


SECOND  PART. 
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t54o  Tender  expostulation, 

1  What  could  your  Redeemer  do. 
More  than  he  hath  done  for  you  ? 
To  procure  your  peace  with  God, 
Could  he  more  than  shed  his  blood  ? 
After  all  his  flow  of  love. 

All  his  drawings  from  above. 
Why  will  ye  your  Lord  deny  ? 
Why  will  ye  resolve  to  die  ? 

2  "  Turn,"  he  cries,  "  ye  sinners,  turn :  " 
By  his  life,  your  God  hath  sworn, 

He  would  have  you  turn  and  live ; 
He  would  all  the  world  receive. 
If  your  death  were  his  delight. 
Would  he  you  to  life  invite  ? 
Would  he  ask,  beseech,  and  cry, 
"  Why  will  ye  resolve  to  die  ?  " 

3  Sinners,  turn,  while  God  is  near ; 
Dare  not  think  him  insincere : 
Now,  e'en  now,  your  Saviour  stands ; 
All  day  long  he  spreads  his  hands ; 
Cries,  "  Ye  will  not  happy  be ; 

No,  ye  will  not  come  to  me — 
Me,  who  life  to  none  deny: 
Why  will  ye  resolve  to  die?" 

Oharles  Wesley. 
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1  While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 
Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given ; 

But  soon,  ah,  soon,  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 

2  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day ! 
How  sweet  the  gospel's  charming  sound ! 

Come,  sinners,  haste,  O  haste  away. 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

3  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing, 
Shall  death  command  you  to  the  grave. 

Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

4  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair. 

No  Sabbath's  heavenly  light  shall  rise. 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer, 
No  Saviour  call  you  to  the  skies. 

6  Now  God  invites ;  how  blest  the  day ! 

How  sweet  the  gospel's  charming  sound ! 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  O  haste  away. 

While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

Timothy  Dwlght. 
FIB8T  PART. 

OD\)  All  things  are  ready. 

1  Sinners,  obey  the  gospel  word ; 
Haste  to  the  supper  of  my  Lord ; 
Be  wise  to  know  your  gracious  day ; 
All  things  are  ready, — come  away. 

2  Ready  the  Father  is  to  own 
And  kiss  his  late-returning  son ; 
Ready  your  loving  Saviour  stands. 
And  spreads  for  you  his  bleeding  hands. 

3  Ready  the  Spirit  of  his  love. 
Just  now  the  stony  to  remove ; 
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To  apply  and  witness  with  the  blood, 
And  wash  and  seal  the  sons  of  God. 

4  Ready  for  you  the  angels  wait, 
To  triumph  in  your  blest  estate ; 
Tuning  their  harps,  they  long  to  praise 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 

5  The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Are  ready,  with  their  shining  host : 

All  heaven  is  ready  to  resound, 

"The  dead's  alive!  the  lost  is  found!" 

Charles  WecQej. 

8E00ND  PAST. 

ttoJL  The  bliss  of  penitence. 

1  Come,  O  ye  sinners,  to  the  Lord, 
In  Christ  to  paradise  restored : 
His  proffered  benefits  embrace, 
The  plenitude  of  gospel  grace : 

2  A  pardon  written  with  his  blood ; 
The  favor  and  the  peace  of  God ; 
The  seeing  eye,  the  feeling  sense. 
The  mystic  joys  of  penitence : 

3  The  godly  fear,  the  pleasing  smart. 
The  meltings  of  a  broken  heart  < 
The  tears  that  tell  your  sins  forgiven ; 
The  sighs  that  waft  your  souls  to  heaven : 

4  The  guiltless  shame,  the  sweet  distress. 
The  unutterable  tenderness. 

The  genuine,  meek  humility ; 

The  wonder,  "  Why  such  love  to  me  ?  " 

5  The  o'erwhelming  power  of  saving  grace. 

The  sight  that  veils  the  seraph's  face ; 

The  speechless  awe  that  dares  not  move. 

And  all  the  silent  heaven  of  love. 

Oluurles  WesHeir. 
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352  Oodaillinggel. 

1  God  calling  yet !  shall  I  not  hear? 
Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear? 
Shall  life's  swift  passing  years  all  fly, 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumber  lie? 

2  God  calling  yet  1  shall  1  not  rise  ? 
Can  1  his  loving  voice  despise, 
And  basely  his  Kind  care  repay? 
He  calls  me  stil! ;  can  I  delay? 

3  God  calling  yet !  and  shall  he  knock, 
And  I  my  heart  the  closer  lock? 

He  still  is  waiting  (o  receive, 
And  shall  I  dare  his  Spirit  grieve? 

4  God  calling  yet !  and  shall  I  give 
No  heed,  but  slill  in  bondage  live  ? 
I  wait,  bul  he  does  not  forsake; 
He  calls  me  still;  my  heart,  awake! 


Vain  world,  farewell,  from  thee  I  pari ; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart. 


o5o    Quench  not  Ou  Sfarit.—]  Thess.  5:19. 

1  Sav,  sinner,  hath  a  voice  within 
Oft  whispered  to  thy  secret  soul. 

Urged  thee  lo  leave  the  ways  of  sin. 
And  yield  thy  heart  to  God's  control? 

2  Sinner,  it  was  a  heavenly  voice, 
It  was  the  Spirit's  gracious  call ; 

It  bade  thee  make  the  better  choice. 
And  haste  to  seek  in  Christ  thine  all. 


3  Bpum  not  the  call  to  life  and  light; 
Regard  in  time  the  warning  kind ; 

That  call  thou  mayst  not  always  slight. 
And  yet  the  gate  of  mercy  find. 

4  God's  Spirit  will  not  always  strive 
With  hardened,  self-destroying  man ; 

Ye,  who  persist  his  love  to  grieve. 
May  never  hear  his  voice  again. 

5  Sinner,  perhaps  this  very  day 
Thy  last  accepted  time  may  be; 

O  shouldst  thou  grieve  him  now  away. 
Then  hope  may  never  beam  on  thee. 


354  Hatte,  traveler,  hatlef 

1  Haste,   traveler,    haste!    the  night 

And  many  a  shining  hour  is  gone; 
The  storm  is  gathering  in  (he  west. 
And  thou  art  Tar  from  nome  and  rest. 

3  O  far  from  home  thy  footsteps  stray; 
Christ  is  the  Life,  and  Christ  the  Way. 
And  Christ  the  Lig;ht ;  thy  setting  sun 
Sinks  ere  thy  morning  is  begun. 

3  The  rising  tempest  sweeps  the  sky; 
The  rains  descend,  the  winds  are  high; 
The  waters  swell,  and  death  and  fear 
Besel  thy  path,  nor  refuge  near. 

4  Then  linger  not  in  all  the  plain, 
Flee  for  thy  life,  the  mountain  gain ; 
Look  not  behind,  make  no  delay, 

O  speed  thee,  speed  thee  on  thy  way. 
milUn  6.  Oo^w. 
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355  WKoioeoer  mVi.— Rev.  22:  17. 

1  The  Spirit,  in  our  hearts, 

Is  whispering,  "  Sinner,  come : " 
The  bride,  the  Church  of  Christ,  proclaims 
To  all  his  children,  "  Come  ! " 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 
To  all  about  him,  "  Come! " 

Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  fountain,  come ! 

3  Yea,  whosoever  will, 
O  let  him  freely  come, 

And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life ; 
'Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo !  Jesus,  who  invites. 
Declares,  "  I  quickly  come;  '* 

Lord,  even  so !  we  wait  thine  hour ; 
O  blest  Redeemer,  come ! 

B.  IT.  Onderdonk. 

000  Thi  ffuardiaruhip  of  anffeU, 

1  Ye  simple  souls  that  stray 
Far  from  the  path  of  peace. 

That  lonely,  unfrequented  way 

To  life  and  happiness. 
Why  will  ye  folly  love. 

And  throng  the  downward  road, 
And  hate  the  wisdom  from  above. 

And  mock  the  sons  of  God? 

2  So  wretched  and  obscure. 
The  men  whom  ye  despise. 

So  foolish,  impotent,  and  poor, — 

Above  your  scorn  we  rise : 
We  through  the  Holy  Ghost, 

Can  witness  better  things ; 
For  he  whose  blood  is  all  our  boast. 

Hath  made  us  priests  and  kings. 
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3  Riches  unsearchable 

In  Jesus'  love  we  know; 
And  pleasures  springing  from  the  well 

Of  life,  our  souls  o'erflow : 
The  Spirit  we  receive 

Of  wisdom,  g^ace,  and  power; 
And  always  sorrowful  we  live. 

Rejoicing  evermore. 

4  Angels  our  servants  are. 
And  keep  in  all  our  ways. 

And  in  their  watchful  hands  they  bear 

The  sacred  sons  of  grace : 
Unto  that  heavenly  bliss 

They  all  our  steps  attend ; 
And  God  himself  our  Father  is. 

And  Jesus  is  our  friend. 

J<dm  Wesley. 

«#0  I       All  thinffs  are  ready. — Matt  22: 4. 

1  "All  things  are  ready,"  come. 
Come  to  the  supper  spread ; 

Come,  rich  and  poor,  come,  old  and  young. 
Come,  and  be  richly  fed. 

2  "  All  things  are  ready/*  come. 
The  invitation's  g^ven. 

Through  Him  who  now  in  glory  sits 
At  God's  right  hand  in  heaven. 

3  "  All  thin^  are  ready,"  come. 
The  door  is  open  wide ; 

O  feast  upon  the  love  of  God, 
For  Christ,  his  Son,  has  died. 

4  **  All  things  are  ready,"  come. 
To-morrow  may  not  be ; 

O  sinner,  come,  the  Saviour  waits 
This  hour  to  welcome  thee. 
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The  second  death. 
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1  O  WHERE  shall  rest  be  found, 
Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 

Twere  vain  the  ocean's  depths  to  sound. 
Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

2  The  world  can  never  give 
The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh ; 

'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live. 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
There  is  a  life  above, 

Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years ; 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 

4  There  is  a  death,  whose  pang 
Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath : 

0  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  the  second  death ! 

5  Thou  God  of  truth  and  grace, 
Teach  us  that  death  to  shun ; 

Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face, 
For  evermore  undone. 

James  Kontgomerj. 

00 1/       Accepting  the  invitcUion. 

1  Come,  weary  sinners,  come, 
Groaning  beneath  your  load ; 

The  Saviour  calls  his  wanderers  home ; 
Haste  to  your  pardoning  God. 

2  Cone,  all  by  guilt  oppressed. 
Answer  the  Saviour's  call, 

"  O  come,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 
And  I  will  save  you  all." 

3  Redeemer,  full  of  love. 
We  would  thy  word  obey. 

And  all  thy  faithful  mercies  prove ; 
O  take  our  guilt  away. 
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4  We  would  on  thee  rely, 
On  thee  would  cast  our  care  ; 

Now  to  thine  arms  of  mercy  fly. 
And  find  salvation  there. 

Charles  Wesley,  alt. 

tJOU  Seek  Him  while  he  may  be  found. 

1  My  son,  know  thou  the  Lord, 
Thy  father's  God  obey; 

Seek  his  protecting  care  by  night. 
His  guardian  hand  by  day. 

2  Call,  while  he  may  be  found ; 
Seek  him  while  he  is  near ; 

Serve  him  with  all  thy  heart  and  mind, 
And  worship  him  with  fear. 

3  If  thou  wilt  seek  his  face. 
His  ear  will  hear  thy  cry ; 

Then  shalt  thou  find  his  mercy  sure. 
His  grace  forever  nigh. 

4  But  if  thou  leave  thy  God, 
Nor  choose  the  path  to  heaven. 

Then  shalt  thou  perish  in  thy  sins. 
And  never  be  forgiven. 

Bobert  O.  Braokenburr. 

tf  OJl  The  day  of  grcbce. 

1  Now  is  the  accepted  time. 
Now  is  the  day  of  grace ; 

Now,  sinners,  come  without  delay, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

2  Now  is  the  accepted  time. 
The  Saviour  calls  to  day ; 

To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late — 
Then  why  should  you  delay  ? 

3  Now  is  the  accepted  time. 
The  gospel  bids  you  come ; 

And  every  promise  in  his  word 
Declares  there  yet  is  room. 

John  Pob«U, 


THE   SINNER— WARNING  AND   INVITING. 
MAMSUHG.        L.  M.  Abb.  fbom  a  Grboobiak  Chant,  bt  Lowbu.  Maboh. 
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«JU<^      Th^  abundance  of  His  grace. 

1  Ho !  every  one  that  thirsts  draw  nigh 
'Tis  God  invites  the  fallen  race : 

Mercy  and  free  salvation  buy ; 

Buy  wine,  and  milk,  and  gospel  grace. 

• 

2  Come  to  the  living  waters,  come ! 
Sinners,  obey  your  Maker's  call ; 

Return,  ye  weary  wanderers,  home. 
And  find  his  grace  is  free  for  all. 

3  See  from  the  Rock  a  fountain  rise  ; 
For  you  in  healing  streams  it  rolls  ; 

Money  ye  need  not  bring,  nor  price, 
Ye  laboring,  burdened,  sin-sick  souls. 

4  Nothing  ye  in  exchange  shall  give ; 
Leave  all  you  have  and  are  behind ; 

Frankly  the  gift  of  God  receive ; 
Pardon  and  peace  in  Jesus  find. 

John  Wedey. 


T 

4  When  nature  shudders,  loath  to  part 
From  all  I  love,  enjoy,  and  see ' 

When  a  faint  chill  steals  o'er  my  heart, 
A  sweet  voice  utters,  "  Come  to  me ! 

5  "  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die ; 
Earth  is  no  resting-place  for  thee ; 

Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye ; 
I  am  thy  portion ;  come  to  me ! 


Come  to  me. 
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1  With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around  ; 
Life  seems  a  dark  and  stormy  sea  \ 

Yet  'midst  the  gloom  I  hear  a  sound, 
A  heavenly  whisper,  "  Come  to  me ! " 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest, 

It  tells  me  where  my  soul  may  flee : 
O  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed. 
How  sweet  the  bidding,  "  Come  to  me !  " 

3  When  against  sin  I  strive  in  vain. 
And  cannot  from  its  yoke  get  free. 

Sinking  beneath  the  heavy  chain. 
The  words  arrest  me,  "  Come  to  me ! " 


Oharlotfee  JElllott. 
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The  gospel  feaM, 
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1  Come,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast ; 
Let  every  soul  be  Jesus'  guest : 

Ye  need  not  one  be  left  behind. 
For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind. 

2  Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call ; 
The  invitation  is  to  all : 

Come  all  the  world !  come,  sinner,  thou  ! 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

3  Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppressed. 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest ; 

Ye  poor,  and  maimed,  and  halt,  and  blind. 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 

4  My  message  as  from  God  receive ; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ  and  live  : 
O  let  his  love  your  hearts  constrain. 
Nor  suffer  him  to  die  in  vain. 

5  See  him  set  forth  before  your  eyes. 
That  precious,  bleeding  sacrifice : 
His  offered  benefits  embrace. 

And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace. 


THE  SINNER— WARNING  AND  INVITING. 

M£AR.       C.   M.  Welsh  Anu    Aabon  WiLLXAiia. 
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00  I      7%e  JiLstifier  of  the  ungodly. 

1  Lovers  of  pleasure  more  than  God, 
For  you  he  suffered  pain  ; 

For  you  the  Saviour  spilt  his  blood  : 
And  shall  he  bleed  in  vain  ? 

2  Sinners,  his  life  for  you  he  paid ; 
Your  basest  crimes  he  bore ; 

Your  sins  were  all  on  Jesus  laid. 
That  you  might  sin  no  more. 

3  To  earth  the  great  Redeemer  came. 
That  you  might  come  to  heaven ; 

Believe,  believe  in  Jesus'  name, 
And  all  your  sin's  forgiven. 

4  Believe  in  him  who  died  for  thee. 
And,  sure  as  he  hath  died. 

Thy  debt  is  paid,  thy  soul  is  free. 
And  thou  art  justified. 

Charles  Weeley. 

OUO      The  hammer  of  His  word. 

1  Come,  O  thou  all-victorious  Lord, 
Thy  power  to  us  make  known ; 

Strike  with  the  hammer  of  thy  word. 
And  break  these  hearts  of  stone. 

2  O  that  we  all  might  now  begin 
Our  foolishness  to  mourn ;    - 

And  turn  at  once  from  every  sin. 
And  to  the  Saviour  turn ! 

3  Give  us  ourselves  and  thee  to  know 
In  this  our  gracious  day ; 

Repentance  unto  life  bestow. 
And  take  our  sins  away. 

4  Convince  us  first  of  unbelief. 
And  freely  then  release  ; 

Fill  every  soul  with  sacred  grief, 
And  then  with  sacred  peace. 

Charles  Wealej. 


obd       ^n  hilh  beyond  the  tomb. 

1  Vain  man,  thy  fond  pursuits  forbear; 
Repent,  thine  end  is  nigh  ; 

Death,  at  the  farthest,  can't  be  far : 
O  think  before  thou  die. 

2  Reflect,  thou  hast  a  soul  to  save ; 
Thy  sins,  how  high  they  mount ! 

What  are  thy  hopes  beyond  the  grave  ? 
How  stands  that  dark  account  ? 

3  Death  enters,  and  there's  no  defense ; 
His  time  there 's  none  can  tell  ; 

He'll  in  a  moment  call  thee  hence, 
To  heaven,  or  down  to  hell. 

4  Thy  flesh,  perhaps  thy  greatest  care. 
Shall  into  dust  consume ; 

But,  ah !  destruction  stops  not  there ; 
Sin  kills  beyond  the  tomb. 

Joseph  Hart. 

OUD    Boast  not  thyself  of  to-morrow. 
Prov.  27 :  1. 

1  Why  should  we  boast  of  time  to  come. 
Though  but  a  single  day  ? 

This  hour  may  fix  our  final  doom, 
Though  strong,  and  young,  and  gay. 

2  The  present  we  should  now  redeem ; 
This  only  is  our  own ; 

The  past,  alas !  is  all  a  dream ; 
The  future  is  unknown. 

3  0  think  what  vast  concerns  depend 
Upon  a  moment's  space. 

When  life  and  all  its  cares  shall  end 
In  vengeance  or  in  g^ace. 

4  0  for  that  power  which  melts  the  heart. 
And  lifts  the  soul  on  high ! 

Where  sin  and  grief  and  death  depart. 
And  pleasures  never  die. 


K.  WUks. 
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BAL.ERMA.       C.  M.  Adaptkd  bt  B.  SupaoH. 
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OUt/         Desperate  resolution. 

1  Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 
A  thousand  thoughts  revolve, 

Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed. 
And  make  this  last  resolve : — 

2  I  '11  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 
Like  mountains  round  me  close ; 

I  know  his  courts,  I  '11  enter  in. 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  Prostrate  1 11  lie  before  his  throne. 
And  there  my  guilt  confess ; 

I  '11  tell  him,  I  'm  a  wretch  undone 
Without  his  sovereign  grace. 

4  Perhaps  he  will  admit  my  plea, 
Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer ; 

But,  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray. 
And  perish  only  there. 

5  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go ; 
I  am  resolved  to  try ; 

For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 
I  must  forever  die. 

Xdmnnd  Jones. 


7%c  wanderer  recalled. 


370 

1  Return,  O  wanderer,  return, 
And  seek  thy  Father's  face ; 

Those  new  desires  which  in  thee  bum 
Were  kindled  by  his  grace. 

2  Return,  O  wanderer,  return ; 
He  hears  thy  humble  sigh : 

He  sees  thy  softened  spirit  mourn. 
When  no  one  else  is  nigh. 

3  Return,  O  wanderer,  return ; 
Thy  Saviour  bids  thee  live  : 

Come  to  his  cross,  and,  grateful,  learn 
How  freely  he  '11  forgive. 
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pressed,    And    make    this 

r. 


4  Return,  O  wanderer,  return. 
And  wipe  the  falling  tear : 

Thy  Father  calls, — no  longer  mourn ; 
'Tis  love  invites  thee  near. 

5  Return,  O  wanderer,  return ; 
Regain  thy  long-sought  rest : 

The  Saviour's  melting  mercies  yearn 
To  clasp  thee  to  his  breast. 

Wmtam  B.  OoUyer,  alt. 

OiL         No  peace  to  the  wicked, 

1  Sinners,  the  voice  of  God  regard ; 
'Tis  mercy  speaks  to-day ; 

He  calls  you  by  his  sacred  word 
From  sin's  destructive  way. 

2  Like  the  rough  sea,  that  cannot  rest. 
You  live,  devoid  of  peace  ; 

A  thousand  stings  within  your  breast 
Deprive  your  souls  of  ease. 

3  Your  way  is  dark,  and  leads  to  hell : 
Why  will  you  persevere  ? 

Can  you  in  endless  torments  dwell. 
Shut  up  in  black  despair.^ 

4  Why  will  you  in  the  crooked  ways 
Of  sin  and  folly  go  ? 

In  pain  you  travel  all  your  days. 
To  reach  eternal  woe. 

5  But  he  that  turns  to  God  shall  live. 
Through  his  abounding  grace : 

His  mercy  will  the  guilt  forgave 
Of  those  that  seek  his  face. 

6  Bow  to  the  scepter  of  his  word. 
Renouncing  every  sin ; 

Submit  to  him,  your  sovereign  Lord, 
And  learn  his  will  divine. 

J6hn  Twwoett. 
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THE  SINNER^WARNING  AND  INVITING. 
FAITHFUL.      CM.  Bu.™  P^mti,  t 


372      TKt  voice  that  uiaket  the  dead. 

1  Thou  Son  of  God,  whose  flaming  eyes 
Our  inmost  ttioughts  perceive. 

Accept  the  grateful  sacrifice 
Which  now  to  thee  we  give. 

2  We  bow  before  thy  gracious  throne. 
And  think  Ourselves  sincere: 

But  show  us.  Lord,  is  every  one 
Thy  real  worshiper? 

3  Is  here  a  soul  that  knows  thee  not, 
Nor  feels  his  need  of  thee,— 

A  stranger  to  the  blood  which  bought 
His  pardon  on  the  tree? 

4  Convince  him  now  of  unbelief; 
His  desperate  state  explain  ; 

And  fill  his  heart  with  sacred  grief. 

And  penitential  pain. 
G  Speakwiththatvoicelhat  wakes  the  dead, 

And  bid  the  sleeper  rise ; 
And  bid  his  guilty  conscience  dread 

The  death  that  never  dies. 


d  io  Wamingt  muitiplitd, 

1  Beneath  our  feet,  and  o'er 

Is  equal  warning  given; 


r  head, 


Beneath  us  lie  the  countless  dead, 
Above  us  is  the  heaven. 

2  Death  rides  on  every  passing  breeze, 
And  lurks  in  every  flower; 

Each  season  has  its  own  disease, 
Its  peril  every  hour. 

3  Our  eyes  have  seen  the  rosy  light 
Of  youth's  soft  cheek  decay, 

And  fate  descend  in  sudden  night 
On  manhood's  middle  day. 


4  Our  eyes  have  seen  the  steps  of  age 

Halt  leebly  to  the  tomb; 
And  shall  earth  still  our  hearts  engage. 

And  dreams  of  days  to  come  ? 
6  Turn,  mortal,  turn  ;  thy  danger  know : 

Where'er  thy  foot  can  tread. 
The  earth  rings  hollow  from  below. 

And  warns  thee  by  her  dead. 
6  Turn,  mortal,  turn ;  thy  soul  apply 

To  truths  divinely  given': 
The  dead,  who  underneath  thee  lie. 

Shall  live  for  hell  or  heaven. 

BecUuldBaln. 

J  T  4         Wailinff  to  ht  gradout. 

1  Jesus,  Redeemer  of  mankind, 
Display  thy  saving  power ; 

Thy  mercy  let  the  smner  find. 
And  know  his  gracious  hour. 

2  Who  thee  beneath  their  feet  have  trod, 
And  crucified  afresh, 

Touch  with  thine  all-victorious  blood. 
And  turn  the  stone  to  flesh. 

3  Open  iheir  eyes  thy  cross  to  see. 
Their  ears,  to  hear  thy  cries  : 

Sinner,  thy  Saviour  weeps  for  thee; 
For  thee  he  weeps  and  dies. 

4  Ail  the  day  long  he  meekly  stands, 
His  rebels  to  receive  ; 

And  shows  his  wounds  and  spreads  his 

And  bids  you  turn  and  live. 

5  Turn,  and  your  sins  of  deepest  dye 
He  will  with  blood  efface ; 

E'en  now  he  waits  the  blood  to  apply; 
Be  saved,  be  saved  by  grace. 
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TOO    LATE!.        1 0.  Lnn>BAT,  ask.  bt  Jobsph  P.  HoLBftoo&. 

BoLO  (Soprano)  or  Duxr.    Va.  1,  2,  8. 
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"Too   late,     too    late!  ye   cannot     en -ter  now."  "Too  late,  too  late!  ye    cannot   enter    now." 


375  Too  late/ 

2  No  light  had  we ; — for  that  we  do  repent, 
And  learning  this,  the  Bridegroom  will  re- 
lent. 
"  Too  late,  too  late  !  ye  cannot  enter  now." 
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3  No  light !  so  late !  and  dark  and  chill  the 

night — 
O  let  us  in,  that  we  may  find  the  light 
"  Too  late,  too  late !  ye  cannot  enter  now !" 
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Alfred  Tennyson. 


THE  SINNER— WARNING  AND  INVITING. 
IN  THE  SILENT  MIDNIGHT  WATCHES.    8,  8.         HvBXBr  P.  Maih. 
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thy  heart  of     sin;      'Tis     thy  Savionr  knocks,  and  cri  •  eth,  Rise,  and  let  me  in! 
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•J  I  6  Merey,  death,  doom. 

1  In  the  silent  midnight  watches, 
List, — thy  bosom  door ! 

How  it  knocketh,  knocketh,  knocketh, 

Knocketh  evermore ! 
Say  not  'tis  thy  pulse  is  beating : 

*Tis  thy  heart  of  sin ; 
*Tis  thy  Saviour  knocks,  and  crieth. 

Rise,  and  let  me  in ! 

2  Death  comes  down  with  reckless  footstep, 
To  the  hall  and  hut; 

Think  you  death  will  stand  a-knocking 
Where  the  door  is  shut  ? 


WOOD  END.      8,8. 


Jesus  waiteth,  waiteth,  waiteth ; 

But  thy  door  is  fast ! 
Grieved,  away  thy  Saviour  goeth : 

Death  breaks  in  at  last. 

3  Then  'tis  thine  to  stand  entreating 

Christ  to  let  thee  in  ; 
At  the  gate  of  heaven  beating. 

Wailing  for  thy  sin. 
Nay,  alas  !  thou  foolish  virgin. 

Hast  thou  then  forgot  ? 
Jesus  waited  long  to  know  thee. 

But  he  knows  thee  not. 

A.  Clerdland  Ooze. 
Bey.  6:  P.  Mkbbtoe. 
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377  The  gift  of  faith. 

1  Author  of  faith,  to  thee  I  cry, 

To  thee,  who  wouldst  not  have  me  die. 
But  know  the  truth  and  live : 

Open  mine  eyes  to  see  thy  face ; 

Work  in  my  heart  the  saving  grace ; 
The  life  eternal  give. 

2  Shut  up  in  unbelief,  I  groan, 
And  blindly  serve  a  God  unknown. 

Till  thou  the  veil  remove ; 
The  gift  unspeakable  impart. 
And  write  thy  name  upon  my  heart. 

And  manifest  thy  love. 


3  I  know  the  work  is  only  thine. 
The  gift  of  faith  is  all  divine  ; 

But,  if  on  thee  we  call. 
Thou  wilt  that  gracious  gift  bestow, 
And  cause  our  hearts  to  feel  and  know 

That  thou  hast  died  for  all. 

4  Thou  bidd'st  us  knock  and  enter  in. 
Come  unto  thee,  and  rest  from  sin. 

The  blessing  seek  and  find  : 
Thou  bidd'st  us  ask  thy  grace,  and  have ; 
Thou  canst,  thou  wouldst,  this  moment  save 

Both  me  and  all  mankind. 
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5  Be  it  according  to  thy  word ; 
Now  let  me  find  my  pardoning  Lord  ; 

Let  what  I  ask  be  given : 
The  bar  of  unbelief  remove ; 
Open  the  door  of  faith  and  love. 

And  take  me  into  heaven, 

Charles  Wealey. 

o7o    Pleading  the  sacrijice  of  Christ, 

1  O  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain, 

1  plead  with  thee,  my  suit  to  gain, — 

I  plead  what  thou  hast  done : 
Didst  thou  not  die  the  death  for  me  ? 
Jesus,  remember  Calvary, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

2  Take  the  dear  purchase  of  thy  blood. 
My  Friend  and  Advocate  with  God, 

My  Ransom  and  my  Peace, 
Surety,  who  all  my  debt  hast  paid. 
For  all  my  sins  atonement  made. 

The  Lord  my  Righteousness. 

3  O  let  thy  Spirit  shed  abroad 
The  love,  the  perfect  love  of  God, 

In  this  cold  heart  of  mine ! 
O  might  he  now  descend,  and  rest. 
And  dwell  forever  in  my  breast. 

And  make  it  all  divine ! 

Charles 
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o7  y  Depth  of  mercy, 

1  Depth  of  mercy !  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  ? 

Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear, — 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare  ? 

2  I  have  long  vrithstood  his  grace ; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3  Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament ; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore. 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 

4  Kindled  his  relentings  are ; 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare ; 
Cries,  "  How  shall  I  give  thee  up  ?  " 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

5  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands, 
Shows  his  wounds  and  spreads  his  hands ; 
God  is  love !  I  know,  I  feel ; 

Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 

Charles  Wesley. 

380  With  Thee  is  mercy. 

1  Sovereign  Ruler,  Lord  of  all, 
Prostrate  at  thy  feet  I  fall ; 
Hear,  O  hear  my  ardent  cry. 
Frown  not,  lest  I  faint  and  die. 

2  Vilest  of  the  sons  of  men. 
Worst  of  rebels  I  have  been ; 
Oft  abused  thee  to  thy  face, 
Trampled  on  thy  richest  grace. 

3  Justly  might  thy  vengeful  dart 
Pierce  this  bleeding,  broken  heart ; 
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Justly  might  thy  kindled  ire 
Send  me  to  eternal  fire. 

4  But  vyrith  thee  is  mercy  found. 
Balm  to  heal  my  every  wound  ; 
Soothe,  O  soothe  this  troubled  breast, 
Give  the  weary  wanderer  rest. 

Thomas  Raffles. 

[0.  P.  M.   Tune.  Aubumdale.   Page  140.] 
OOl  The  Man  on  Calvary. 

1  O  Thou  who  hast  our  sorrows  borne. 
Help  us  to  look  on  thee,  and  mourn. 

On  thee,  whom  we  have  slain, — 
Have  pierced  a  thousand,  thousand  times. 
And  by  reiterated  crimes 

Renewed  thy  sacred  pain. 

2  O  give  us  eyes  of  faith  to  see 
The  Man  transfixed  on  Calvary, — 

To  know  thee  who  thou  art. 
The  one  eternal  God  and  true ; 
And  let  the  sight  affect,  subdue, 

And  break  my  stubborn  heart. 

3  Lover  of  souls  !  to  rescue  mine. 
Reveal  the  charity  divine. 

That  suffered  in  my  stead ; 
That  made  thy  soul  a  sacrifice, 
And  quenched  in  death  those  flaming  eyes, 

And  bowed  that  sacred  head. 

4  The  veil  of  unbelief  remove. 
And  by  thy  manifested  love. 

And  by  thy  sprinkled  blood. 

Destroy  the  love  of  sin  in  me, 

And  get  thyself  the  victory, 

And  bring  me  back  to  God. 

Oharlas  Wester* 
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PERRINA.      7,  6,  8. 


JoaSPH  P.  HOLBBOOK. 
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Looking  unto  Je9U8, 


1  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain, 
To  thee  I  humbly  pray ; 

Heal  me  of  my  grief  and  pain, 

O  take  my  sins  away. 
From  this  bondage,  Lord,  release, 

No  longer  let  me  be  oppressed : 
Jesus,  Master,  seal  my  peace, 

And  take  me  to  thy  breast. 

2  Wilt  thou  cast  a  sinner  out 
Who  humbly  comes  to  thee  ? 

No,  my  God,  I  cannot  doubt 

Thy  mercy  is  for  me : 
Let  me  then  obtain  the  grace. 

And  be  of  paradise  possessed : 
Jesus,  Master,  seal  my  peace. 

And  take  me  to  thy  breast. 

3  Worldly  good  I  do  not  want ; 
Be  that  to  others  given : 

Only  for  thy  love  I  pant. 

My  all  in  earth  and  heaven : 
This  the  crown  I  fain  would  seize. 

The  good  wherevvath  I  would  be  blest ; 
Jesus,  Master,  seal  my  peace. 

And  take  me  to  thy  breast. 

Ohiirles  Weslegr* 
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Remember  Calvary, 
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1  Lamb  of  God,  whose  dying  love 
We  now  recall  to  mind. 

Send  the  answer  from  above. 

And  let  us  mercy  find  : 
Think  on  us  who  think  on  thee. 

And  every  struggling  soul  release ; 
O  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace ! 

2  By  thine  agonizing  pain. 
And  bloody  sweat,  we  pray. 

By  thy  dying  love  to  man, 

Take  all  our  sins  away : 
Burst  our  bonds,  and  set  us  free ; 

From  all  iniquity  release ; 
O  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace ! 

3  Let  thy  blood,  by  faith  applied. 
The  sinner's  pardon  seal; 

Speak  us  freely  justified, 

And  all  our  sickness  heal : 
By  thy  passion  on  the  tree. 

Let  all  our  griefs  and  troubles  cease ; 
O  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace  ! 

.    Oharles  Weslagr. 


THE  SINNER— REPENTANCE. 


EVEN    ME.      8,7,8. 


William  Batghxldib  Bbabbubt. 


^MlMiUt^^^^^^ 
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Oo4  Even  me. 

1  Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing 
Thou  art  scattering  full  and  free ; 

Showers,  the  thirsty  land  refreshing ; 
Let  some  drops  now  fall  on  me, 
Even  me. 

2  Pass  me  not,  O  God,  my  Father, 
Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be ; 

Thou  mightst  leave  me,  but  the  rather 
Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me. 
Even  me. 

3  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Saviour, 
Let  me  live  and  cling  to  thee ; 

I  am  longing  for  thy  favor ; 
Whilst  thou  'rt  calling,  O  call  me, 
Even  me. 

4  Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit, 
Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see ; 

Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 
Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me. 
Even  me. 

6  Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless. 
Blood  of  Christ,  so  rich,  so  free, 

Grace  of  God,  so  strong  and  boundless. 
Magnify  them  all  in  me, 
Even  me. 

lin.  XUsabetli  Ck>dii«r. 

[7,  6, 8.   Tune,  Perrlna.   Page  142.] 

000  Saved  hy  grace^ 

1  Let  the  world  their  virtue  boast, 
Their  works  of  righteousness ; 

I,  a  wretch  undone  and  lost, 

Am  freely  saved  by  grace ; 
Other  title  I  disclaim. 

This,  only  this,  is  all  my  plea, 

1  the  chief  of  sinners  am, 
But  Jesus  died  for  me. 

2  Happy  they  whose  joys  abound 
Like  Jordan's  swelling  stream  ; 

Who  their  heaven  in  Christ  have  found. 
And  give  the  praise  to  him. 
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Meanest  follower  of  the  Lamb, 
His  steps  I  at  a  distance  see ; 

I  the  chief  of  sinners  am, 
But  Jesus  died  for  me. 

3  Jesus,  thou  for  me  hast  died, 

And  thou  in  me  wilt  live ; 
I  shall  feel  thy  death  applied ; 

I  shall  thy  life  receive  : 
Yet,  when  melted  in  the  flame 

Of  love,  this  shall  be  all  my  plea, 
I  the  chief  of  sinners  am. 

But  Jesus  died  for  me. 

GluurlM  Wester* 

[7,0,  a   Tune,  Perrina.   Page  ItiL 
OOD   Refuge  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 

1  God  of  my  salvation,  hear. 
And  help  me  to  believe ; 

Simply  do  I  now  draw  near, 

Tny  blessing  to  receive. 
Full  of  g^ilt,  alas  !  I  am, 

But  to  thy  wounds  for  refuge  flee : 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

2  Standing  now  as  newly  slain. 
To  thee  I  lift  mine  eye ; 

Balm  of  all  my  grief  and  pain. 

Thy  blood  is  always  nigh. 
Now  as  yesterday  the  same 

Thou  art,  and  wilt  forever  be : 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

3  No  good  word,  or  work,  or  thought. 
Bring  I  to  buy  thv  grace ; 

Pardon  I  accept  unoought, 

Thy  proffer  I  embrace, 
Coming,  as  at  first  I  came, 

To  take,  and  not  bestow  on  thee : 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

duffte*  Weetegr< 


THE  SINNER— REPENTANCE. 


GREY.      7,  8. 


Bay.  F.  B.  Osn. 
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OOi  Hear  J  and  save. 

1  Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might. 
Of  mankind  the  life  and  light. 
Maker,  Teacher,  Infinite — 

Jesus !  hear  and  save. 

2  Strong  Creator,  Saviour  mild. 
Humbled  to  a  little  child. 
Captive,  beaten,  bound,  reviled — 

Jesus  !  hear  and  save. 

3  Borne  aloft  on  angels*  wings. 
Throned  above  celestial  things, 
Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings — 

Jesus !  hear  and  save. 

4  Soon  to  come  to  earth  again, 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men. 
Hear  us  now,  and  hear  us  then — 

Jesus!  hear  and  save. 

Beginald  Heber. 
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[8.  M.   Tune,  Dennis.    Page  66.] 

«5oO  7%e  sotiPs  home. 

1  Like  Noah's  weary  dove, 
That  soared  the  earth  around. 

But  not  a  resting-place  above 
The  cheerless  waters  found ; 

2  O  cease,  my  wandering  soul. 
On  restless  wing  to  roam  ; 

All  the  wide  world,  to  either  pole. 
Has  not  for  thee  a  home. 

3  Behold  the  ark  of  God ! 
Behold  the  open  door ! 

Hasten  to  gain  that  dear  abode. 
And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 

4  There,  safe  thou  shalt  abide. 
There,  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest. 

And  every  longing  satisfiea. 
With  full  salvation  blest. 

William  A.  MnUenbMV. 


ASHWELL.      L.  M. 


Lowell  Mason. 


fe 


P 


tta 


^^t\ 


giUt^i^jpSM^-igtygjtg^ 
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00  t/  The  sinner^ 8  only  plea. 

1  Wherewith,  O  Lord,  shall  I  draw  near. 
And  bow  myself  before  thy  face  ? 

How  in  thy  purer  eyes  appear? 

What  shall  I  bring  to  gain  thy  grace  ? 

2  Will  gifts  delight  the  Lord  most  high  ? 
Will  multiplied  oblations  please  ? 

Thousands  of  rams  his  favor  buy. 
Or  slaughtered  hecatombs  appease  ? 

3  Can  these  avert  the  wrath  of  God? 
Can  these  wash  out  my  guilty  stain  ? 

Rivers  of  oil,  and  seas  ot  blood, 
Alas !  they  all  must  flow  in  vain. 
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4  Who  would  himself  to  thee  approve. 
Must  take  the  path  thyself  hast  showed  ; 

Justice  pursue,  and  mercy  love, 

And  numbly  walk  by  faith  with  God. 

5  But  though  my  life  henceforth  be  thine. 
Present  for  past  can  ne'er  atone : 

Though  I  to  thee  the  whole  resign, 
I  only  give  thee  back  thine  own. 

6  Guilty  I  stand  before  thy  face ; 
On  me  I  feel  thy  wrath  abide ; 

'Tis  just  the  sentence  should  take  place ; 
'Tis  just,— but  O,  thy  Son  hath  died! 

OlMrled  T/Vesley. 


THE  SINNER— REPENTANCE. 
WINDHAM.      L.  M. 


Daniel  Bkad. 
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U  t/U  ^A«  vfithdrawal  of  the  Spirit  deprecated, 

1  Stay,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay. 
Though  I  have  done  thee  such  despite ; 

Nor  cast  the  sinner  quite  away, 
Nor  take  thine  everlasting  flight. 

2  Though  I  have  steeled  my  stubborn  heart. 
And  shaken  off  my  guilty  fears ; 

And  vexed,  and  urged  thee  to  depart, 
For  many  long  rebellious  years : 

3  Though  I  have  most  unfaithful  been. 
Of  all  who  e*er  thy  grace  received ; 

Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  seen ; 
Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  grieved : 

4  Yet,  O,  the  chief  of  sinners  spare, 
In  honor  of  my  great  High  Priest ; 

Nor  in  thy  righteous  aneer  swear 
To  exclude  me  from  my  people's  rest. 

Charles  Wesley. 

•ly  1  Pleading  for  pity. 

1  Show  pity.  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive ; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live ; 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace ; 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound. 
So  let  thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

3  0  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin. 
And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies. 
And  past  offenses  pain  my  eyes. 
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4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess. 
Against  thy  law,  against  thy  grace ; 
Lord,  should  thy  judgments  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemned,  but  thou  art  clear. 

5  Should    sudden   vengeance    seize  my 

breath, 
I  must  pronounce  thee  just,  in  death ; 
And  if  my  soul  were  sent  to  hell, 
Thy  righteous  law  approves  it  well. 

6  Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner.  Lord, 
Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round  thy  word, 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there. 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 

Zsaao  Watts. 


0V/.4  The  sinner^ 8  only  hope. 

1  Jesus,  the  sinner's  Friend,  to  thee. 
Lost  and  undone,  for  aid  I  flee. 
Weary  of  earth,  myself,  and  sin : 
Open  thine  arms,  and  take  me  in. 

2  Pity  and  heal  my  sin-sick  soul ; 
'Tis  thou  alone  canst  make  me  whole ; 
Dark,  till  in  me  thine  image  shine. 
And  lost,  I  am,  till  thou  art  mine. 

3  At  last  I  own  it  cannot  be 
That  I  should  fit  myself  for  thee : 
Here,  then,  to  thee  I  all  resign ; 
Thine  is  the  work,  and  only  thine, 

4  What  shall  I  say  thy  grace  to  move? 
Lord,  I  am  sin — but  thou  art  love : 

I  give  up  every  plea  beside — 
Lord,  I  am  lost — but  thou  hast  died. 

Ohsidas  WeslejTr 
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WOODWORTH.      L.  M. 
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Just  as  I  am. 
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1  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot. 
To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am — poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind. 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am — thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve ; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

6  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

Charlotte  Blliott. 


394 


Datoning  hope. 


1  My  soul  before  Thee  prostrate  lies ; 
To  thee,  her  Source,  my  spirit  flies ; 
My  wants  I  mourn,  my  chains  I  see ; 
O  let  thy  presence  set  me  free. 


2  Jesus,  vouchsafe  my  heart  and  will 
With  thy  meek  lowliness  to  fill ; 

No  more  her  power  let  nature  boasts 
But  in  thy  will  may  mine  be  lost. 

3  Already  springing  hope  I  feel, 
God  will  destroy  the  power  of  hell. 
And,  from  a  land  of  wars  and  pain. 
Lead  me  where  peace  and  safety  reign. 

4  One  only  care  my  soul  shall  know. 
Father,  all  thy  commands  to  do ; 

And  feel,  what  endless  years  shall  prove. 
That  thou,  my  Lord,  my  God,  art  love, 
a  p.  Biohter.  Tr.  tigr  J.  Wede^. 
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Ofdy  Je9U8, 
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1  When,  gracious  Lord,  when  shall  it  be 
That  I  shall  find  my  all  in  thee  ? 

The  fullness  of  thy  promise  prove. 
The  seal  of  thine  eternal  love  ? 

2  A  poor  blind  child  I  wander  here. 
If  haply  I  may  feel  thee  near: 

0  dark !  dark !  dark !  I  still  must  say. 
Amidst  the  blaze  of  gospel  day. 

3  Thee,  only  thee,  I  fain  would  find. 
And  cast  the  world  and  flesh  behind ; 
Thou,  only  thou,  to  me  be  given. 

Of  all  thou  hast  in  earth  or  heaven. 

4  When  from  the  arm  of  flesh  set  free, 
Jesus,  my  soul  shall  fly  to  thee : 
Jesus,  when  I  have  lost  my  all, 

1  shall  upon  thy  bosom  fall. 

Oharles  Weslcor. 


THE  SINNER— REPENTANCE. 


ROSE  HILL.      L.  M. 
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1  O  FOR  a  glance  of  heavenly  day, 
To  take  this  stubborn  heart  away, 
And  thaw,  with  beams  of  love  divine, 
This  heart,  this  frozen  heart  of  mine ! 

2  The  rocks  can  rend ;  the  earth  can  quake ; 
The  seas  can  roar ;  the  mountains  shake : 
Of  feeling,  all  things  show  some  sign. 

But  this  unfeeling  neart  of  mine. 

3  To  hear  the  sorrows  thou  hast  felt, 

0  Lord,  an  adamant  would  melt : 
But  I  can  read  each  moving  line. 
And  nothing  moves  this  heart  of  mine. 

4  Thy  judgments,  too,  which  devils  fear — 
Amazing  thought ! — unmoved  I  hear  ; 
Goodness  and  wrath  in  vain  combine 

To  stir  this  stupid  heart  of  mine. 

5  But  power  divine  can  do  the  deed ; 
And,  Lord,  that  power  I  greatly  need : 
Thy  Spirit  can  from  dross  refine, 

And  melt  and  change  this  heart  of  mine. 

Joseph  Hart. 

397  Only  hyfaUh, 

1  Lord,  I  despair  myself  to  heal ; 
I  see  my  sin,  but  cannot  feel ; 

1  cannot,  till  thy  Spirit  blow, 
And  bid  the  obedient  waters  flow. 

2  'Tis  thine  a  heart  of  flesh  to  give ; 
Thy  gifts  I  only  can  receive ; 
Here,  then,  to  thee  I  all  resign ; 

To  draw,  redeem,  and  seal,  are  thine. 


3  With  simple  faith,  on  thee  I  call. 
My  Light,  my  Life,  my  Lord,  my  AH : 
I  wait  the  moving  of  the  pool ; 

I  wait  the  word  that  speaks  me  whole. 

4  Speak,  gracious  Lord,  my  sickness  cure. 
Make  my  infected  nature  pure ; 

Peace,  righteousness,  and  joy  impart, 
And  pour  thyself  into  my  heart. 

Charles  Weslej. 
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The  kind  Physician, 
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1  Jesus,  thy  far-extended  fame 
My  drooping  soul  exults  to  hear ; 

Thy  name,  thy  all-restoring  name, 
Is  music  in  a  sinner's  ear. 

2  Sinners  of  old  thou  didst  receive 
With  comfortable  words,  and  kind ; 

Their  sorrows  cheer,  their  wants  relieve, 
Heal  the  dise^ed,  and  cure  the  blind. 

3  And  art  thou  not  the  Saviour  still. 
In  every  place  and  age  the  same  ? 

Hast  thou  forgot  thy  gracious  skill. 
Or  lost  the  virtue  of  thy  name? 

4  Faith  in  thy  changeless  name  I  have : 
The  good,  the  kind  Physician,  thou 

Art  able  now  our  souls  to  save, 
Art  willing  to  restore  them  now. 

5  All  my  disease,  my  every  sin. 
To  thee,  O  Jesus,  I  confess : 

In  pardon,  Lord,  my  cure  begin. 
And  perfect  it  in  holiness. 

Charles  Wester* 
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FIBBT  PART. 

o99  Restore  mi/ peace, 

1  And  wilt  Thou  yet  be  found, 
And  may  I  still  draw  near? 

Then  listen  to  the  plaintive  sound 
Of  a  poor  sinner  s  prayer. 

2  Jesus,  thine  aid  afford, 

If  still  the  same  thou  art : 
To  thee  I  look,  to  thee,  my  Lord, 
I  lift  my  helpless  heart. 

3  Thou  seest  my  troubled  breast. 
The  strugglings  of  my  will, 

The  foes  that  interrupt  my  rest, 
The  agonies  I  feel. 

4  O  my  offended  Lord, 
Restore  my  inward  peace ; 

I  know  thou  canst ;  pronounce  the  word. 
And  bid  the  tempest  cease. 

5  I  long  to  see  thy  face ; 
Thy  Spirit  I  implore — 

The  living  water  of  thy  grace, 
That  I  may  thirst  no  more. 

Charles  Weslegr* 

SECOND  PABT. 

41111     Yearning  for  deliverance. 

1  When  shall  Thy  love  constrain, 
And  force  me  to  thy  breast  ? 

When  shall  my  soul  return  again 
To  her  eternal  rest  ? 

2  Ah !  what  avails  my  strife. 
My  wandering  to  and  fro  ? 

Thou  hast  the  words  of  endless  life : 
Ah !  whither  should  I  go  ? 
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3  Thy  condescending  grace 
To  me  did  freely  move ; 

It  calls  me  still  to  seek  thy  face. 
And  stoops  to  ask  my  love. 

4  Lord,  at  thy  feet  I  fall ; 
I  groan  to  be  set  free ; 

I  fain  would  now  obey  the  call. 

And  give  up  all  for  thee. 

Chaides  Wesley. 
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The  surrender. 
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1  And  can  I  yet  delay 
My  little  all  to  give? 

To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away 
For  Jesus  to  receive? 

2  Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield ; 
I  can  hold  out  no  more : 

I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled, 
And  own  thee  conqueror. 

3  Though  late,  I  all  forsake ; 
My  friends,  my  all,  resign : 

Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  O  taike. 
And  seal  me  ever  thine. 

4  Come,  and  possess  me  whole, 
Nor  hence  again  remove ; 

Settle  and  fix  my  wavering  soul 
With  all  thy  weight  of  love. 

5  My  one  desire  be  this. 
Thy  only  love  to  know ; 

To  seek  and  taste  no  other  bliss. 
No  other  good  below. 

6  My  life,  my  portion  thou ; 
Thou  all-sufficient  art : 

My  hope,  my  heavenly  treasure,  now 
Enter,  and  keep  my  heart. 
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OWEN.      S.  M. 
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402  To  whom  shall  I  ffo? 

1  Ah  !  whither  should  I  go, 
Burdened,  and  sick,  and  faint? 

To  whom  should  I  my  trouble  show, 
And  pour  out  my  complaint? 

2  My  Saviour  bids  me  come ; 
An!  why  do  I  delay? 

He  calls  the  weary  sinner  home, 
And  yet  from  him  I  stay. 

3  What  is  it  keeps  me  back, 
From  which  I  cannot  part. 

Which  will  not  let  the  Saviour  take 
Possession  of  my  heart  ? 

4  Searcher  of  hearts,  in  mine 
Thy  trying  power  display ; 

Into  its  darkest  corners  shine. 
And  take  the  veil  away. 

Chaxiea  WeaUgr* 

403  Out  of  the  depths. 

1  Out  of  the  depths  of  woe. 
To  thee,  O  Lord,  I  cry; 

Darkness  surrounds  me,  but  I  know 
That  thou  art  ever  nigh. 

2  Humbly  on  thee  I  wait, 
Confessing  all  my  sin  ; 

Lord,  I  am  knocking  at  the  gate ; 
Open,  and  take  me  in. 

3  0  hearken  to  my  voice, 
Give  ear  to  my  complaint ; 

Thou  bidd'st  the  mourning  soul  rejoice, 
Thou  comfortest  the  faint. 

4  Glory  to  God  above. 

The  waters  soon  will  cease ! 
For,  lo  I  the  swift-returning  dove 
Brings  home  the  sign  of  peace. 
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5  Though  storms  his  face  obscure, 
And  dangers  threaten  loud, 

Jehovah's  covenant  is  sure, 
His  bow  is  in  the  cloud. 

Jamas  Montgomexj. 


For  a  broken  heart. 
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404 

1  O  THAT  I  could  repent, 
With  all  my  idols  part. 

And  to  thy  gracious  eye  present 
A  humble,  contrite  heart ! 

2  A  heart  with  grief  oppressed, 
For  having  grieved  my  God ; 

A  troubled  heart,  that  cannot  rest 
Till  sprinkled  with  thy  blood. 

3  Jesus,  on  me  bestow 
The  penitent  desire ; 

With  true  sincenty  of  woe 
My  aching  breast  inspire. 

4  With  softening  pity  look, 
And  melt  my  hardness  down : 

Strike  with  thy  love's  resistless  stroke, 
And  break  this  heart  of  stone. 

Charlaa  Weatey* 

405     The  Son  of  God  in  tears. 

1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ? 

Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 
The  wondering  angels  see ! 

Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul ; 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep ; 
Each  sin  demands  a  tear : 

In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found. 
And  there  *s  no  weeping  there. 

Banjamlii  Beddome. 
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4Ub         Unwearied  earnestness. 

1  Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  thee ; 
No  other  help  I  know: 

If  thou  withdraw  thyself  from  me, 
Ah !  whither  shall  I  go  ? 

2  What  did  thine  only  Son  endure, 
Before  I  drew  my  breath ! 

What  pain,  what  labor,  to  secure 
My  soul  from  endless  death ! 

3  O  Jesus,  could  I  this  believe, 
I  now  should  feel  thy  power  ; 

And  all  my  wants  thou  wouldst  relieve, 
In  this  accepted  hour. 

4  Author  of  faith !  to  thee  I  lift 
My  weary,  longing  eyes : 

0  let  me  now  receive  that  gift ; 
My  soul  without  it  dies. 

6  Surely  thou  canst  not  let  me  die ; 

O  speak,  and  I  shall  hve ; 
And  here  I  will  unwearied  lie. 

Till  thou  thy  Spirit  give. 
6  How  would  my  fainting  soul  rejoice 

Could  1  but  see  thy  face ! 
Now  let  me  hear  thy  quickening  voice, 

And  taste  ihy  pardoning  grace. 

Charles  Wesley. 

4  0  T       Earnest  desire  for  pardon. 

1  O  THAT  I  could  my  Lord  receive, 
Who  did  the  world  redeem ; 

Who  gave  his  life  that  I  might  live 
A  life  concealed  in  him ! 

2  O  that  I  could  the  blessing  prove. 
My  heart's  extreme  desire ; 

Live  happy  in  my  Saviour's  love, 
And  in  nis  arms  expire! 
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3  Mercy  I  ask  to  seal  my  peace. 
That,  kept  by  mercy's  power, 

I  may  from  every  evil  cease. 
And  never  grieve  thee  more. 

4  Now,  if  thy  gracious  will  it  be. 
E'en  now  my  sins  remove. 

And  set  my  soul  at  liberty 
By  thy  victorious  love, 

5  In  answer  to  a  thousand  prayers, 
Thou  pardoning  God,  descend ; 

Number  me  with  salvation's  heirs. 
My  sins  and  troubles  end. 

6  Nothing  I  ask  or  want  beside. 
Of  all  in  earth  or  heaven, 

But  let  me  feel  thy  blood  applied, 
And  live  and  die  forgiven. 

Charles  Wealegr. 

4Uo  Reposifig  on  Christ. 

1  We  sinners,  Lord,  with  earnest  heart. 
With  sighs  and  prayers  and  tears. 

To  thee  our  inmost  cares  impart. 
Our  burdens  and  our  fears. 

2  Thy  sovereign  grace  can  give  relief. 
Thou  Source  of  peace  and  light  1 

Dispel  the  gloomy  cloud  of  grief. 
And  make  our  darkness  bright. 

3  Around  thy  Father's  throne  on  high. 
All  heaven  thy  glory  sings ; 

And  earth,  for  which  thou  cam'st  to  die. 
Loud  with  thy  praises  rings. 

4  Dear  Lord,  to  thee  our  prayers  ascend ; 
Our  eyes  thy  face  would  see : 

O  let  our  weary  wanderings  end. 
Our  spirits  rest  in  theeT 

Bernard  of  datrvannu 
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1  I  WOULD  be  thine :  O  take  my  heart 
And  fill  it  with  thy  love ; 

Thy  sacred  image,  Lord,  impart. 
And  seal  it  from  above. 

2  I  would  be  thine ;  but  while  I  strive 
To  give  myself  away, 

I  feel  rebellion  still  alive. 
And  wander  while  I  pray. 

3  I  would  be  thine ;  but,  Lord,  I  feel 
Evil  still  lurks  within : 

Do  thou  thy  majesty  reveal. 
And  banish  all  my  sin. 

4  I  would  be  thine ;  I  would  embrace 
The  Saviour,  and  adore ; 

Inspire  with  faith,  infuse  thy  grace. 
And  now  my  soul  restore. 


Andrew  Beed. 


Sincere  contrition. 


410 

1  O  FOR  that  tenderness  of  heart 
Which  bows  before  the  Lord, 

Acknowledging  how  just  thou  art, 
And  trembling  at  thy  word ! 

O  for  those  humble,  contrite  tears. 
Which  from  repentance  flow ; 

That  consciousness  of  guilt,  which  fears 
The  long-suspended  blow ! 

2  Saviour,  to  me,  in  pity,  give 
The  sensible  distress ; 

The  pledge  thou  wilt  at  last  receive, 
And  bid  me  die  in  peace : 
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Wilt  from  the  dreadful  day  remove, 

Before  the  evil  come ; 
My  spirit  hide  with  saints  above. 

My  body  in  the  tomb. 

Charles  Weslejr. 

41 A         The  Sun  of  righteousness. 

1  O  Sun  of  righteousness,  arise 
With  healing  in  thy  wing ; 

To  my  diseased,  my  fainting  soul. 
Life  and  salvation  bring. 

2  These  clouds  of  pride  and  sin  dispel, 
By  thy  all-piercing  beam : 

Lighten  mine  eyes  with  faith ;  my  heart 
With  holy  hope  inflame. 

3  My  mind,  by  thy  all-quickening  power, 
From  low  desires  set  free ; 

Unite  my  scattered  thoughts,  and  fix 
My  love  entire  on  thee. 

4  Father,  thy  long-lost  son  receive; 
Saviour,  thy  purchase  own ; 

Blest  Comforter,  with  peace  and  joy 
Thy  new-made  creature  crown. 

5  Eternal,  undivided  Lord, 
Co-equal  One  in  Three, 

On  thee  all  faith,  all  hope  be  placed ; 

All  love  be  paid  to  thee. 

John  Wetf  ey. 

Doxology, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tstoand  Brady. 
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4:X<^  Timely  penitence. 

1  When  rising  from  the  bed  of  death, 
O'erwhelmed  with  guilt  and  fear, 

1  view  my  Maker  face  to  face, 

O  how  shall  I  appear? 

2  If  yet,  while  pardon  may  be  found, 
And  mercy  may  be  sought, 

My  soul  with  inward  horror  shrinks. 
And  trembles  at  the  thought, — 

3  When  thou,  O  Lord,  shalt  stand  disclosed 
In  majesty  severe. 

And  sit  in  judgment  on  my  soul, 
O  how  shall  I  appear? 

4  O  may  my  broken,  contrite  heart, 
Timely  my  sins  lament ; 

And  early,  with  repentant  tears. 
Eternal  woe  prevent. 

5  Behold  the  sorrows  of  my  heart. 
Ere  yet  it  be  too  late ; 

And  hear  my  Saviour's  dying  groan. 
To  give  those  sorrows  weight. 

6  For  never  shall  my  soul  despair 
Her  pardon  to  secure, 

Who  knows  thine  only  Son  hath  died 
To  make  that  pardon  sure. 

JoMph  Addison. 

41  •>  All  things  possible  to  God. 

1  O  THAT  Thou  wouldst  the  heavens  rend. 
In  majesty  come  down, 

Stretch  out  thine  arm  omnipotent. 
And  seize  me  for  thine  own ! 

2  Thou  my  impetuous  spirit  guide. 
And  curb  my  headstrong  will ; 
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Thou  only  canst  drive  back  the  tide. 
And  bid  the  sun  stand  still. 

3  What  though  I  cannot  break  my  chain, 
Or  e'er  throw  off  my  load  ? 

The  things  impossible  to  men 
Are  possible  to  God. 

4  Thou  canst  o'ercome  this  heart  of  mine, 
Thou  wilt  victorious  prove ; 

For  everlasting  strength  is  thine. 
And  everlasting  love. 

Charles  Wesleir. 

414  The  prodigal'' s  return. 

1  The  prodigal,  with  streaming  eyes, 
From  folly  just  awake. 

Reviews  his  wanderings  with  surprise ; 
His  heart  begins  to  break. 

2  "  I  starve,"  he  cries,  "  nor  can  I  bear 
The  famine  in  this  land, 

While  servants  of  my  Father  share 
The  bounty  of  his  hand. 

3  "  With  deep  repentance  I  *11  return. 
And  seek  my  Father's  face ; 

Unworthy  to  be  called  a  son, 
I  '11  ask  a  servant's  place." 

4  Far  off  the  Father  saw  him  move. 
In  pensive  silence  mourn. 

And  quickly  ran,  with  arms  of  love. 
To  welcome  his  return. 

5  Through  all  the  courts  the  tidings  fle\^. 
And  spread  the  joy  around ; 

The  angels  tuned  their  harps  anew, — 
The  long-lost  son  is  found ! 

Mrs.  Zordia  H.  SicooriM^. 


THE  SINNER— REPENTANCE. 


TOPL 

AD 

Y, 

7, 

31. 

K      t 

K 

THDuaBuniM. 

|J1_A  JIJ    1   f  JiJ  \i;i'\i:  ^-f^K4-ti 

D.  a.  bb 

or 

of 

i. 

* 

-r-Hr- 

^r- 

a 

i^e  me 

■f-'?— H 

^M  ^- 

=?= 

=F 

-^=r^ 

±1?= 

33t=- 

=;t=4 

13    II 

415  Bock  of  asm. 

1  Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ;  - 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  thy  wounded  side  which  flowed, 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure, 

Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know. 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone  i 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death. 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne. 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

Augoitu  v.  ToiOadXi  alt. 

416  The  (n«  UgU. 

1  Christ,  whose  glory  tills  the  skies, 
Christ,  the  true,  the  only  Light, 

Sun  of  righteousness,  arise. 

Triumph  o'er  the  shades  of  night: 
Dayspring  from  on  high,  be  near, 
Day-star,  in  my  heart  appear. 

2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  mom, 
Unaccompanied  by  thee ; 

Joyless  is  the  day's  return. 

Till  thy  mercy's  beams  I  see ; 
Till  thou  inward  life  impart. 
Glad  my  eyes,  and  warm  my  heart. 


3  Visit  then  this  soul  of  mine; 

Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief; 
Fill  me.  Radiancy  divine ; 

Scatter  all  my  unbelief: 
More  and  more  thyself  display, 
Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 
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The  Utany. 


By  thy  human  griefs  and  ft 
By  thy  conflict  m  the  hour 
Of  the  subtle  tempter's  power. — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying  eye ; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  I  die. 

2  By  the  tenderness  that  wept 
O'er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept ; 
By  the  bitter  tears  that  flowed 
Over  Salem's  lost  abode- 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying  eye; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  I  die. 

3  By  thy  lonely  hour  of  prayer; 
By  the  fearful  conflict  there; 
By  thy  cross  and  dying  cries; 
By  thy  one  great  sacrifice, — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying  eye; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  I  die. 

4  By  thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave; 
By  thy  power  the  lost  to  save; 
By  thy  nigh,  majestic  throne; 

By  the  empire  all  thine  own, — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying  eye; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  1  die. 
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41 0       Pcooe  and  hope  of  the  righteous. 

1  Lord,  how  secure  and  blest  are  they 
Who  feel  the  joys  of  pardoned  sin ! 

Should  storms  of  wrath  shake  earth  and  sea, 
Their  minds  have  heaven  and  peace  within, 

2  The  day  glides  sweetly  o'er  their  heads. 
Made  up  of  innocence  and  love; 

And  soft  and  silent  as  the  shades. 
Their  nightly  minutes  gently  move. 

3  Quick  as  their  thoughts  their  joys  come  on, 
But  fly  not  half  so  swift  away : 

Their  souls  are  ever  bright  as  noon, 
And  calm  as  summer  evenings  be. 

4  How  oft  they  look  to  the  heavenly  hills. 
Where  groves  of  living  pleasure  grow ; 

And  longing  hopes,  and  cheerful  smiles. 
Sit  undisturbed  upon  their  brow! 

5  They  scorn  to  seek  earth's  golden  toys, 
But  spend  the  day,  and  share  the  night. 

In  numbering  o'er  the  richer  joys 
That  Heaven  prepares  for  their  delight. 

Isaao  Wstta. 

41  y  Filicd  love  and  Imiging, 

1  Great  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim ; 
Be  thou  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest ; 

The  glories  tnat  compose  thy  name 
Stand  all  engaged  to  make  me  blest. 

2  Thou  great  and  good,  thou  just  and  wise. 
Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  God ; 

And  I  am  thine  by  sacred  ties, 
Thy  son,  thy  servant  bought  with  blood. 

3  With  heart  and  eyes,  and  lifted  hands. 
For  thee  I  long,  to  thee  I  look. 

As  travelers  in  thirsty  lands 
Pant  for  the  cooling  water-brook. 
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4  E'en  life  itself,  without  thy  love. 
No  lasting  pleasure  can  anord ; 

Yea,  'twould  a  tiresome  burden  prove. 
If  I  were  banished  from  thee.  Lord. 

5  I  '11  lift  my  hands,  I  '11  raise  my  voice. 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray  or  praise : 

This  work  shall  make  my  heart  rejoice. 
And  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days. 

Isaao  Watts. 

[L.  11  6  L   Tune,  Evanston.   Page  16Bu] 
4.4U        The  souths  anchorage. 

1  Now  I  have  found  the  ground  wherein 
Sure  my  soul's  anchor  may  remain ; 

The  wounds  of  Jesus,  for  my  sin 

Before  the  world's  foundation  slain  ; 
Whose  mercy  shall  unshaken  stay. 
When  heaven  and  earth  are  fled  away. 

2  Father,  thine  everlasting  grace 
Our  scanty  thought  surpasses  far : 

Thy  heart  still  melts  with  tenderness ; 

Thine  arms  of  love  still  open  are, 
Returning  sinners  to  receive, 
That  mercy  they  may  taste,  and  live. 

3  O  Love  thou  bottomless  abyss. 
My  sins  are  swallowed  up  m  thee ! 

Covered  is  my  unrighteousness. 

Nor  spot  of  guilt  remains  on  me, 
While  Jesus'  blood,  through  earth  and 

skies, 
Mercy,  free,  boundless  mercy,  cries. 

4  By  faith  I  plunge  me  in  this  sea ; 
Here  is  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest ; 

Hither,  when  hell  assails,  I  flee ; 

I  look  into  my  Saviour's  breast : 
Away,  sad  doubt  and  anxious  fear! 
Mercy  is  all  that 's  written  there. 

Jotaaon  A.  BotlM.   Tr.  by  J.  'W«d«^« 
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4<4X  Christy  th£  solid  rock. 

1  My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 

Than  Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness; 

1  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame, 
But  wholly  lean  on  Jesus'  name : 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

2  When  darkness  seems  to  veil  his  face, 
I  rest  on  his  unchanging  grace ; 
In  every  high  and  stormy  gale. 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  veil : 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

3  His  oath,  his  covenant,  and  blood. 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood : 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way. 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay : 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

Bdward  Mote. 

*±4i^  Alive  in  Christ. 

1  Anp  can  it  be  that  I  should  gain 

An  interest  in  the  Saviour's  blood  } 
Died  he  for  me,  who  caused  his  pain  ^ 

For  me,  who  him  to  death  pursued  ? 
Amazing  love !  how  can  it  be 
That  thou,  my  Lord,  shouldst  die  for  me  ? 
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2  'Tis  mystery  all !  the  Immortal  dies ! 
Who    can   explore   his   strange   de- 
sign? 

In  vain  the  first-born  seraph  tries 

To  sound  the  depths  of  love  divine ; 
'Tis  mercy  all !  let  earth  adore : 
Let  angel  minds  inquire  no  more. 

3  He  left  his  Father's  throne  above, — 
So  free,  so  infinite  his  grace ! — 

Emptied  himself  of  all  but  love. 

And  bled  for  Adam's  helpless  race ; 
'Tis  mercy  all,  immense  and  free. 
For,  O  my  God,  it  found  out  me  ! 

4  Long  my  imprisoned  spirit  lay, 

Fast  bound  in  sin  and  nature's  night ; 
Thine  eye  diffused  a  quickening  ray, 

I   woke,    the   dungeon   flamed   with 
light : 
My  chains  fell  off",  my  heart  was  free, 
I  rose,  went  forth,  and  followed  thee. 

5  No  condemnation  now  I  dread, 
Jesus,  with  all  in  him,  is  mine ; 

Alive  in  him  my  living  Head, 

And  clothed  in  righteousness  divine, 
Bold  I  approach  the  eternal  throne. 
And  claim  the  crown,  through  Christ, 
my  own. 

Gtuurles  Wesley. 
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Convicted,  -—pardoned. 


1  In  evil  long  I  took  delight, 
Unawed  by  shame  or  fear, 

Till  a  new  object  struck  my  sight, 
And  stopped  my  wild  career. 

2  I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree. 
In  agonies  and  blood. 

Who  fixed  his  languid  eyes  on  me, 
As  near  his  cross  I  stood. 

3  Sure  never  till  my  latest  breath 
Can  I  forget  that  look : 

It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  death, 
Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

4  My  conscience  felt  and  owned  the  guilt. 
And  plunged  me  in  despair ; 

I  saw  my  sins  his  blood  had  spilt. 
And  helped  to  nail  him.  there. 

5  Alas !  I  knew  not  what  I  did ! 
But  now  my  tears  are  vain : 

Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid  ? 
For  I  the  Lord  have  slain ! 

6  A  second  look  he  gave,  which  said, 
"  I  freely  all  forgive ; 

This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid ; 
I  die  that  thou  mayst  live." 

7  Thus,  while  his  death  my  sin  displays 
In  all  its  blackest  hue, 

Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace. 
It  seals  my  pardon  too. 

Jolm  Newton. 

4<^4      The  earnest  of  redemption. 

1  Why  should  the  children  of  a  King 
Go  mourning  all  their  days  ? 
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Great  Comforter,  descend  and  bring 
The  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

2  Dost  thou  not  dwell  in  all  thy  saints. 
And  seal  the  heirs  of  heaven  ? 

When  wilt  thou  banish  my  complaints. 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven.^ 

3  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part 
In  the  Redeemer's  blood ; 

And  bear  thy  witness  with  my  heart, 
That  I  am  born  of  God. 

4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  his  love, 
The  pledge  of  joys  to  come; 

May  thy  blest  wings,  celestial  Dove, 
Safely  convey  me  home. 

Isaao  Watts. 


4.^0        The  hhod  of  sprinkling, 

1  My  God,  my  God,  to  thee  I  cry ; 
Thee  only  would  I  know ; 

Thy  purifying  blood  apply. 
And  wash  me  white  as  snow. 

2  Touch  me,  and  make  the  leper  clean ; 
Purge  my  iniquity : 

Unless  thou  wash  my  soul  from  sin, 
I  have  no  part  in  thee. 

3  But  art  thou  not  already  mine  ? 
Answer,  if  mine  thou  art ; 

Whisper  within,  thou  Love  divine. 
And  cheer  my  drooping  heart. 

4  Behold,  for  me  the  Victim  bleeds. 
His  wounds  are  open  wide ; 

For  me  the  blood  of  sprinkling  pleads. 
And  speaks  me  justified. 

Charles  W^ealer> 
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4<*b  The  voice  of  Jes^is. 

1  I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Come  unto  me  and  rest ; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast !" 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad ; 

1  found  in  him  a  resting-place. 
And  he  hath  made  me  glad. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 
'*  Behold,  I  freely  give 

The  living  water ;  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live ! " 

I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 
Of  that  life-giving  stream ; 

My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived, 
And  now  I  live  in  him. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 
"  I  am  this  dark  world's  Light ; 

Look  unto  me,  thy  morn  shall  rise 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright ! " 
I  looked  to'  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  him  my  Star,  my  Sun ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk. 

Till  all  my  journey's  done. 

Horatius  Bomar. 
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4/4  7  Amazing  grace, 

1  Amazing  grace !  how  sweet  the  sound. 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me ! 

1  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found. 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear. 

And  grace  my  fears  relieved ; 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear 

The  hour  I  first  believed ! 

2  Through  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares, 
I  have  already  come ; 

'Tis  grace  hath  brought  me  safe  thus  far. 

And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 
The  Lord  has  promised  good  to  me, 

His  word  my  hope  secures ; 
He  will  my  shield  and  portion  be 

As  long  as  life  endures. 

3  Yes,  when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail. 
And  mortal  life  shall  cease, 

I  shall  possess,  within  the  veil, 

A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 
The  earth  shall  soon  dissolve  like  snow, 

The  sun  forbear  to  shine ; 
But  God,  who  called  me  here  below, 

Will  be  forever  mine. 

John  Newton. 
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4<^0       JieconcilicUion  with  God. 

1  Eternal  Sun  of  righteousness, 
Display  thy  beams  divine. 

And  cause  the  glories  of  thy  face 
Upon  my  heart  to  shine. 

2  Light  in  thy  light  O  may  I  see. 
Thy  CTace  and  mercy  prove ; 

Revived,  and  cheered,  and  blest  by  thee. 
The  God  of  pardoning  love. 

3  Lift  up  thy  countenance  serene. 
And  let  thy  happy  child 

Behold,  without  a  cloud  between. 
The  Godhead  reconciled. 

4  That  all-comprising  peace  bestow 
On  me,  through  grace  forgiven ; 

The  joys  of  holiness  below. 

And  then  the  joys  of  heaven. 

Ohairlea  Weelegr. 

DOWNS.       C.  M. 
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Ddightful  assurance, 

1  Sovereign  of  all  the  worlds  on  high, 
Allow  my  humble  claim  ; 

Nor  while,  unworthy,  I  draw  nigh. 
Disdain  a  Father  s  name. 

2  My  Father,  God  !  that  gracious  word 
Dispels  my  guilty  fear ; 

Not  all  the  notes  by  angels  heard 
Could  so  delight  my  ear. 

3  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  thyself  impress 
On  my  expanding  heart; 

And  show  that  in  the  Father's  grace 
I  share  a  filial  part. 

4  Cheered  by  that  witness  from  on  high. 
Unwavering  I  believe ; 

And,  "Abba,  Father,"  humbly  cry; 

Nor  can  the  sign  deceive. 

Philip  DoddzUge. 

LowjELL  Mason. 
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4tJU  Peace  in  believing, 

1  Jesus,  to  thee  I  now  can  fly, 
On  whom  my  help  is  laid : 

Oppressed  by  sins,  I  lift  mine  eye. 
And  see  the  shadows  fade. 

2  Believing  on  my  Lord,  I  find 
A  sure  and  present  aid ; 

On  thee  alone  my  constant  mind 
Be  every  moment  stayed. 
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3  Whatever  in  me  seems  wise,  or  good. 
Or  strong,  I  here  disclaim ; 

I  wash  my  garments  in  the  blood 
Of  the  atoning  Lamb. 

4  Jesus,  my  strength,  my  life,  my  rest. 
On  thee  will  I  depend. 

Till  summoned  to  the  marriage-feast. 
When  faith  in  sight  shall  end. 
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431  The  well  of  life. 

1  Fountain  of  life,  to  all  below 
Let  thy  salvation  roll ; 

Water,  replenish,  and  o'erflow 
Every  believing  soul. 

2  Into  that  happy  number,  Lord, 
Us  weary  sinners  take ; 

Jesus,  fulfill  thy  gracious  word, 
For  thine  own  mercy's  sake. 

3  Turn  back  our  nature's  rapid  tide, 
And  we  shall  flow  to  thee, 

While  down  the  stream  of  time  we  glide 
To  our  eternity. 

4  The  well  of  life  to  us  thou  art. 
Of  joy.  the  swelling  flood ; 

Wafted  by  thee,  with  willing  heart. 
We  swift  return  to  God. 

5  We  soon  shall  reach  the  boundless  sea ; 
Into  thy  fullness  fall ; 

Be  lost  and  swallowed  up  in  thee. 
Our  God,  our  all  in  all. 

Charles  Weelegr. 

4  O.^  Vidoricms  faith. 

1  Father  of  Jesgs  Christ,  my  Lord, 
My  Saviour,  and  my  Head, 

1  trust  in  thee,  whose  powerful  word 

Hath  raised  him  from  the  dead. 

2  In  hope,  against  all  human  hope, 
Self-desperate,  I  believe; 

Thy  quickening  word  shall  raise  me  up. 
Thou  wilt  thy  Spirit  give. 

3  Faith,  mighty  faith,  the  promise  sees. 
And  looks  to  that  alone ; 
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Laughs  at  impossibilities, 
And  cries,  •*  It  shall  be  done!" 

4  To  thee  the  glory  of  thy  power 
And  faithfulness  I  give ; 

I  shall  in  Christ,  at  that  glad  hour. 
And  Christ  in  me  shall  live. 

5  Obedient  faith,  that  waits  on  thee. 
Thou  never  wilt  reprove ; 

But  thou  wilt  form  thy  Son  in  me. 
And  perfect  me  in  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

40t5  His  boundless  grace. 

1  What  shall  I  do  my  God  to  love? 
My  loving  God  to  praise? 

The  length  and  breadth,  and  height  to 
prove, 
And  depth  of  sovereign  grace  ? 

2  Thy  sovereign  grace  to  all  extends, 
Immense  and  unconfined ; 

From  age  to  age  it  never  ends ; 
It  reaches  all  mankind. 

3  Throughout  the  world  its  breadth  is 

known. 
Wide  as  infinity : 
So  wide  it  never  passed  by  one. 
Or  it  had  passed  by  me. 

4  My  trespass  was  grown  up  to  heaven ; 
But,  far  above  the  skies, 

Through*  Christ  abundantly  forgiven, 
I  see  thy  mercies  rise. 

6  The  depth  of  all-redeeming  love. 
What  angel  tongue  can  tell  ? 

O  may  I  to  the  utmost  prove 

The  gift  unspeakable ! 

Charles  Wsslsg'. 
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4o4      No  more  a  wandering  sheep, 

2  The  Shepherd  sought  his  sheep, 
The  Father  sought  his  child ; 

He  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 
O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild : 

He  found  me  nigh  to  death. 
Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone ; 

He  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love. 
He  saved  the  wanderfng  one. 

3  Tesus  my  Shepherd  is ; 
Twas  he  that  loved  my  soul, 

'Twas  he  that  washed  me  in  his  blood, 
'Twas  he  that  made  me  whole : 

'Twas  he  that  sought  the  lost, 
That  found  the  wandering  sheep ; 

'Twas  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 
'Tis  he  that  still  doth  keep. 

4  No  more  a  wandering  sheep, 
I  love  to  be  controlled, 

I  love  my  tender  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love  the  peaceful  fold : 
No  more  a  wayward  child, 

I  seek  no  more  to  roam ; 
I  love  my  heavenly  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  his  home. 

Horatlos  Bonar. 
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4oO       Th£  revealing  Spirit, 

1  Spirit  of  faith,  come  down, 
Reveal  the  things  of  God ; 

And  make  to  us  the  Godhead  known. 
And  witness  with  the  blood : 

'Tis  thine  the  blood  to  apply. 
And  give  us  eyes  to  see. 

That  he  who  did  for  sinners  die. 
Hath  surely  died  for  me. 

2  No  man  can  truly  say 
That  Jesus  is  the  Lord, 

Unless  thou  take  the  veil  away, 
And  breathe  the  living  word : 

Then,  only  then,  we  feel 
Our  interest  in  his  blood ; 

And  cry,  with  joy  unspeakable, 
"  Thou  art  my  Lord,  my  God ! " 

3  O  that  the  world  might  know 
The  all-atoning  Lamb ! 

Spirit  of  faith,  descend  and  show 

The  virtue  of  his  name : 
The  grace  which  all  may  find. 

The  saving  power,  impart ; 

And  testify  to  all  mankind. 

And  speak  in  every  heart. 

diaries  Weslei^. 
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436  Godj  my  Father. 

1  Here  I  can  firmly  rest ; 
I  dare  to  boast  of  this, 

That  God,  the  highest  and  the  best. 
My  Friend  and  Father  is. 

2  Naught  have  I  of  my  own. 
Naught  in  the  life  I  lead ; 

What  Christ  hath  given,  that  alone 
I  dare  in  faith  to  plead. 

3  I  rest  upon  the  ground 
Of  Jesus  and  his  blood ; 

It  is  throueh  him  that  I  have  found 
My  soul  s  eternal  good. 

BADEA,    S.  M. 


4  At  cost  of  all  I  have, 
At  cost  of  life  and  limb, 

I  cling  to  God  who  yet  shall  save : 
I  will  not  turn  from  him. 

5  His  Spirit  in  me  dwells, 
O'er  all  my  mind  he  reigns ; 

My  care  and  sadness  he  dispels. 
And  soothes  away  my  pains. 

6  He  prospers  day  by  day 
His  work  within  my  heart, 

Till  I  have  strength  and  faith  to  say, 
"Thou,  God,  my  Father  art!" 

PlAul  Gerhardt.   Tr.  by  Miss  0.  Wlnkworth. 

Gebman  Melody. 
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4o  I       Knowledge  of  forffivenesa, 

1  How  can  a  sinner  know 
His  sins  on  earth  forgiven  ? 

How  can  my  gracious  Saviour  show 
My  name  inscribed  in  heaven  ? 

2  What  we  have  felt  and  seen 
With  confidence  we  tell ; 

And  publish  to  the  sons  of  men 
The  signs  infallible. 

3  We  who  in  Christ  believe 
That  he  for  us  hath  died. 

We  all  his  unknown  peace  receive. 
And  feel  his  blood  applied. 
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4  Exults  our  rising  soul. 
Disburdened  of  her  load. 

And  swells  unutterably  full 
Of  glory  and  of  God. 

5  His  love,  surpassing  far 
The. love  of  all  beneath, 

We  find  within  our  hearts,  and  dare 
The  pointless  darts  of  death. 

6  Stronger  than  death  or  hell 
The  sacred  power  we  prove; 

And,  conquerors  of  the  world,  we  dwell 
In  heaven,  who  dwell  in  love. 

Charles  Weslegr. 
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Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands,Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands^My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 


438    Abbaj  Father.— Rom.  8:  15. 

1  Arise,  my  soul,  arise ; 
Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears ; 

The  bleeding  Sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears : 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands, 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

2  He  ever  lives  above, 
For  me  to  intercede ; 

His  all-redeeming  love, 
His  precious  blood,  to  plead ; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

3  Five  bleeding  wounds  he  bears, 
Received  on  Calvary ; 

They  pour  effectual  prayers, 
They  strongly  plead  for  me : 
"  Forgive  him,  O  forgive,"  they  cry, 
"Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die." 

4  The  Father  hears  him  pray. 
His  dear  anointed  One : 

He  cannot  turn  away 
The  presence  of  his  Son : 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood. 
And  tells  me  I  am  bom  of  God. 

5  My  God  is  reconciled ; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear : 
He  owns  me  for  his  child ; 

I  can  no  longer  fear: 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And,  "Father,  Abba,  Father,"  cry. 

Qharles  Wedeir. 
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[G.  P.  M.   Tune,  Meribah.   Page  858.] 
40cl  The  inward  vntness. 

1  Thou  g^reat  mysterious  God  unknown. 
Whose  love  hath  gently  led  me  on 

E'en  from  my  infant  days; 
Mine  inmost  soul  expose  to  view, 
And  tell  me  if  I  ever  knew 

Thy  justifying  grace. 

2  If  I  have  only  known  thy  fear, 
And  followed,  with  a  heart  sincere. 

Thy  drawings  from  above ; 
Now,  now  the  further  grace  bestow. 
And  let  my  sprinkled  conscience  know 

Thy  sweet  forgiving  love. 

3  Short  of  thy  love  I  would  not  stop, 
A  stranger  to  the  gospel  hope. 

The  sense  of  sin  forgiven ; 
I  would  not.  Lord,  my  soul  deceive. 
Without  the  inward  witness  live. 

That  antepast  of  heaven. 

4  If  now  the  witness  were  in  me. 
Would  he  not  testify  of  thee, 

In  Jesus  reconciled? 
And  should  I  not  with  faith  draw  nigh. 
And  boldly,  "Abba,  Father,"  cry, 

And  know  myself  thy  child  ? 

5  Father,  in  me  reveal  thy  Son, 
And  to  my  inmost  soul  make  known 

How  merciful  thou  art ; 
The  secret  of  thy  love  reveal. 
And  by  thy  hallowing  Spirit  dwell 

Forever  in  my  heart. 

Oliarles  WMIa^. 
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44U      The  indwelling  Spirit. 

1  Abba,  Father,  hear  thy  child, 
Late  in  Jesus  reconciled ; 
Hear,  and  all  the  graces  shower. 
All  the  joy,  and  peace,  and  power ; 
All  my  Saviour  asks  above, 

All  the  life  and  heaven  of  love. 

2  Lord,  I  will  not  let  thee  go 
Till  the  blessing  thou  bestow : 
Hear  my  Advocate  divine; 
Lo !  to  his  my  suit  I  join ; 
Joined  to  his,  it  cannot  fail ; 
Bless  me ;  for  I  will  prevail. 

REPOSE.      7.   61. 


3  Heavenly  Father,  Life  divine, 
Change  my  nature  into  thine ; 

Move,  and  spread  throughout  my  soul. 
Actuate,  and  fill  the  whole : 
Be  it  I  no  longer  now 
Living  in  the  flesh,  but  thou. 

4  Holy  Ghost,  no  more  delay; 
Come,  and  in  thy  temple  stay : 
Now  thine  inward  witness  bear. 
Strong,  and  permanent,  and  clear: 
Spring  of  life,  thyself  impart ; 
Rise  eternal  in  my  heart. 

CharlM  Weilej. 
Abb.  bt  Jobxph  P.  Holbbook. 
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4 4X  Chief  of  sinners. 

1  Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Jesus  shed  his  blood  for  me ; 
Died  that  I  might  live  on  high, 
Died  that  I  might  never  die ; 
As  the  branch  is  to  the  vine, 

1  am  his  and  he  is  mine. 

2  O  the  height  of  Jesus'  love ! 
Higher  than  the  heavens  above. 
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Deeper  than  the  depths  of  sea, 
Lasting  as  eternity ; 

Love  that  found  me, — wondrous  thought 
Found  me  when  I  sought  him  not! 

3  Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Christ  is  all  in  all  to  me.; 
All  my  wants  to  him  are  known. 
All  my  sorrows  are  his  own ; 
Safe  with  him  from  earthly  strife, 
He  sustains  the  hidden  life. 

lEoComb, 
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[7,  6,  7.   Tune,  Amsterdam.    Page  401.] 

440    TA,c  righteousness  of  faiih, 

1  Oft  I  in  my  heart  have  said, — 
Who  shall  ascend  on  high, 

Mount  to  Christ,  my  glorious  Head, 
And  bring  him  from  the  sky  ? 

Borne  on  contemplation's  wing, 
Surely  I  shall  find  him  there. 

Where  the  angels  praise  their  King, 
And  gain  the  Morning  Star. 

2  Oft  I  in  my  heart  have  said, — 
Who  to  the  deep  shall  stoop. 

Sink  with  Christ  among  the  dead. 
From  thence  to  bring  him  up  ? 

Could  I  but  my  heart  prepare. 
By  unfeigned  humility, 

Christ  would  quickly  enter  there, 
And  ever  dwell  in  me. 

3  But  the  righteousness  of  faith 
Hath  taught  me  better  things : 

Inward  turn  thine  eyes,'*  it  saith. 
While  Christ  to  me  it  brings : 

Christ  is  ready  to  impart 
Life  to  all,  for  life  who  sigh : 
In  thy  mouth  and  in  thy  heart 
The  word  is  ever  nigh." 

Charles  W^ealey. 


4  4  <^         The  joys  of  conversion. 

2  That  sweet  comfort  was  mine. 
When  the  favor  divine 

I  received  through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb ; 

When  my  heart  first  believed. 

What  a  joy  I  received. 
What  a  heaven  in  Jesus's  name ! 

3  'Twas  a  heaven  below 
My  Redeemer  to  know. 

And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more. 

Than  to  fall  at  his  feet. 

And  the  story  repeat, 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 

4  Jesus  all  the  day  long 
Was  my  joy  and  my  song : 

O  that  all  his  salvation  might  see ! 

"  He  hath  loved  me,"  I  cried, 

"  He  hath  suffered  and  died. 
To  redeem  even  rebels  like  me." 

5  O  the  rapturous  height 
Of  that  holy  delight 

Which  I  felt  in  the  life-giving  blood ! 

Of  my  Saviour  possessed, 

I  was  perfectly  blessed, 
As  if  filled  with  the  fullness  of  God. 

Charlee  WeSley. 
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Contend ;  O  smile,  and  heal  the  strife. 

2  The  Saviour  smiles ;  upon  my  soul 
New  tides  of  hope  tumultuous  roll ; 
His  voice  proclaims  my  pardon  found, 
Seraphic  transport  wings  the  sound. 

3  Earth  has  a  joy  unknown  to  heaven. 
The  newborn  peace  of  sins  forgiven; 
Tears  of  such  pure  and  deep  delight, 
Ye  angels,  never  dimmed  your  sight. 

i  Bright  heralds  of  the  eternal  Will, 
Abroad  his  errands  ye  fuilill ; 
Or,  throned  in  floods  of  beamy  day, 
Symphonious  in  his  presence  play. 
6  Loud  is  the  song,  the  heavenly  plain 
Is  shaken  with  (he  choral  strain ; 
And  dying  echoes,  floating  far. 
Draw  music  from  each  chiming  star. 
6  But  I  amid  your  choirs  shall  shine. 
And  all  your  knowledge  shall  be  mine: 
Ye  on  your  harps  must  lean  to  hear 
A  secret  chord  that  mine  will  bear. 


445     The  reafaivg  liffhl  af  faith. 

1  Author  of  faith,  eternal  Word. 
Whose  Spirit  breathes  the  active  flame. 

Faith,  like  its  finisher  and  Lord, 
To-day  as  yesterday  the  same; 

2  To  thee  our  humble  hearts  aspire. 
And  ask  the  gift  unspeakable; 

Increase  in  us  the  kindled  fire, 
In  us  the  work  of  faith  fulfill. 


3  By  faith  we  know  thee  strong  to  save ; 
Save  us,  a  present  Saviour  thou: 

Whate'er  we  nope,  by  faith  we  have; 
Future  and  past  subsisting  now. 

4  To  him  that  in  thy  name  believes. 
Eternal  hfe  with  thee  is  given ; 

Into  himself  he  all  receives. 
Pardon,  and  holiness,  and  heaven. 

5  The  things  unknown  to  feeble  sense, 
Unseen  by  reason's  glimmering  ray, 

With  strong,  comitianding  evidence. 
Their  heavenly  origin  display. 

6  Faith  lends  its  realizing  liffht; 

The  clouds  disperse,  the  sTiadows  fly; 
The  Invisible  appears  in  sight, 
And  God  is  seen  by  mortal  eye. 

440  S<dvadim  by  grace. 

1  We  have  no  outward  righteousness. 

No  merits  or  good  works  to  plead ; 
We  only  can  be  saved  by  grace; 

Thy  grace,  O  Lord,  is  free  indeed. 
3  Save  us  by  grace,  through  faith  alone, 

A  faith  thou  must  thyself  impart; 
A  faith  that  would  by  works  be  shown, 

A  faith  that  purifies  the  heart: 

3  A  faith  that  doth  the  mountains  move, 
A  faith  that  shows  our  sins  foi^i^en, 

A  faith  that  sweetly  works  by  love. 
And  ascertains  our  claim  to  heaven. 

4  This  is  the  faith  we  humbly  seek, 


O  let  it  speak  us  up  to  God ! 
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447  0  happy  day! 

1  O  HAPPY  day  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God ! 

Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

2  O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  love ! 

Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done; 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine ; 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on. 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest; 

Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart. 
With  him  of  every  good  possessed. 

5  High  Heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 

Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

Philip  Doddzldce. 

44 O  Salvation  by  faith. 

1  Into  thy  gracious  hands  I  fall. 
And  with  the  arms  of  faith  embrace ; 

0  King  of  glory,  hear  my  call ; 

O  raise  me,  heal  me  by  thy  grace. 
Now  righteous  through  thy  grace  I  am ; 
No  condemnation  now  I  dread ; 

1  taste  salvation  in  thy  name, 
Alive  in  thee,  my  living  Head. 


2  Still  let  thy  wisdom  be  my  guide. 
Nor  take  thy  flight  from  me  away; 

Still  with  me  let  thy  grace  abide, 
That  I  from  thee  may  never  stray : 

Let  thy  word  richly  in  me  dwell. 
Thy  peace  and  love  my  portion  be ; 

My  joy  to  endure  and  do  thy  will. 
Till  perfect  I  am  found  in  thee. 

3  Arm  me  with  thy  whole  armor.  Lord, 
Support  my  weakness  with  thy  might ; 

Gird  on  my  thigh  thy  conquering  sword. 
And  shield  me  in  the  threatening  fight ; 

From  faith  to  faith,  from  grace  to  grace. 
So  in  thy  strength  shall  I  go  on. 

Till  heaven  and  earth  flee  from  thy  face. 
And  glory  end  what  grace  begun. 

WoUSvang  O.  Deosler.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 
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Forgiving  love. 
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1  My  soul,  with  humble  fervor  raise 
To  God  the  voice  of  grateful  praise. 
And  all  my  ransomed  powers  combine. 
To  bless  his  attributes  divine. 

2  Deep  on  my  heart  let  memory  trace 
His  acts  of  mercy  and  of  grace. 
Who,  with  a  Father's  tender  care. 
Saved  me  when  sinking  in  despair ; 

3  Gave  my  repentant  soul  to  prove 
The  joy  of  his  forgiving  love ; 
Pourecl  balm  into  my  bleeding  breast. 
And  led  my  weary  feet  to  rest. 

John  H.  IiiTingstoii*. 
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4uU  T'A^  highway  of  holiness, 

1  Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone. 
He  whom  1  fix  my  hopes  upon ; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I  '11  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  him  I  view. 

2  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment. 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness, 

I  '11  go,  for  all  his  paths  are  peace. 

3  This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought. 
And  mourned  because  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief  a  burden  long  has  been, 
Because  I  was  not  saved  from  sin. 

4  The  more  I  strove  against  its  power, 
I  felt  its  weight  and  guilt  the  more ; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 

"  Come  hither,  soul,  I  am  the  way." 

5  Lo !  glad  I  come ;  and  thou,  blest  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  am ; 

Nothing  but  sin  have  I  to  give ; 
Nothing  but  love  shall  I  receive. 

6  Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round. 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found  ; 
I  '11  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood. 
And  say,  "  Behold  the  way  to  God." 

John  Oennidk. 

40J  His  sovereign  grace. 

1  Glory  to  God,  whose  sovereign  grace 
Hath  animated  senseless  stones. 

Called  us  to  stand  before  his  face, 
And  raised  us  into  Abrah'm's  sons. 

2  The  people  that  in  darkness  lay. 
In  sin  and  error's  deadly  shade, 

Have  seen  a  glorious  gospel-day 
In  Jesus'  lovely  face  displayed. 
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3  Thou  only.  Lord,  the  work  hast  done. 
And  bared  thine  arm  in  all  our  sight ; 

Hast  made  the  reprobates  thine  own, 
And  claimed  the  outcasts  as  thy  right, 

4  Thy  single  arm,  almighty  Lord, 
To  us  the  great  salvation  brought ; 

Thy  Word,  thy  all-creating  Word, 
That   spake  at   first   the  world   from 
naught. 

5  For  this  the  saints  lift  up  their  voice. 
And  ceaseless  praise  to  thee  is  given  ; 

For  this  the  hosts  above  rejoice. 
And  praise  thee  in  the  highest  heaven. 

Charles  Wedflij. 


40<^     The  Lord  our  righteousness, 

1  Let  not  the  wise  their  wisdom  boast. 
The  mighty  glory  in  their  might. 

The  rich  in  nattering  riches  trust, 
Which  take  their  everlasting  flight. 

2  The  rush  of  numerous  years  bears  down 
The  most  gigantic  strength  of  man ; 

And  where  is  3l  his  wisdom  gone, 
When,  dust,  he  turns  to  dust  again  ? 

3  One  only  gift  can  justify 

The  boasting  soul  that  knows  his  God : 
When  Jesus  doth  his  blood  apply, 
I  glory  in  his  sprinkled  blood. 

4  The  Lord  my  Righteousness  I  praise, 
I  triumph  in  the  love  divine ; 

The  wisdom,  wealth,  and  strength  of  grace. 
In  Christ  to  endless  ages  mine. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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400  His  plenteous  grace. 

1  O  WHAT  shall  I  do  my  Saviour  to  praise, 
So  faithful  and  true,  so  plenteous  in  grace. 
So  strong  to  deliver,  so  good  to  redeem 
The  weakest  believer  that  hangs  upon  him ! 

2  How  happy  the  man  whose  heart  is  set 

free, 
The  people  that  can  be  joyful  in  thee ! 
Their  joy  is  to  walk  in  the  light  of  thy  face. 
And  still  they  are  talking  of  Jesus's  grace : 

3  For  thou  art  their  boast,  their  glory,  and 

power, 
And  I  also  trust  to  see  the  glad  hour. 
My  soul's  new  creation,  a  life  from  the  dead. 
The  day  of  salvation  that  lifts  up  my  head. 
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4  For  Jesus,  my  Lord,  is  now  my  defense ; 
I  trust  in  his  word  ;  none  plucks  me  from 

thence ; 
Since  I  have  found  favor,  he  all  things 

will  do ; 
My  King  and  my  Saviour  shall  make  me 

anew. 

5  Yes,  Lord,  I  shall  see  the  bliss  of  thine 

own; 

Thy  secret  to  me  shall  soon  be  made 
known ; 

For  sorrow  and  sadness  I  joy  shall  re- 
ceive, 

And  share  in  the  gladness  of  all  that  be- 
lieve. 

Oharles  Wesley. 


FsANOis  Joseph  Hatdn. 


D.  s. 
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404  Accepted  in  the  Beloved, 

1  All  praise  to  the  Lamb !  accepted  I  am. 

Through  faith   in   the  Saviour's  adorable 

name: 
In  him  I  confide,  his  blood  is  applied ; 
For  me  he  hath  suffered,  for  me  he  hath  died. 
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2  Not  a  cloud  doth  arise,  to  darken  my 

skies. 
Or  hide  for  a  moment  my  Lord  from  mine 

eyes: 
In  him  I  am  blest,  I  lean  on  his  breast. 
And  lo !  in  his  wounds  I  continue  to  rest. 

Obarles  Weatai^. 
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1  Lord,  and  is  thine  anger  gone, 
And  art  thou  pacified  ? 

After  all  that  I  have  done. 
Dost  thou  no  longer  chide  ? 

Let  thy  love  my  heart  constrain, 
And  all  my  restless  passions  sway : 

Keep  me,  lest  I  turn  again 
Out  of  the  narrow  way. 

2  See  my  utter  helplessness. 
And  leave  me  not  alone ; 

0  preserve  in  perfect  peace. 
And  seal  me  for  thine  own : 

More  and  more  thyself  reveal. 
Thy  presence  let  me  always  find ; 

Comfort,  and  confirm,  and  heal 
My  feeble,  sin-sick  mind. 

3  As  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
Thy  weakest  servant  keep ; 

Help  me  at  thy  feet  to  lie. 

And  there  forever  weep : 
Tears  of  joy  mine  eyes  o'erflow, 

That  I  have  any  nope  of  heaven ; 
Much  of  love  I  ought  to  know. 

For  I  have  much  forgiven. 

Charles  Wesley. 

4i>D    Nothmg  biU  Christ  crricified, 

1  Vain,  delusive  world,  adieu, 
With  all  of  creature  good ! 

Only  Jesus  I  pursue. 

Who  bought  me  with  his  blood : 
All  thy  pleasures  I  forego ; 

I  trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  Know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 
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2  Other  knowledge  I  disdain ; 
'Tis  all  but  vanity : 

Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  slain. 

He  tasted  death  for  me. 
Me  to  save  from  endless  woe 

The  sin-atoning  Victim  died : 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know. 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

3  Here  will  I  set  up  my  rest ; 
My  fluctuating  heart 

From  the  haven  of  his  breast 

Shall  never  more  depart : 
Whither  should  a  sinner  go  ? 

His  wounds  for  me  stand  open  wide ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know. 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

4  Him  to  know  is  life  and  peace. 
And  pleasure  without  end ; 

This  is  all  my  happiness. 

On  Jesus  to  depend ; 
Daily  in  his  grace  to  grow, 

And  ever  in  his  faith  abide ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

5  O  that  I  could  all  invite. 
This  saving  truth  to  prove ; 

Show  the  length,  the  breadth,  the  height, 

And  depth  of  Jesus'  love ! 
Fain  I  would  to  sinners  show 

The  blood  by  faith  alone  applied ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

Oharies  Wealejr. 
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4i>  •       Renouncitig  all  for  Christ . 

1  Come,  Saviour,  Jesus,  from  above, 
Assist  me  with  thy  heavenly  grace ; 

Empty  my  heart  of  earthly  love. 
And  for  thyself  prepare  the  place. 

2  O  let  thy  sacred  presence  fill, 
And  set  my  longing  spirit  free ; 

Which  pants  to  have  no  other  will, 
But  night  and  day  to  feast  on  thee. 

3  While  in  this  region  here  below, 
No  other  good  will  I  pursue : 

I  '11  bid  this  world  of  noise  and  show. 
With  all  its  glittering  snares,  adieu. 

4  That  path  with  humble  speed  I  '11  seek; 
In  which  my  Saviour's  footsteps  shine; 

Nor  will  I  hear,  nor  will  I  speak, 
Of  any  other  love  but  thine. 

5  Henceforth  may  no  profane  delight 
Divide  this  consecrated  soul ; 

Possess  it  thou,  who  hast  the  right, 
As  Lord  and  Master  of  the  whole. 

6  Nothing  on  earth  do  I  desire, 

But  thy  pure  love  within  my  breast ; 
This,  only  this,  will  I  require, 
.  And  freely  give  up  all  the  rest. 

Mad.  A.  Boorignon.   Tr.  by  J.  Waaley. 

4 Do  Personal  consecration, 

1  God  of  my  life,  what  just  return 
Can  sinful  dust  and  ashes  give  ? 

1  only  live  my  sin  to  mourn : 
To  love  my  God  I  only  live. 

2  To  thee,  benign  and  saving  Power, 
I  consecrate  my  lengthened  days ; 
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While,  marked  with  blessings,  every  hour 
Shall  speak  thy  co-extended  praise. 

3  Be  all  my  added  life  employed 
Thine  image  in  my  soul  to  see : 

Fill  with  thyself  the  mighty  void ; 
Enlarge  my  heart  to  compass  thee. 

4  The  blessing  of  thy  love  bestow ; 
For  this  my  cries  shall  never  fail ; 

Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  thee  go, — 
I  will  not,  till  my  suit  prevail. 

5  Come,  then,   my  Hope,  my    Life,    my 

Lord, 
And  fix  in  me  thy  lasting  home ; 
Be  mindful  of  thy  gracious  word, — 
Thou,  with  thy  promised  Father,  come. 

Obarlee  Waaley. 

4&V/  Living  to  God. 

1  O  Thou,  who  hast  at  thy  command 
The  hearts  of  all  men  in  thy  hand, 
Our  wayward,  erring  hearts  incline 
To  have  no  other  will  but  thine. 

2  Our  wishes,  our  desires,  control ; 
Mold  every  purpose  of  the  soul ; 
O'er  all  may  we  victorious  prove 
That  stands  between  us  and  thy  love. 

3  Thrice  blest  will  all  our  blessings  be. 
When  we  can  look  through  them  to  thee ; 
When  each  glad  heart  its  tribute  pays 

Of  love,  and  gratitude,  and  praise. 

4  And  while  we  to  thy  glory  live, 
May  we  to  thee  all  glory  give, 
Until  the  final  summons  come. 
That  calls  thy  willing  servants  home. 

MtB,  M.  J.  Ootterm. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— CONSECRATION. 


SESSIONS.      L.  M. 


LuTHXR  Orlando  Emkrsov. 
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3  How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide 
Close  sheltered  in  thy  bleeding  side ! 
Who  thence  their  life  and  strength  derive. 
And  by  thee  move,  and  in  thee  live. 

4  What  are  our  works  but  sin  and  death. 
Till  thou  thy  quickening  Spirit  breathe  ? 
Thou  giv'st  the  power  thy  grace  to  move ; 
O  wondrous  grace !  O  boundless  love  I 

5  How  can  it  be,  thou  heavenly  King, 
That  thou  shouldst  us  to  glory  bring? 
Make  slaves  the  partners  of  thy  throne. 
Decked  with  a  never-fading  crown  ? 

6  Hence  our  hearts  melt,  our  eyes  o'erflow. 
Our  words  are  lost,  nor  will  we  know, 
Nor  will  we  think  of  aught  beside, 

My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified." 

Znoolaus  Ii.  MTmendorf.   Tr.  by  J.  Wealey. 


4b.4  7%tf  Lord  is  my  portion. — Lam.  3:  24. 

1  O  Love,  thy  sovereign  aid  impart. 
And  guard  the  gift  thyself  hast  given : 

My  portion  thou,  my  treasure  art. 
My  life,  and  happiness,  and  heaven. 

2  Would  aught  on  earth  my  wishes  share  ? 
Though  dear  as  life  the  idol  be. 

The  idol  from  my  breast  I  'd  tear, 
Resolved  to  seek  my  all  in  thee. 

3  Whate'er  I  fondly  counted  mine. 
To  thee,  my  Lord,  I  here  restore; 

Gladly  I  all  for  thee  resign ; 
Give  me  thyself,  I  ask  no  more. 

Charlee  Weeleir. 


The  vow  sealed  at  the  cross. 
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1  Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine. 
Purchased  and  saved  by  blood  divine ; 
With  full  consent  thine  I  would  be. 
And  own  thy  sovereign  right  in  me. 

2  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  place 
Among  the  children  of  thy  grace ; 
A  wretched  sinner,  lost  to  God, 
But  ransomed  by  Immanuel's  blood. 

3  Thine  would  I  live,  thine  would  I  die. 
Be  thine  through  all  eternity ; 
The  vow  is  past  beyond  repeal. 
And  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

• 

4  Here,  at  that  cross  where  flows  the  blood 
That  bought  my  guilty  soul  for  God, 
Thee,  my  new  Master,  now  I  call. 
And  consecrate  to  thee  my  all. 

6  Do  thou  assist  a  feeble  worm 
The  great  engagement  to  perform ; 
Thy  grace  can  full  assistance  lend. 
And  on  that  grace  I  dare  depend. 

Samuel  Davies. 

4  DX  Thirsting  for  perfect  love. 

1  I  THIRST,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  thy  cleansing  blood ; 
To  dwell  within  thy  wounds ;  then  pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 

2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  thee : 
Seal  thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

(12)  171 
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ALETTA.      7. 


William  BATomtLDBB  Bbadbvbt. 
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4b*J  Perfect  peace. 

1  Prince  of  peace,  control  my  will ; 
Bid  this  struggling  heart  be  still ; 
Bid  my  fears  and  doubtings  cease, 
Hush  my  spirit  into  peace. 

2  Thou  hast  bought  me  with  thy  blood. 
Opened  wide  the  gate  to  God : 

Peace  I  ask — but  peace  must  be. 
Lord,  in  being  one  with  thee. 

3  May  thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done ; 
May  thy  will  and  mine  be  one : 
Chase  these  doubtings  from  my  heart ; 
Now  thy  perfect  peace  impart. 

4  Saviour,  at  thy  feet  I  fall ; 
Thou  my  Life,  my  God,  my  All ! 
Let  thy  happy  servant  be 

One  for  evermore  with  thee ! 


ICaxj  A.  8i  Barber. 


464  The  mind  of  Jesua, 

1  Father  of  eternal  g^ace, 
Glorify  thyself  in  me ; 

Sweetly  beaming  in  my  face 
May  the  world  thine  image  see. 

2  Happy  only  in  thy  love, 
Poor,  unfriended,  or  unknown : 

Fix  my  thoughts  on  things  above, 
Stay  my  heart  on  thee  alone. 

3  To  thy  gracious  will  resigned. 
All  thy  will  by  me  be  done ; 

Give  me.  Lord,  the  perfect  mind 
Of  thy  well-belov6d  Son. 

4  Counting  gain  and  glory  loss. 
May  I  tread  the  path  he  trod ; 

Die  with  Jesus  on  the  cross. 
Rise  with  him  to  live  with  God. 

James 
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4  DO  ThvM  forever. 

2  Thine  forever ! — Lord  of  life, 
Shield  us  through  our  earthly  strife ; 
Thou,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
Guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day. 

3  Thine  forever  1 — Saviour,  keep 
These  thy  frail  and  trembling  sheep ; 
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Safe  alone  beneath  thy  care. 
Let  us  all  thy  goodness  share. 

4  Thine  forever! — thou  our  Guide, 
All  our  wants  by  thee  supplied, 
All  our  sins  by  thee  forgiven, 
Lead  us.  Lord,  from  earth  to  heaven. 

Mrs.  ICaxy  V.  Xaoite. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— CONSECRATION. 


BARBY.      C.  M. 


William  Tambub. 


4  DO  The  solemn  vow. 

1  Witness,  ye  men  and  angels,  now, 
Before  the  Lord  we  speak ; 

To  him  we  make  our  solemn  vow, 
A  vow  we  dare^not  break : 

2  That  long  as  life  itself  shall  last. 
Ourselves  to  Christ  we  yield ; 

Nor  from  his  cause  will  we  depart. 
Or  ever  quit  the  field. 

3  We  trust  not  in  our  native  strength, 
But  on  his  grace  rely, 

That,  with  returning  wants,  the  Lord 
Will  all  our  need  supply. 

4  Lord,  guide  our  doubtful  feet  aright. 
And  keep  us  in  thy  ways ; 

And,  while  we  turn  our  vows  to  prayers. 
Turn  thou  our  prayers  to  praise. 

Benjamin  Beddome. 

4\>  I  7  mil  take  the  cup  of  salvation, — Ps.  116:13, 
1  What  shall  I  render  to  my  God 
For  all  his  mercy's  store  ? 

1  '11  take  the  gifts  he  hath  bestowed. 

And  humbly  ask  for  more. 

2  My  vows  I  will  to  his  great  name 
Before  his  people  pay, 

And  all  I  have,  and  all  I  am, 
Upon  his  altar  lay. 

3  Thy  lawful  servant,  Lord,  I  owe 
To  thee  whate'er  is  mine, 

Born  in  thy  family  below, 
And  by  redemption  thine. 

4  The  God  of  all-redeeming  g^ce 
My  God  I  will  proclaim. 

Offer  the  sacrifice  of  praise, 
And  call  upon  his  name. 


5  Praise  him,  ye  saints,  the  God  of  love. 

Who  hath  my  sins  forgiven, 

Till,  gathered  to  the  Church  above. 

We  sing  the  songs  of  heaven. 

Samuel  Wealey. 

4D0  Accept  my  heart. 

1  My  God,  accept  my  heart  this  day. 
And  make  it  always  thine ; 

That  I  from  thee  no  more  may  stray. 
No  more  from  thee  decline. 

2  Before  the  cross  of  him  who  died. 
Behold,  I  prostrate  fall; 

Let  every  sin  be  crucified. 
Let  Christ  be  all  in  all. 

3  Let  every  thought,  and  work,  and  word. 
To  thee  be  ever  given ; 

Then  life  shall  be  thy  service,  Lord, 
And  death  the  gate  of  heaven ! 

Matthew  Bridges. 

4DVf    Soul  and  body  dedicated  to  the  Lord. 

1  Let  Him  to  whom  we  now  belong. 
His  sovereign  right  assert ; 

And  take  up  every  thankful  song, 
And  every  loving  heart. 

2  He  justly  claims  us  for  his  own. 
Who  bought  us  with  a  price : 

The  Christian  lives  to  Christ  alone ; 
To  Christ  alone  he  dies. 

3  Jesus,  thine  own  at  last  receive ; 
Fulfill  our  hearts'  desire ; 

And  let  us  to  thy  glory  live. 
And  in  thy  cause  expire. 

4  Our  souls  and  bodies  we  resign ; 
With  joy  we  render  thee 

Our  all, — no  longer  ours,  but  thine 
To  all  eternity. 
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ObarlM  Wealeir. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— CONSECRATION, 


DURBIN.      7,  61. 


But.  W.  D.  Maolaqak. 
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4  i  U  Entire  consecrcUion, 

1  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 

As  by  the  celestial  host, 

Let  thy  will  on  earth  be  done ; 
Praise  by  all  to  thee  be  given. 
Glorious  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven. 

2  If  so  poor  a  worm  as  I 
May  to  thy  great  glory  live. 

All  my  actions  sanctify. 

All  my  words  and  thoughts  receive ; 
Claim  me  for  thy  service,  claim 
All  I  have,  and  all  I  am. 

SAXBY.      L.  M. 


3  Take  my  soul  and  body's  powers ; 
Take  my  memory,  mind,  and  will ; 

All  my  goods,  and  all  my  hours ; 

All  I  know,  and  all  I  feel ; 
All  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do ; 
Take  my  heart,  but  n>ake  it  new. 

4  Now,  O  God,  thine  own  I  am. 
Now  I  give  thee  back  thine  own ; 

Freedom,  friends,  and  health,  and  fame, 

Consecrate  to  thee  alone : 
Thine  I  live,  thrice  happy  I ; 
Happier  still  if  thine  I  die. 

CHiarles  Wesley. 
Bby.  T.  B.  Matthews. 
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471  The  tiial  of  A  braham. 

1  Abraham,  when  severely  tried. 
His  faith  by  his  obedience  showed ; 

He  with  the  harsh  command  complied. 
And  gave  his  Isaac  back  to  God. 

2  His  son  the  father  offered  up, — 
Son  of  his  age,  his  only  son ; 

Object  of  all  his  joy  and  hope. 
And  less  belovea  than  God  alone. 

3  O  for  a  faith  like  his,  that  we 
The  bright  example  may  pursue ! 

May  gladly  give  up  all  to  thee. 
To  whom  our  more  than  all  is  due. 
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4  Is  there  a  thing  than  life  more  dear  ? 
A  thing  from  which  we  cannot  part  ? 

We  can  ;  we  now  rejoice  to  tear 
The  idol  from  our  bleeding  heart. 

5  Jesus,  accept  our  sacrifice ; 

All  things  for  thee  we  count  but  loss ; 
Lo !  at  thy  word  our  idol  dies, — 
Dies  on  the  altar  of  thy  cross. 

6  For  what  to  thee,  O  Lord,  we  g^ve, 
A  hundred  fold  we  here  obtain ; 

And  soon  with  thee  shall  all  receive. 

And  loss  shall  be  eternal  gain. 

Gbarlfls  WMlagr. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— CONSECRATION. 
^A^ARSAW.       H.  M. 


Thomas  Glabk. 


i 


isi=i 


I 


MH 


#-5-#^ 


^ 


n  .OiJ  *  JiJtt  I'  I  j  J1i  I  J 1 1 1  hi  fl  n 


1.  My  soul  and  all  its  powers  Thine,  wholly  thine,  shall  be ;  All,  all    my  happy    hours  I     con  -  se  - 


^^M 


i 


i 


i 


3=^^ 


^ 


j-rn 


T 


^ 


i=^ 


n~TTTiF=^ 


m 


crate    to  thee :    Me    to    thine  im  -  age  now   restore,    And    I 


^ 


g 


3=S 


^ 


1 


I 


^3^ 


t=\ 


1^ 


shall    praise  thee  er  -  er  -  more. 


4ki«i  Dedication  to  God. 

1  My  soul  and  all  its  powers 
Thine,  wholly  thine,  shall  be ; 

All,  all  my  happy  hours 
I  consecrate  to  thee : 
Me  to  thine  image  now  restore, 
And  I  shall  praise  thee  evermore. 

2  Long  as  I  live  beneath, 
To  thee  O  let  me  live; 

To  thee  my  every  breath 
In  thanks  and  praises  give: 

MARSHALL.      S.  M. 


Whatever  I  have,  whate'er  I  am. 
Shall  magnify  my  Maker's  name. 

3  I  wait  thy  will  to  do, 

As  angels  do  in  heaven ; 
In  Christ  a  creature  new. 
Most  graciously  forgiven ; 
I  wait  thy  perfect  will  to  prove, 
All  sanctified  by  spotless  love. 

Charles  WesleF. 
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4  lO  Self-cmi^ecration. 

1  Lord,  in  the  strength  of  grace, 

With  a  glad  heart  and  free. 
Myself,  my  residue  of  days, 

I  consecrate  to  thee. 
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2  Thy  ransomed  servant,  I 
Restore  to  thee  thine  own ; 

And  from  this  moment  live  or  die 
To  serve  my  God  alone. 

Charles  WesmF* 


THE  CHRISTIAN— SANCTIFICATION  AND  GROWTH. 


YOAKLEY.      L.  M.  61. 


Bet.  Wiluam  Toaklxt. 
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474  ^  living  sacrifice. 

1  O  GOD,  what  offering  shall  I  give 

To  thee,  the  Lord  of  earth  and  skies? 
My  spirit,  soul,  and  flesh  receive, 

A  holy,  living  sacrifice : 
Small  as  it  is,  'tis  all  my  store ; 
More  shouldst  thou  have,  if  I  had  more. 

2  Now  then,  my  God,  thou  hast  my  soul : 
No  longer  mine,  but  thine  I  am  : 

Guard  thou  thine  own,  possess  it  whole ; 
Cheer  it  with  hope,  with  love  inflame. 
Thou  hast  my  spirit ;  there  display 
Thy  glory  to  the  perfect  day. 

3  Thou  hast  my  flesh,  thy  hallowed  shrine. 
Devoted  solely  to  thy  will : 

Here  let  thy  light  forever  shine : 
This  house  still  let  thy  presence  fill : 

0  Source  of  life !  live,  dwell,  and  move 
In  me,  till  all  my  life  be  love. 

Joaohim  Lange.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley 

4  7  O  The  single  eye, 

1  Behold  the  servant  of  the  Lord ! 
I  wait  thy  guiding  hand  to  feel ; 

To  hear  and  keep  thy  every  word. 

To  prove  and  do  thy  perfect  will : 
Joyful  from  my  own  works  to  cease. 
Glad  to  fulfill  all  righteousness. 

2  My  every  weak,  though  good  design, 
O'errule  or  change,  as  seems  thee  meet ; 

Jesus,  let  all  my  work  be  thine ! 

Thy  work,  O  Lord,  is  all  complete. 
And  pleasing  in  thy  Father's  sight ; 
Thou  only  hast  done  all  things  right. 
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3  Here,  then,  to  thee  thine  own  I  leave ; 
Mold  as  thou  wilt  thy  passive  clay ; 

But  let  me  all  thy  stamp  receive, 
But  let  me  all  thy  words  obey ; 
Serve  with  a  single  heart  and  eye. 
And  to  thy  glory  live  and  die. 

Charles  Weslej. 

4  7  D     The  prize  of  our  high  calling. 

1  Jesus,  thy  boundless  love  to  me 

No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  de- 
clare ; 
O  knit  my  thankful  heart  to  thee. 

And  reign  without  a  rival  there : 
Thine  wholly,  thine  alone,  I  am ; 
Be  thou  alone  my  constant  flame. 

2  O  g^ant  that  nothing  in  my  soul 
May  dwell,  but  thy  pure  love  alone : 

O  may  thy  love  possess  me  whole. 

My  joy,  my  treasure,  and  my  crown  : 
Strange  flames  far  from  my  heart  remove ; 
My  every  act,  word,  thought,  be  love. 

3  Unwearied  may  I  this  pursue ; 
Dauntless  to  the  high  prize  aspire ; 

Hourly  within  my  soul  renew 

This  holy  flame,  this  heavenly  fire : 
And  day  and  night,  be  all  my  care 
To  guard  the  sacred  treasure  there. 

4  In  suffering  be  thy  love  my  peace ; 
In  weakness  be  thy  love  my  power ; 

And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease, 

Jesus,  in  that  important  hour, 
In  death  as  life  be  thou  my  guide. 
And  save  me,  who  for  me  hast  died. 

Paul  Qerhardt.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 
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^44        Christ  in  you^  the  hope  of  glory. 

2  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  sun, 

That  strives  with  thee  my  heart  to  share  ? 
Ah,  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone. 

The  Lord  of  every  motion  there; 
Then  shall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free. 
When  it  hath  found  repose  in  thee. 

3  O  hide  this  self  from  me,  that  I 

No  more,  but  Christ  in  me,  may  live ; 
My  vile  affections  crucify, 

Nor  let  one  darling  lust  survive  I 
In  all  things  nothing  may  I  see. 
Nothing  desire  or  seek,  but  thee. 

4  O  Love,  thy  sovereign  aid  impart, 

To  save  me  from  low-thoughted  care ; 
Chase  this  self-will  through  all  my  heart, 

Through  all  its  latent  mazes  there ; 
Make  me  thy  duteous  child,  that  I 
Ceaseless  may,  "  Abba,  Father,"  cry. 

5  Each  moment  draw  from  earth  away 
My  heart,  that  lowly  waits  thy  call ; 

Speak  to  my  inmost  soul,  and  say, 

1  am  thy  Love,  thy  God,  thy  All !" 
To  feel  thy  power,  to  hear  thy  voice. 
To  taste  thy  love,  be  all  my  choice. 

Oerbard  Terateeffen.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 

4  •  O  Pressing  toward  the  mark, 

1  I  THANK  thee,  uncreated  Sun, 

That  thy  bright  beams  on  me  have  shined ; 
I  thank  thee,  who  hast  overthrown 

My  foes,  and  healed  my  wounded  mind  ; 

1  thank  thee,  whose  enlivening  voice 
Bids  my  freed  heart  in  thee  rejoice. 

2  Uphold  me  in  the  doubtful  race, 
Nor  suffer  me  again  to  stray ; 
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Strengthen  my  feet,  with  steady  pace 

Still  to  press  forward  in  thy  way ; 
My  soul  and  flesh,  O  Lord  of  might. 
Fill,  satiate,  with  thy  heavenly  light. 

3  Give  to  mine  eyes  refreshing  tears ; 
Give  to  my  heart  chaste,  hallowed  fires ; 

Give  to  my  soul,  with  filial  fears. 

The  love  that  all  heaven's  host  inspires; 
That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might. 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

4  Thee  will  I  love,  my  joy,  my  crown ; 
Thee  will  I  love,  my  Lord,  my  God; 

Thee  will  I  love,  beneath  thy  frown 
Or  smile,  thy  scepter  or  thy  rod. 
What  though  my  flesh  and  heart  decay? 
Thee  shall  I  love  in  endless  day ! 

Johaan  A.  Soheffler.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 

tIT  «/    His  blood  cleanseth  from  all  sin. 

1  Prisoners  of  hope,  lift  up  your  heads. 
The  day  of  liberty  draws  near! 

Jesus,  who  on  the  serpent  treads. 

Shall  soon  in  your  behalf  appear : 
The  Lord  will  to  his  temple  come ; 
Prepare  your  hearts  to  make  him  room. 

2  Ye  all  shall  find,  whom  in  his  word 
Himself  hath  caused  to  put  your  trust. 

The  Father  of  our  dying  Lord 
Is  ever  to  his  promise  just ; 
Faithful,  if  we  our  sins  confess. 
To  cleanse  from  all  unrighteousness. 

3  O  ye  of  fearful  hearts,  be  strong ! 
Your  downcast  eyes  and  hands  lift  up ! 

Ye  shall  not  be  forgotten  long ; 

Hope  to  the  end,  in  Jesus  hope ! 
Tell  him  ye  wait  his  grace  to  prove ; 
And  cannot  fail,  if  God  is  love. 

Obarles  Wesley. 
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4  oil  7*A«  sealing  and  sanctifying  Spirit 

1  Father  of  everlasting  grace, 

Thy  goodness  and  thy  truth  we  praise, 

Thy  goodness  and  thy  truth  we  prove ; 
Thou  hast,  in  honor  of  thy  Son, 
The  gift  unspeakable  sent  down, — 
Spirit  of  life,  and  power,  and  love. 

2  Send  us  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son, 

To  make  the  depths  of  Godhead  known. 
To  make  us  share  the  life  divine : 

Send  him  the  sprinkled  blood  to  apply; 

Send  him  our  souls  to  sanctify, 
And  show  and  seal  us  ever  thine. 

3  So  shall  we  pray,  and  never  cease ; 
So  shall  we  thankfully  confess 

Thy  wisdom,  truth,  and  power,  and  love ; 
With  joy  unspeakable  adore, 
And  bless  and  praise  thee  evermore, 

And  serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above : 

4  Till,  added  to  that  heavenly  choir. 
We  raise  our  songs  of  triumph  higher, 

And  praise  thee  in  a  bolder  strain ; 
Outsoar  the  first-bom  seraph's  flight. 
And  sing,  with  all  the  saints  in  light, 

Thy  everlasting  love  to  man. 

Charles  Wesley. 


f 


I   I   r  i3s 


IT\ 


r 


I 


178 


tIo.I.  Crucified  with  Christ, 

1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  all-quickening  fire. 
My  consecrated  heart  inspire. 

Sprinkled  with  the  atoning  blood : 
Still  to  my  soul  thyself  revezd : 
Thy  mighty  working  may  I  feel, 

And  know  that  I  am  one  with  God. 

2  Humble,  and  teachable,  and  mild, 
O  may  I,  as  a  little  child, 

My  lowly  Master's  steps  pursue ! 
Be  anger  to  my  soul  unknown  ; 
Hate,  envy,  jealousy,  be  gone ; 

In  love  create  thou  all  things  new. 

3  Let  earth  no  more  my  heart  divide ; 
With  Christ  may  I  be  crucified ; 

To  thee  with  my  whole  heart  aspire: 
Dead  to  the  world  and  all  its  toys. 
Its  idle  pomp,  and  fading  joys. 

Be  thou  alone  my  one  desire. 

4  My  will  be  swallowed  up  in  thee ; 
Light  in  thy  light  still  may  I  see, 

Beholding  thee  with  open  face ; 
Called  the  full  power  of  faith  to  prove, 
Let  all  my  hallowed  heart  be  love. 

And  all  my  spotless  life  be  praise. 

Ghsrlfls  Wesley. 
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4o<^  The  law  of  love. 

1  The  thing  my  God  doth  hate 
That  I  no  more  may  do. 

Thy  creature,  Lord,  again  create. 
And  all  my  soul  renew : 

2  My  soul  shall  then,  like  thine. 
Abhor  the  thing  unclean. 

And,  sanctified  by  love  divine. 
Forever  cease  from  sin. 

3  That  blessed  law  of  thine, 
Jesus,  to  me  impart ; 

The  Spirit's  law  of  life  divine, 
O  write  it  on  my  heart ! 

4  Implant  it  deep  within, 
Whence  it  may  ne'er  remove. 

The  law  of  liberty  from  sin. 
The  perfect  law  of  love. 

5  Thy  nature  be  my  law. 
Thy  spotless  sanctity; 

And  sweetly  every  moment  draw 
My  happy  soul  to  thee. 

6  Soul  of  my  soul,  remain ! 
Who  didst  for  all  fulfill. 

In  me,  O  Lord,  fulfill  again 
Thy  heavenly  Father's  will. 

Gbnrles  Weoloy. 

4o«S      The  Guide  and  Counselor, 

1  Jesus,  my  Truth,  my  Way, 
My  sure,  unerring  Light, 

On  thee  my  feeble  steps  I  stay. 
Which  thou  wilt  guide  aright. 

2  My  Wisdom  and  my  Guide, 
My  Counselor  thou  art: 

O  never  let  me  leave  thy  side. 
Or  from  thy  paths  depart. 


179 


3  I  lift  mine  eyes  to  thee. 

Thou  gracious,  bleeding  Lamb, 
That  I  may  now  enlightened  be. 
And  never  put  to  shame, 

4  Never  will  I  remove 

Out  of  thy  hands  my  cause ; 
But  rest  in  thy  redeeming  love. 
And  hang  upon  thy  cross. 

5  O  make  me  all  like  thee, 
Before  I  hence  remove ; 

Settle,  confirm,  and  'stablish  me. 
And  build  me  up  in  love. 

6  Let  me  thy  witness  live, 
When  sin  is  all  destroyed; 

And  then  my  spotless  soul  receive. 

And  take  me  home  to  God. 

Charles  Wesley* 

4o4       Christian  aspiration. 

1  God  of  almighty  love. 
By  whose  sufficient  grace 

1  lift  my  heart  to  things  above. 
And  humbly  seek  thy  face; 

2  Through  Jesus  Christ  the  Just, 
My  faint  desires  receive. 

And  let  me  in  thy  goodness  trust. 
And  to  thy  glory  live. 

3  Whate'er  I  say  or  do. 
Thy  glory  be  my  aim ; 

My  oflTerings  all  be  offered  through 
The  ever-blessed  name. 

4  Jesus,  my  single  eye 
Be  fixed  on  thee  alone : 

Thy  name  be  praised  on  earth,  on  high ; 

Thy  will  by  all  be  done. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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4oO  Loyalty  to  Christ, 

1  King  of  kings,  and  wilt  thou  deign 
O'er  this  wayward  heart  to  reign  ? 
Henceforth  take  it  for  thy  throne, 
Rule  here,  Lord,  and  rule  alone. 

2  Then,  like  heaven's  angelic  bands. 
Waiting  for  thine  high  commands, 
All  my  powers  shall  wait  on  thee, 
Captive,  yet  divinely  free. 

3  At  thy  word  my  will  shall  bow. 
Judgment,  reason,  bending  low ; 
Hope,  desire,  and  every  thought. 
Into  glad  obedience  brought. 

4  Zeal  shall  haste  on  eager  wing. 
Hourly  some  new  gift  to  bring ; 
Wisdom,  humbly  casting  down 
At  thy  feet  her  golden  crown. 

5  Tuned  by  thee  in  sweet  accord. 
All  shall  sing  their  gracious  Lord ; 
Love,  the  leader  of  the  choir. 
Breathing  round  her  seraph  fire. 

William  A.  Muhlenberg. 

4:OD  Cvi  short  the  work  in  righteousness. 

1  Saviour  of  the  sin-sick  soul, 
Give  me  faith  to  make  me  whole ; 
Finish  thy  g^eat  work  of  grace ; 
Cut  it  short  in  righteousness. 

2  Speak  the  second  time,  "  Be  clean ! " 
Take  away  my  inbred  sin ; 

Every  stumbling-  block  remove ; 
Cast  it  out  by  perfect  love. 

3  Nothing  less  will  I  require ; 
Nothing  more  can  I  desire : 
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None  but  Christ  to  me  be  given ; 
None  but  Christ  in  earth  or  heaven. 

4  0  that  I  might  now  decrease  I 

O  that  all  I  am  might  cease ! 

Let  me  into  nothing  fall ; 

Let  my  Lord  be  all  in  all ! 

Gbnrles  Wealej. 


4oi      Christ  comforting  mourners, 

1  Gracious  soul,  to  whom  are  given 
Holy  hungerings  after  heaven, 
Restless  breathings,  earnest  moans. 
Deep,  unutterable  groans. 

Agonies  of  strong  desire. 

Love's  suppressed,  unconscious  fire ; 

2  Turn  again  to  God,  thy  rest, 
Jesus  hath  pronounced  thee  blest : 
Humbly  to  thy  Jesus  turn, 
Comforter  of  all  that  mourn : 
Happy  mourner,  hear,  and  see, 
Claim  the  promise  made  to  thee. 

3  Gently  will  he  lead  the  weak. 
Bruised  reeds  he  ne'er  will  break ; 
Touched  with  sympathizing  care. 
Thee  he  in  his  arms  shall  bear. 
Bless  with  late  but  lasting  peace. 
Fill  with  all  his  righteousness. 

4  Lift  to  him  thy  weeping  eye, 
Heaven  behind  the  cloud  descry: 
If  with  Christ  thou  suff"er  here. 
When  his  glory  shall  appear, 
Christ  his  suffering  son  shall  own ; 
Thine  the  cross,  and  thine  the  crown. 

Ctaarlee  Wealej. 
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4oO  Ineffable  love, 

2  Every  thought,  design,  and  word, 
Bums  with  love  to  thee,  my  Lord ; 
Body,  soul,  and  spirit  joined. 

All  in  love  to  thee  combined. 
Ever  since  I  saw  thy  face. 
Proved  thy  plenitude  of  grace. 
Chose  thee  as  the  better  part — 
Love  has  filled  and  fired  my  heart. 

3  Jesus,  Saviour,  thou  art  mine ; 
Jesus,  all  I  have  is  thine ; 
Never  shall  the  altar-fire. 
Kindled  on  my  heart,  expire. 
Love  my  darkness  shall  illume. 
Love  shall  all  my  sins  consume : 
Sweetly  then  I  die  to  prove 

An  eternity  of  love  ! 

Benjamin  Gou£h. 

48VI        J^or  reviviing  grace, 
1  Light  of  life,  seraphic  fire, 

Love  divine,  thyself  impart : 
Every  fainting  soul  inspire. 

Shine  in  every  drooping  heart ; 
Every  mournful  sinner  cheer. 

Scatter  all  our  guilty  gloom ; 
Son  of  God,  appear,  appear ! 

To  thy  human  temples  come. 
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2  Come  in  this  accepted  hour; 

Bring  thy  heavenly  kingdom  in ; 
Fill  us  with  thy  glorious  power,    • 

Rooting  out  the  seeds  of  sin : 
Nothing  more  can  we  require. 

We  will  covet  nothing  less ; 
Be  thou  all  our  heart's  desire, 

All  our  joy,  and  all  our  peace. 

Charles  Wesley. 

4  «/  U        Panting  for  purity. 

1  Holy  Lamb,  who  thee  receive. 
Who  in  thee  begin  to  live. 

Day  and  night  they  cry  to  thee, 
"  As  thou  art,  so  let  us  be ! " 

2  Jesus,  see  my  panting  breast ; 
See,  I  pant  in  thee  to  rest ; 
Gladly  would  I  now  be  clean ; 
Cleanse  me  now  from  every  sin. 

3  Fix,  O  fix  my  wavering  mind ; 
To  thy  cross  my  spirit  bind : 
Earthly  passions  far  remove ; 
Swallow  up  my  soul  in  love. 

4  Dust  and  ashes  though  we  be. 
Full  of  sin  and  misery. 

Thine  we  are,  thou  Son  of  God  ; 
Take  the  purchase  of  thy  blood ! 

Mm.  Anna  8.  Dober.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 
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4yi  ^A«  wew  creation. 

1  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 
Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down ! 

Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling ; 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus,  thou  art  all  compassion. 

Pure  unbounded  love  thou  art ; 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation ; 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

2  Breathe,  O  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 
Into  every  troubled  breast! 

Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit. 
Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 

Take  away  our  bent  to  sinning ; 
Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 

End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning. 
Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3  Come,  almighty  to  deliver. 
Let  us  all  thy  life  receive ; 

Suddenly  return,  and  never. 
Never  more  thy  temples  leave : 

Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing. 
Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above, 

Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing, 
Glory  in  thy  perfect  love. 

4  Finish  then  thy  new  creation ; 
Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be ; 

Let  us  see  thy  g^eat  salvation, 
Perfectly  restored  in  thee : 
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Changed  from  glory  into  glory. 
Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, 

Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee. 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

Obarlee  Weeleiy. 

4VI<«  The  one  thing  needful, 

1  Well  for  him  who  all  things  losing^. 
E'en  himself  doth  count  as  naught. 

Still  the  one  thing  needful  choosing. 
That  with  all  true  bliss  is  fraught ! 

2  Well  for  him  who  nothing  knoweth 
But  his  God,  whose  boundless  love 

Makes  the  heart  wherein  it  gloweth 
Calm  and  pure  as  saints  above ! 

3  Well  for  him  who  all  forsaking, 
Walketh  not  in  shadows  vain. 

But  the  path  of  peace  is  taking 
Through  this  vale  of  tears  and  pain ! 

4  O  that  we  our  hearts  might  sever 
From  earth's  tempting  vanities. 

Fixing  them  on  him  forever  "^ 

In  whom  all  our  fullness  lies! 

5  Thou,  abyss  of  love  and  goodness. 
Draw  us  by  thy  cross  to  thee. 

That  our  senses,  soul,  and  spirit. 

Ever  one  with  Christ  may  be ! 

Gottfried  Arnold.  Tr.  by  MOm  O. 
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PEYTON.        H.   M.  Walter  Bond  Gilbkbt,  Mrs.  Bao. 
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to    his  word :  Re  -  joice  in  hope,  re  -  joice  with  me,  We  shall  from  all    oar    sins    be     free. 


4«I«J  Rejoicing  in  hope, 

2  In  God  we  put  our  trust ; 
If  we  our  sins  confess. 

Faithful  is  he  and  just, 
From  all  unrighteousness 
To  cleanse  us  all,  both  you  and  me : 
We  shall  from  all  our  sins  be  free. 

3  Who  Jesus'  sufferings  share, 
My  fellow-prisoners  now, 

Ye  soon  the  crown  shall  wear 
On  your  triumphant  brow : 
Rejoice  in  hope,  rejoice  with  me, 
We  shall  from  all  our  sins  be  free. 

4  The  word  oft^od  is  sure,^ 
And  never  can  remove ; 

We  shall  in  heart  be  pure. 
And  perfected  in  love : 
Rejoice  in  hope,  rejoice  with  me. 
We  shall  from  all  our  sins  be  free. 

5  Then  let  us  gladly  bring 
Our  sacrifice  of  praise : 

Let  us  give  thanks  and  sing, 
And  glory  in  his  grace : 
Rejoice  in  hope,  rejoice  with  me, 
We  shall  from  all  our  sins  be  free. 

Charles  Wesley. 

[7,8,8.   Tune,  Penitence.    Page  204.] 
4 1/4  SpecJc  the  loord, 

1  Ever  fainting  with  desire, 

For  thee,  O  Christ,  1  call ; 
Thee  I  restlessly  require ; 

I  want  my  God,  my  all. 
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Jesus,  dear  redeeming  Lord, 
I  wait  thy  coming  from  above ; 

Help  me,  Saviour,  speak  the  wprd. 
And  perfect  me  in  love. 

2  Thou  my  life,  my  treasure  be. 
My  portion  here  below; 

Nothing  would  I  seek  but  thee. 

Thee  only  would  I  know; 
My  exceeding  great  reward, 

My  heaven   on  earth,   my  heavei> 
above : 
Help  me.  Saviour,  speak  the  word. 

And  perfect  me  in  love. 

3  Grant  me  now  the  bliss  to  feel 
Of  those  that  are  in  thee : 

Son  of  God,  thyself  reveal ; 

Engrave  thy  name  on  me. 
As  in  heaven,  be  here  adored, 

And  let  me  now  the  promise  prove ; 

Help  me.  Saviour,  speak  the  word. 

And  perfect  me  in  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Doxology, 

To  God  the  Father's  throne 
Your  highest  honors  raise ; 
Glory  to  God  the  Son, 
To  God  the  Spirit,  praise : 
With  all  our  powers,  eternal  King, 
Thy  everlasting  praise  we  sing. 

Itaao  Watts,  atfe. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— SANCTIFICATION  AND  GROWTH. 

WOODWORTH.        L.  M.  William  Batoheldkr  Bsadbubt. 
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4yO  7%«  yo^^  eaw^  and  the  burden  light, 

1  O  THAT  my  load  of  sin  were  gone ! 
O  that  I  could  at  last  submit 

At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down — 
To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet ! 

2  Rest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find : 
Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  thou  art, 

Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

3  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin. 
And  fully  set  my  spirit  free ; 

I  cannot  rest  till  pure  within. 
Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  thee. 

4  Fain  would  I  learn  of  thee,  my  God, 
Thy  light  and  easy  burden  prove, 

The  cross  all  stained  with  hallowed  blood. 
The  labor  of  thy  dying  love. 

5  I  would,  but  thou  must  give  the  power ; 
My  heart  from  every  sin  release ; 

Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour. 
And  fill  me  with  thy  perfect  peace. 

Charles  Wesley. 

4yi)         FoUowing  the  Saviour. 

1  O  Thou,  to  whose  all-searching  sight 
The  darkness  shineth  as  the  light, 
Search,  prove  my  heart,  it  pants  for  thee ; 
O  burst  these  bonds,  and  set  it  free. 

2  Wash  out  its  stains,  refine  its  dross. 
Nail  my  affections  to  the  cross ; 
Hallow  each  thought ;  let  all  within 
Be  clean,  as  thou,  my  Lord,  art  clean. 


3  If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray, 
Be  thou  my  light,  be  thou  my  way : 
No  foes,  no  violence  I  fear. 

No  fraud,  while  thou,  my  God,  art  near. 

4  When  rising  floods  my  soul  o'erflow. 
When  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
Jesus,  thy  timely  aid  impart. 

And  raise  my  head,  and  cheer  my  heart. 

5  Saviour,  where'er  thy  steps  I  see. 
Dauntless,  untired,  I  follow  thee  ; 
O  let  thy  hand  support  me  still. 
And  lead  me  to  thy  holy  hill. 

6  If  rough  and  thorny  be  the  way. 
My  strength  proportion  to  my  day; 
Till  toil,  and  grief,  and  pain  shall  cease, 
Where  all  is  calm,  and  joy,  and  peace. 

Gtorhard  Tersteegen.    Tr.  by  J.  WeSleij. 


For  constant  devoiedness. 
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1  Lord,  fill  me  with  a  humble  fear ; 
My  utter  helplessness  reveal ; 

Satan  and  sin  are  always  near. 
Thee  may  I  always  nearer  feel. 

2  O  that  to  thee  my  constant  mind 
Might  with  an  even  flame  aspire, 

Pride  in  its  earliest  motions  find. 
And  mark  the  risings  of  desire ! 

3  O  that  my  tender  soul  might  fly 
The  first  abhorred  approach  ot  ill, 

Quick  as  the  apple  of  an  eye, 
The  slightest  touch  of  sin  to  feel ! 

4  Till  thou  anew  my  soul  create. 

Still  may  I  strive,  and  watch,  and  pray ; 

Humbly  and  confidently  wait, 

And  long  to  see  the  perfect  day. 

Charles  wesley. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— SANCTIFICATION  AND  GROWTH. 
GREENWOOD.       S.  M.  Joseph  E.  Swmweb, 


4V7O  Th^  throne  of  grace. 

1  Behold  the  throne  of  grace ; 
The  promise  calls  us  near ; 

There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face, 
And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  My  soul,  ask  what  thou  wilt. 
Thou  canst  not  be  too  bold ; 

Since  his  own  blood  for  thee  he  spilt. 
What  else  can  he  withhold  ? 

3  Thine  image.  Lord,  bestow, 
Thy  presence  and  thy  love. 

That  we  may  serve  thee  here  below, 
And  reign  with  thee  above. 

4  Teach  us  to  live  by  faith. 
Conform  our  wills  to  thine ; 

Let  us  victorious  be  in  death. 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 

John  Newton. 

4t/y  Living  temples, 

1  And  will  the  mighty  God, 
Whom  heaven  cannot  contain, 

Make  me  his  temple  and  abode. 
And  in  me  live  and  reign  ? 

2  Come,  Spirit  of  the  Lord, 
Teacher  and  heavenly  Guide ! 

Be  it  according  to  thy  word, 
And  in  my  heart  reside. 

3  O  Holy,  Holy  Ghost! 
Pervade  this  soul  of  mine : 

In  me  renew  thy  Pentecost, 
Reveal  thy  power  divine ! 

4  Make  it  my  highest  bliss 
Thy  blessed  fruits  to  know ; 

Thy  joy,  and  peace,  and  gentleness. 
Goodness  and  faith  to  show. 
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5  Be  it  my  greatest  fear 

Thy  holiness  to  grieve ; 
Walk  in  the  Spirit  even  here. 

And  in  the  Spirit  live. 

George  Bawaon. 
OUU      Thine^  living  or  dying, 

1  Jesus,  I  live  to  thee, 
The  loveliest  and  best ; 

My  life  in  thee,  thy  life  in  me. 
In  thy  blest  love  I  rest. 

2  Jesus,  I  die  to  thee, 
Whenever  death  shall  come ; 

To  die  in  thee  is  life  to  me. 
In  my  eternal  home. 

3  Whether  to  live  or  die, 

I  know  not  which  is  best ; 
To  live  in  thee  is  bliss  to  me, 
To  die  is  endless  rest. 

4  Living  or  dying.  Lord, 
I  ask  but  to  be  thine ; 

My  life  in  thee,  thy  life  in  me, 
Makes  heaven  forever  mine. 

Henry  Harbanch. 

OUJI  Purity  of  heart, 

1  Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart. 
For  they  shall  see  our  God ; 

The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs ; 
Their  soul  is  his  abode. 

2  Still  to  the  lowly  soul 
He  doth  himself  impart. 

And  for  his  temple  and  his  throne 
Selects  the  pure  in  heart. 

3  Lord,  we  thy  presence  seek. 
May  ours  this  blessing  be ; 

O  give  the  pure  and  lowly  heart,— 
A  temple  meet  for  thee. 

Jolin  KeMe. 
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OU«4  Glorious  liberty. 

1  O  COME,  and  dwell  in  me. 
Spirit  of  power  within, 

And  bring  the  glorious  liberty 
From  sorrow,  fear,  and  sin ! 

2  The  seed  of  sin's  disease. 
Spirit  of  health,  remove. 

Spirit  of  finished  holiness. 
Spirit  of  perfect  love. 

3  Hasten  the  joyful  day 
Which  shall  my  sins  consume ; 

When  old  things  shall  be  done  away. 
And  all  things  new  become. 

4  I  want  the  witness,  Lord, 
That  all  I  do  is  right, 

According  to  thy  will  and  word. 
Well  pleasing  in  thy  sight. 

5  I  ask  no  higher  state ; 
Indulge  me  but  in  this. 

And  soon  or  later  then  translate 
To  my  eternal  bliss. 

CharJes  Weslej. 

OUo        Waitinff  <U  the  cross, 

1  Father,  I  dare  believe 
Thee  merciful  and  true : 

Thou  wilt  my  guilty  soul  forgive. 
My  fallen  soul  renew. 

2  Come,  then,  for  Jesus'  sake, 
And  bid  my  heart  be  clean ; 

An  end  of  all  my  troubles  make. 
An  end  of  all  my  sin. 
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3  I  cannot  wash  my  heart. 
But  by  believing  thee. 

And  waiting  for  thy  blood  to  impart 
The  spotless  purity. 

4  While  at  thy  cross  I  lie, 
Jesus,  the  grace  bestow ; 

Now  thy  all-cleansing  blood  apply, 
And  I  am  white  as  snow. 

cauurlea  Wealeiy. 

OU4  Charity  supreme. 

1  Had  I  the  gift  of  tongues. 
Great  God,  without  thy  grace. 

My  loudest  words,  my  loftiest  songs. 
Would  be  but  sounding  brass. 

2  Though  thou  shouldst  give  me  skill 
Each  mystery  to  explain. 

Without  a  heart  to  do  thy  will. 
My  knowledge  would  be  vain. 

3  Had  I  such  faith  in  God 
As  mountains  to  remove. 

No  faith  could  work  effectual  good. 
That  did  not  work  by  love. 

4  Grant,  then,  this  one  request. 
Whatever  be  denied, — 

That  love  divine  may  rule  my  breast. 
And  all  my  actions  guide. 

flamnel  Stennett,  alt. 
J)oxolo^. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  forever  be. 

Jckbn  Waaler. 
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HOPE.       S.   M.   D.  Henry  Stephen  Cxrrunt. 
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FIRST  PART. 

OUO        For  entire  consecration. 

1  Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope. 
On  thee  I  cast  my  care ; 

With  humble  confidence  look  up, 
And  know  thou  hear'st  my  prayer. 

Give  me  on  thee  to  wait. 
Till  I  can  all  things  do ; 

On  thee,  almighty  to  create. 
Almighty  to  renew. 

2  I  want  a  sober  mind, 
A  self- renouncing  will. 

That  tramples  down,  and  casts  behind. 

The  baits  of  pleasing  ill ; 
A  soul  inured  to  pain. 

To  hardship,  grief,  and  loss ; 
Bold  to  take  up,  firm  to  sustain, 

The  consecrated  cross. 

3  I  want  a  godly  fear, 
A  quick  discerning  eye. 

That  looks  to  thee  when  sin  is  near. 

And  sees  the  tempter  fly : 
A  spirit  still  prepared. 

And  armed  with  jealous  care ; 
Forever  standing  on  its  guard, 

And  watching  unto  prayer. 

Charles  Wesley. 
(13)  18t 


BEOOND   PART. 

OUi>     For  perfect  submission, 

1  I  WANT  a  heart  to  pray. 
To  pray,  and  never  cease ; 

Never  to  murmur  at  thy  stay. 
Or  wish  my  sufferings  less. 

This  blessing,  above  all, 
Always  to  pray,  I  want ; 

Out  of  the  deep  on  thee  to  call. 
And  never,  never  faint. 

2  I  want  a  true  regard, 
A  single,  steady  aim. 

Unmoved  by  threatening  or  reward, 
To  thee  and  thy  great  name ; 

A  jealous,  just  concern 
For  thine  immortal  praise ; 

A  pure  desire  that  all  may  learn 
And  glorify  thy  grace. 

3  I  rest  upon  thy  word ; 
The  promise  is  for  me ; 

My  succor  and  salvation.  Lord, 
Shall  surely  come  from  thee : 

But  let  me  still  abide, 

Nor  from  my  hope  remove. 

Till  thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 
Into  thy  perfect  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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MANOAH.       C.  M.  Feom  Mehitl  ahd  Hatdit. 
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OU  /  Walk  in  the  lighi, 

1  Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know 
That  fellowship  of  love, 

His  Spirit  only  can  bestow 
Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

2  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  find 
Thy  heart  made  truly  his, 

Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrined, 
In  whom  no  darkness  is. 

3  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  own 
Thy  darkness  passed  away. 

Because  that  light  hath  on  thee  shone 
In  which  is  perfect  day. 

4  Walk  in  the  light !  and  e'en  the  tomb 
No  fearful  shade  shall  wear ; 

Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 

5  Walk  in  the  light !  thy  path  shall  be 
Peaceful,  serene,  and  bright : 

For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee, 
And  God  himself  is  light. 

Bernard  Barton. 

508  The  fullness  of  God, 

1  Being  of  beings,  God  of  love, 
To  thee  our  hearts  we  raise ; 

Thy  all-sustaining  power  we  prove, 
And  gladly  sing  thy  praise. 

2  Thine,  wholly  thine,  we  pant  to  be ; 
Our  sacrifice  receive : 

Made,  and  preserved,  and  saved  by  thee, 
To  thee  ourselves  we  give. 
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3  Heavenward  our  every  wish  aspires. 
For  all  thy  mercy's  store; 

The  sole  return  thy  love  requires. 
Is  that  we  ask  for  more. 

4  For  more  we  ask ;  we  open  then 
Our  hearts  to  embrace  thy  will ; 

Turn,  and  revive  us.  Lord,  again ; 
With  all  thy  fullness  fill. 

5  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  the  Saviour's  love 
Shed  in  our  hearts  abroad ; 

So  shall  we  ever  live,  and  move. 
And  be,  with  Christ  in  God. 

COuurles  Weeleiy. 

509  The  thought  of  God. 

1  O  HOW  the  thought  of  God  attracts 
And  draws  the  heart  from  earth. 

And  sickens  it  of  passing  shows 
And  dissipating  mirth ! 

2  'Tis  not  enough  to  save  our  souls. 
To  shun  the  eternal  fires ; 

The  thought  of  God  will  rouse  the  heart 
To  more  sublime  desires. 

3  God  only  is  the  creature's  home. 
Though  rough  and  straight  the  road ; 

Yet  nothing  less  can  satisfy 
The  love  that  longs  for  God. 

4  O  utter  but  the  name  of  God 
Down  in  your  heart  of  hearts. 

And  see  how  from  the  world  at  once 
All  tempting  light  departs ! 

5  A  trusting  heart,  a  yearning  eye. 
Can  win  their  way  above ; 

If  mountains  can  be  moved  by  faith. 
Is  there  less  power  in  love  ? 

XVederlok  W.  IWmt. 
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SPOHR.       C.  M.  D.  Abb.  FROM  Louis  Spohr. 
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OJIU  Jfhr  full  redemption. 

1  My  Saviour,  on  the  word  of  truth 

In  earnest  hope  I  live ; 
I  ask  for  all  the  precious  things 

Thy  boundless  love  can  give. 

1  look  for  many  a  lesser  light 

About  my  path  to  shine ; 
But  chiefly  long  to  walk  with  thee, 
And  only  trust  in  thine. 

2  Thou  knowest  that  I  am  not  blest 
As  thou  wouldst  have  me  be. 

Till  all  the  peace  and  joy  of  faith 

Possess  my  soul  in  thee ; 
And  still  I  seek,  'mid  many  fears. 

With  yearnings  unexpressed, 
The  comfort  of  thy  strengthening  love, 

Thy  soothing,  settling  rest. 

3  It  is  not  as  thou  wilt  with  me. 
Till,  humbled  in  the  dust, 

I  know  no  place  in  all  my  heart 

Wherein  to  put  my  trust : 
Until  I  find,  O  Lord,  in  thee. 

The  Lowly  and  the  Meek, 
The  fullness  which  thy  own  redeemed 

Go  nowhere  else  to  seek. 

Amu  Ii.  Wtatng, 
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Ol  J.         JF'or  a  tender  conscience, 
1  I  WANT  a  principle  within. 

Of  jealous,  godly  fear; 
A  sensibility  of  sin, 

A  pain  to  feel  it  near : 

1  want  the  first  approach  to  feel 

Of  pride,  or  fond  desire ; 
To  catch  the  wandering  of  my  will. 
And  quench  the  kindling  fire. 

2  From  Thee  that  I  no  more  may  part. 
No  more  thy  goodness  grieve, 

The  filial  awe,  the  fleshly  heart. 
The  tender  conscience  give. 

Quick  as  the  apple  of  an  eye, 
O  God,  my  conscience  make ; 

Awake  my  soul  when  sin  is  nigh, 
And  keep  it  still  awake. 

3  If  to  the  right  or  left  I  stray. 
That  moment.  Lord,  reprove ; 

And  let  me  weep  my  life  away, 
For  having  grieved  thy  love. 

O  may  the  least  omission  pain 
My  well-instructed  soul. 

And  drive  me  to  the  blood  again. 
Which  makes  the  wounded  whole. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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OJl«^        T'Ae  counsel  of  His  grace, 

1  I  KNOW  that  my  Redeemer  lives. 
And  ever  prays  for  me : 

A  token  of  his  love  he  gives, 
A  pledge  of  liberty, 

2  I  find  him  lifting  up  my  head ; 
He  brings  salvation  near ; 

His  presence  makes  me  free  indeed, 
And  he  will  soon  appear. 

3  He  wills  that  I  should  holy  be ; 
What  can  withstand  his  will } 

The  counsel  of  his  g^ace  in  me 
He  surely  shall  fulfill. 

4  Jesus,  I  hang  upon  thy  word ; 
I  steadfastly  believe 

Thou  wilt  return,  and  claim  me,  Lord, 
And  to  thyself  receive. 

5  When  God  is  mine,  and  I  am  his. 
Of  paradise  possessed, 

I  taste  unutterable  bliss. 
And  everlasting  rest. 

Charles  Wesley. 

OJIO  The  rest  of  faith. 

1  Lord,  I  believe  a  rest  remains 
To  all  thy  people  known ; 

A  rest  where  pure  enjoyment  reigns, 
And  thou  art  loved  alone : 

2  A  rest  where  all  our  soul's  desire 
Is  fixed  on  things  above ; 

Where  fear,  and  sin,  and  grief  expire, 
Cast  out  by  perfect  love. 

8  O  that  I  now  the  rest  might  know, 
Believe,  and  enter  in ! 
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Now,  Saviour,  now  the  power  bestow, 
And  let  me  cease  from  sin. 

4  Remove  this  hardness  from  my  heart ; 

This  unbelief  remove : 
To  me  the  rest  of  faith  impart. 

The  Sabbath  of  thy  love. 

Charles  Weslegr. 
0-I.4  Come^  Lord  JesvA, 

1  O  Jesus,  at  thy  feet  we  wait. 
Till  thou  shalt  bid  us  rise. 

Restored  to  our  unsinning  state, 
To  love's  sweet  paradise. 

2  Saviour  from  sin,  we  thee  receive. 
From  all  indwelling  sin ; 

Thy  blood,  we  steadfastly  believe. 
Shall  make  us  throughly  clean. 

3  Since  thou  wouldst  have  us  free  from  sin. 
And  pure  as  those  above, 

Make  haste  to  bring  thy  nature  in. 
And  perfect  us  in  love. 

4  The  counsel  of  thy  love  fulfill : 
Come  quickly,  gracious  Lord ! 

Be  it  according  to  thy  will, 
According  to  thy  word. 

5  O  that  the  perfect  grace  were  given. 
Thy  love  diffused  abroad  1 

O  that  our  hearts  were  all  a  heaven. 
Forever  filled  with  God ! 

Charles  Weslegr. 

Doxology, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tato  and  Brady. 
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Ol  O  ^  present  paradise. 

1  O  JOYFUL  sound  of  gospel  grace ! 
Christ  shall  in  me  appear ; 

I,  even  I,  shall  see  his  face, 
I  shall  be  holy  here. 

2  The  glorious  crown  of  righteousness 
To  me  reached  out  I  view : 

Conqueror  through  him,  I  soon  shall  seize, 
And  wear  it  as  my  due. 

3  The  promised  land,  from  Pisgah's  top, 
I  now  exult  to  see : 

My  hope  is  full,  O  glorious  hope ! 
Of  immortality. 

4  With  me,  I  know,  I  feel,  thou  art ; 
But  this  cannot  suffice. 

Unless  thou  plan  test  in  my  heart 
A  constant  paradise. 

6  Come,  O  my  God,  thyself  reveal, 

Fill  all  this  mighty  void : 
Thou  only  canst  my  spirit  fill ; 

Come,  O  my  God,  my  God ! 

Charles  Wesley. 


The  world  overcome. 
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1  Let  worldly  minds  the  world  pursue ; 
It  has  no  charms  for  me : 

Once  I  admired  its  trifles  too. 
But  g^ace  hath  set  me  free. 

2  Its  pleasures  can  no  longer  please, 
Nor  happiness  afford : 

Far  from  my  heart  be  joys  like  these, 
Now  I  have  seen  the  Lord. 
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3  As  by  the  light  of  opening  day 
The  stars  are  all  concealed. 

So  earthly  pleasures  fade  away. 
When  Jesus  is  revealed. 

4  Creatures  no  more  divide  my  choice ; 
I  bid  them  all  depart : 

His  name,  his  love,  his  gracious  voice. 
Have  fixed  my  roving  heart. 

John  XTewton. 

OJ.  I   In  earthy  as  it  is  in  heaven. — Matt.  6:  10. 

1  Jesus,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
In  whom  I  now  believe. 

As  taught  by  thee,  in  faith  I  pray. 
Expecting  to  receive. 

2  Thy  will  by  me  on  earth  be  done. 
As  by  the  powers  above. 

Who  always  see  thee  on  thy  throne. 
And  glory  in  thy  love. 

3  I  ask  in  confidence  the  grace. 
That  I  may  do  thy  will. 

As  angels  who  behold  thy  face. 
And  all  thy  words  fulfill. 

4  Surely  I  shall,  the  sinner  I, 
Shall  serve  thee  without  fear. 

If  thou  my  nature  sanctify 
In  answer  to  my  prayer. 

Charles  Wesley. 
Dozoloffi/. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tate  and  Brady. 
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OAo  TAc  refining  fire. 

1  Jesus,  thine  all-victorious  love 
Shed  in  my  heart  abroad : 

Then  shall  my  feet  no  longer  rove, 
Rooted  and  fixed  in  God. 

2  O  that  in  me  the  sacred  fire 
Might  now  begin  to  glow, 

Bum  up  the  dross  of  base  desire, 
And  make  the  mountains  flow ! 

3  O  that  it  now  from  heaven  might  fall, 
And  all  my  sins  consume  ! 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  thee  I  call ; 
Spirit  of  burning,  come ! 

4  Refining  fire,  go  through  my  heart , 
Illuminate  my  soul ; 

Scatter  thy  life  through  every  part. 
And  sanctify  the  whole. 

5  My  steadfast  soul,  from  falling  free, 
Shall  then  no  longer  move, 

While  Christ  is  all  the  world  to  me, 
And  all  my  heart  is  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

0  ly         The  affectiom  crucified, 

1  Jesus,  my  Life,  thyself  apply ; 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  breathe : 

My  vile  affections  crucify ; 
Conform  me  to  thy  death. 

2  Conqueror  of  hell,  and  earth,  and  sin. 
Still  with  the  rebel  strive  : 

Enter  my  soul,  and  work  within, 
And  kill,  and  make  alive. 
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3  More  of  thy  life,  and  more  I  have. 
As  the  old  Adam  dies : 

Bury  me,  Saviour,  in  thy  grave, 
That  I  with  thee  may  rise. 

4  Reign  in  me.  Lord ;  thy  foes  control, 
Who  would  not  own  thy  sway ; 

Diffuse  thine  image  through  my  soul ; 
Shine  to  the  perfect  day. 

5  Scatter  the  last  remains  of  sin, 
And  seal  me  thine  abode ; 

0  make  me  glorious  all  within, 
A  temple  built  by  God ! 

Charles  Wesley. 

n^m^J  Give  me  Thyself, 

1  Jesus  hath  died  that  I  might  live. 
Might  live  to  God  alone ; 

In  him  eternal  life  receive. 
And  be  in  spirit  one. 

2  Saviour,  I  thank  thee  for  the  grace. 
The  gift  unspeakable ; 

And  wait  with  arms  of  faith  to  embrace, 
And  all  thy  love  to  feel. 

3  My  soul  breaks  out  in  strong  desire 
The  perfect  bliss  to  prove ; 

My  longing  heart  is  all  on  fire 
To  be  dissolved  in  love. 

4  Give  me  thyself;  from  every  boast. 
From  every  wish  set  free ; 

Let  all  I  am  in  thee  be  lost. 
But  give  thyself  to  me. 

5  Thy  gifts,  alas !  cannot  suffice. 
Unless  thyself  be  given ; 

Thy  presence  makes  my  paradise. 

And  where  thou  art  is  heaven. 

Charles  Wedey. 
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i^'^A  A  perfect  heart, 

1  O  FOR  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
A  heart  from  sin  set  free ! 

A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me  I 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 
My  great  Redeemer's  throne ; 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak. 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  O  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart. 
Believing,  true,  and  clean. 

Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within ! 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed. 
And  full  of  love  divine ; 

Perfect,  and  right,,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy.  Lord,  of  thine. 

5  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart ; 
Come  quickly  from  above; 

Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart. 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  Love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

O^ii  The  work  vnrought, 

1  Come,  O  my  God,  the  promise  seal. 
This  mountain,  sin,  remove ; 

Now  in  my  waiting  soul  reveal 
The  virtue  of  thy  love. 

2  I  want  thy  life,  thy  purity. 
Thy  righteousness,  brought  in : 

I  ask,  desire,  and  trust  in  thee 
To  be  redeemed  from  sin. 
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3  Saviour,  to  thee  my  soul  looks  up, 
My  present  Saviour  thou ! 

In  all  the  confidence  of  hope, 
I  claim  the  blessing  now. 

4  *Tis  done !  thou  dost  this  moment  save, 
With  full  salvation  bless ; 

Redemption  through  thy  blood  I  have. 
And  spotless  love  and  peace. 

Charles  Wesley, 

0(««>  Faith  omnipotent, 

1  God  of  eternal  truth  and  grace, 
Thy  faithful  promise  seal ; 

Thy  word,  thy  oath,  to  Abrah'm's  race. 
In  me,  O  Lord,  fulfill. 

2  That  mighty  faith  on  me  bestow. 
Which  cannot  ask  in  vain. 

Which  holds,  and  will  not  let  thee  go. 
Till  I  my  suit  obtain: 

3  Till  thou  into  my  soul  inspire 
The  perfect  love  unknown ; 

And  tell  my  infinite  desire, 
"  Whate'er  thou  wilt,  be  done." 

4  But  is  it  possible  that  I 
Should  live,  and  sin  no  more  ? 

Lord,  if  on  thee  I  dare  rely, 
The  faith  shall  bring  the  power. 

5  On  me  the  faith  divine  bestow 
Which  doth  the  mountain  move ; 

And  all  my  spotless  life  shall  show 
The  omnipotence  of  love. 

Chsrles  Wesley. 
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people  of  God. — Heb.  4;  9. 

1  Come,  O  Thou  greater  than  our  heart, 
And  make  thy  faithful  mercies  known  ; 

The  mind  which  was  in  thee  impart ; 
Thy  constant  mind  in  us  be  shown. 

2  O  let  us  by  thy  cross  abide, 
Thee,  only  thee,  resolved  to  know, 

The  Lamb  tor  sinners  crucified, 
A  world  to  save  from  endless  woe. 

3  Take  us  into  thy  people's  rest, 

And  we  from  our  own  works  shall  cease ; 
With  thy  meek  Spirit  arm  our  breast, 
And  keep  our  minds  in  perfect  peace. 

4  Jesus,  for  this  we  calmly  wait ; 

0  let  our  eyes  behold  thee  near! 
Hasten  to  make  our  heaven  complete ; 

Appear,  our  glorious  God,  appear! 

Charles  Wesley. 

0(^0  Christ  all  in  all. 

1  Holy,  and  true,  and  righteous  Lord, 

1  wait  to  prove  thy  perfect  will : 
Be  mindful  of  thy  gracious  word. 

And  stamp  me  with  thy  Spirit's  seal. 

2  Open  my  faith's  interior  eye : 
Display  thy  glory  from  above ; 

And  all  I  am  shall  sink  and  die. 
Lost  in  astonishment  and  love. 

3  Confound,  o'erpower  me  by  thy  grace ; 
I  would  be  by  myself  abhorred ; 

All  might,  all  majesty,  all  praise. 
All  glory,  be  to  Christ  my  Lord. 

4  Now  let  me  gain  perfection's  height; 
Now  let  me  into  nothing  fall. 

As  less  than  nothing  in  thy  sight. 
And  feel  that  Christ  is  all  in  all. 

Cniarles  Weslegr. 
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0<«U        Waiting  for  the  promise, 
1  O  Jesus,  full  of  truth  and  g^ace, 

0  all-atoning  Lamb  of  God, 

1  wait  to  see  thy  glorious  face ; 

1  seek  redemption  through  thy  blood. 

2  Thou  art  the  anchor  of  my  hope ; 
The  faithful  promise  I  receive : 

Surely  thy  death  shall  raise  me  up. 
For  thou  hast  died  that  I  might  live. 

3  Satan,  with  all  his  arts,  no  more 
Me  from  the  gospel  hope  can  move ; 

I  shall  receive  the  gracious  power, 
And  find  the  pearl  of  perfect  love. 

4  My  flesh,  which  cries,  "  It  cannot  be," 
Shall  silence  keep  before  the  Lord; 

And  earth,  and  hell,  and  sin  shall  flee 
At  Jesus'  everlasting  word. 

Charles  Weslegr. 

0«4l        Jfhr  lowliness  and  purity, 

1  Jesus,  in  whom  the  Godhead's  rays 
Beam  forth  with  mildest  majesty  ; 

1  see  thee  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
And  come  for  all  I  want  to  thee. 

2  Save  me  from  pride — the  plague  expel ; 
Jesus,  thine  humble  self  impart : 

O  let  thy  mind  within  me  dwell ; 
O  give  me  lowliness  of  heart. 

3  Enter  thyself,  and  cast  out  sin ; 
Thy  spotless  purity  bestow : 

Touch  me,  and  make  the  leper  clean  ; 
Wash  me,  and  I  am  white  as  snow. 

4  Sprinkle  me.  Saviour,  with  thy  blood. 
And  all  thy  gentleness  is  mine ; 

And  plunge  me  in  the  purple  flood, 
Till  all  I  am  is  lost  in  thine. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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0<^0         The  Canaan  qf  j>erfect  love, 

1  God  of  all  power,  and  truth,  and  grace. 
Which  shall  from  age  to  age  endure, 

Whose  word,  when  heaven  and  earth  shall 
pass, 
Remains,  and  stands  forever  sure; 

2  That  I  thy  mercy  may  proclaim. 
That  all  mankind  thy  truth  may  see, 

Hallow  thy  great  and  glorious  name. 
And  perfect  holiness  in  me. 

3  Give  me  a  new,  a  perfect  heart, 
From  doubt,  and  fear,  and  sorrow  free ; 

The  mind  which  was  in  Christ  impart, 
And  let  my  spirit  cleave  to  thee. 

4  O  that  I  now,  from  sin  released. 
Thy  word  may  to  the  utmost  prove ; 

Enter  into  the  promised  rest, 
The  Canaan  of  thy  perfect  love! 

Oluurles  Wesley. 

529  The  mil  of  God. 

1  He  wills  that  I  should  holy  be ; 
That  holiness  I  long  to  feel ; 

That  full  divine  conformity 
To  all  my  Saviour's  righteous  will. 

2  See,  Lord,  the  travail  of  thy  soul 
Accomplished  in  the  change  of  mine ; 

And  plunge  me,  every  whit  made  whole. 
In  all  the  depths  of  love  divine. 

3  On  thee,  O  God,  my  soul  is  stayed. 
And  waits  to  prove  thine  utmost  will ; 

The  promise  by  thy  mercy  made, 
Thou  canst,  thou  wilt,  in  me  fulfill. 

4  No  more  I  stagger  at  thy  power. 

Or  doubt  thy  truth,  which  cannot  move : 
Hasten  the  long-expected  hour, 
And  bless  me  with  thy  perfect  love. 

Charles  Weelegr. 

0«5U      Heavenly  bliss  in  prospect. 

1  Arise,  my  soul,  on  wings  sublime. 
Above  the  vanities  of  time ; 

Let  faith  now  pierce  the  veil,  and  see 
The  glories  of  eternity. 

2  Bom  by  a  new,  celestial  birth. 
Why  should  I  grovel  here  on  earth  ? 
Why  grasp  at  vain  and  fleeting  toys. 
So  near  to  heaven's  eternal  joys? 

3  Shall  aught  beguile  me  on  the  road, 
The  narrow  road  that  leads  to  God  ? 
Or  can  I  love  this  earth  so  well, 

As  not  to  long  with  God  to  dwell  ? 


4  To  dwell  with  God,  to  taste  his  love. 
Is  the  full  heaven  enjoyed  above : 
The  glorious  expectation  now 
Is  heavenly  bliss  begun  below. 

Thonuie  Gibbons. 


The  new  covenant. 
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1  O  God,  most  merciful  and  true, 
Thy  nature  to  my  soul  impart ; 

'Stablish  with  me  the  covenant  new. 
And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

2  To  real  holiness  restored, 

0  let  me  gain  my  Saviour's  mind ; 
And  in  the  knowledge  of  my  Lord, 

Fullness  of  life  eternal  find. 

3  Remember,  Lord,  my  sins  no  more. 
That  them  I  may  no  more  forget ; 

But,  sunk  in  guiltless  shame,  adore, 
With  speechless  wonder,  at  thy  feet. 

4  O'erwhelmed  with  thy  stupendous  grace, 

1  shall  not  in  thy  presence  move ; 
But  breathe  unutterable  praise. 

And  rapturous  awe,  and  silent  love. 

6  Then    every  murmuring  thought,  and 
vain. 

Expires,  in  sweet  confusion  lost : 
I  cannot  of  my  cross  complain, 

I  cannot  of  my  goodness  boast. 

6  Pardoned  for  all  that  I  have  done. 

My  mouth  as  in  the  dust  I  hide ; 

And  glory  give  to  God  alone, 

My  God  in  Jesus  pacified. 

Charles  WesleT^ 

00<4  True  perfection, 

1  What  !  never  speak  one  evil  word. 
Or  rash,  or  idle,  or  unkind ! 

O  how  shall  I,  most  gracious  Lord, 
This  mark  of  true  perfection  find  ? 

2  Thy  sinless  mind  in  me  reveal ; 
Thy  Spirit's  plenitude  impart ; 

And  all  my  spotless  life  shall  tell 
The  abundance  of  a  loving  heart. 

3  Saviour,  I  long  to  testify 

The  fullness  of  thy  saving  grace ; 
O  may  thy  power  the  blood  apply. 
Which  bought  for  me  the  sacred  peace  J 

4  Forgive,  and  make  my  nature  whole, 
My  inbred  malady  remove ; 

To  perfect  health  restore  my  soul. 
To  perfect  holiness  and  love. 

Charles  Wedey. 
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9  «5  «J  Entire  piiriJiccUion. 

1  Forever  here  my  rest  shall  be, 
Close  to  thy  bleeding  side ; 

This  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  plea, 
"  For  me  the  Saviour  died." 

2  My  dying  Saviour,  and  my  God, 
Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin, 

Sprinkle  me  ever  v^^ith  thy  blood, 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

3  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  thine  ov^^n 
Wash  me,  and  mine  thou  art ; 

Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone. 
My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

4  The  atonement  of  thy  blood  apply. 
Till  faith  to  sight  improve ; 

Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die, 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

&  O  4         Perfect  rest  from  sin. 

1  Jesus,  the  sinner's  rest  thou  art. 
From  guilt,  and  fear,  and  pain ; 

While  thou  art  absent  from  the  heart 
We  look  for  rest  in  vain. 

2  O  when  wilt  thou  my  Saviour  be  ? 
O  when  shall  I  be  clean  ? 

The  true  eternal  Sabbath  see, — 
A  perfect  rest  from  sin  } 

3  The  consolations  of  thy  word 
My  soul  have  long  upheld ; 

The  faithful  promise  of  the  Lord 
Shall  surely  be  fulfilled. 
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4  I  look  to  my  incarnate  God 

Till  he  his  work  begin ; 
And  wait  till  his  redeeming  blood 

Shall  cleanse  me  from  all  sin. 

Angostos  M.  Toplady* 

0  «5  O       The  gift  of  righteousness, 

1  I  ASK  the  gift  of  righteousness. 
The  sin-subduing  power ; 

Power  to  believe,  and  go  in  peace. 
And  never  grieve  Thee  more. 

2  I  ask  the  blood-bought  pardon  sealed. 
The  liberty  from  sin. 

The  grace  infused,  the  love  revealed, 
The  kingdom  fixed  within. 

3  Thou  hear'st  me  for  salvation  pray ; 
Thou  seest  my  heart's  desire ; 

Made  ready  in  thy  powerful  day, 
Thy  fullness  I  require. 

4  My  restless  soul  cries  out,  oppressed. 
Impatient  to  be  freed ; 

Nor  can  I,  Lord,  nor  will  I  rest^ 
Till  I  am  saved  indeed. 

5  Thou  canst,  thou  wilt,  I  dare  believe. 
So  arm  me  with  thy  power. 

That  I  to  sin  may  never  cleave. 
May  never  feel  it  more. 

Charles  Wesley. 

Doxologg, 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tate  and 
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0«5t3  Steadfast  faith. 

1  My  God,  I  know,  I  feel  thee  mine, 
And  will  not  quit  my  claim. 

Till  all  I  have  is  lost  in  thine. 
And  all  renewed  I  am. 

2  I  hold  thee  with  a  trembling  hand. 
And  will  not  let  thee  go. 

Till  steadfastly  by  faith  I  stand, 
And  all  thy  goodness  know. 

3  Love  only  can  the  conquest  win. 
The  strength  of  sin  subdue : 

Come,  O  my  Saviour,  cast  out  sin, 
And  form  my  soul  anew. 

4  No  longer  then  my  heart  shall  mourn, 
While,  sanctified  by  grace, 

I  only  for  thy  glory  burn, 
And  always  see  thy  face. 

Charles  Wesley. 

537     Thy  wUl  he  dbri^.— Matt.  6 :  10. 

1  Thy  presence.  Lord,  the  place  shall  fill ; 
My  heart  shall  be  thy  throne ; 

Thy  holy,  just,  and  perfect  will. 
Shall  in  my  flesh  be  done. 

2  I  thank  thee  for  the  present  grace. 
And  now  in  hope  rejoice, 

In  confidence  to  see  thy  face. 
And  always  hear  thy  voice. 

3  I  have  the  things  I  ask  of  thee ; 
What  more  shall  I  require? 

That  still  my  soul  may  restless  be, 
And  only  thee  desire. 

4  Thy  only  will  be  done,  not  mine. 
But  make  me.  Lord,  thy  home ; 

Come  as  thou  wilt,  I  that  resign. 
But  O,  my  Jesus,  come ! 


Oharles  Weslegr. 
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O«5o       For  paiience  and  sanctity. 

1  Deepen  the  wound  Thy  hands  have 

made 
In  this  weak,  helpless  soul. 
Till  mercy,  with  its  balmy  aid. 
Descend  to  make  me  whole. 

2  The  sharpness  of  thy  two-edged  sword 
Enable  me  to  endure. 

Till  bold  to  say,  **  My  hallowing  Lord 
Hath  wrought  a  perfect  cure." 

3  I  see  the  exceeding  broad  command. 
Which  all  contains  in  one : 

Enlarge  my  heart  to  understand 
The  mystery  unknown. 

4  O  that,  with  all  thy  saints,  I  might 
By  sweet  experience  prove 

What  is  the  length,  and  breadth,  and  height. 
And  depth,  of  perfect  love ! 

Charles  Weslegr. 

0«5%/        The  hope  of  our  calling. 

1  What  is  our  calling's  glorious  hope, 
But  inward  holiness  ? 

For  this  to  Jesus  I  look  up ; 
I  calmly  wait  for  this. 

2  I  wait  till  he  shall  touch  me  clean. 
Shall  life  and  power  impart. 

Give  me  the  faith  that  casts  out  sin. 
And. purifies  the  heart. 

3  When  Jesus  makes  my  heart  his  home. 
My  sin  shall  all  depart ; 

And,  lo !  he  saith,  "  I  quickly  come. 
To  fill  and  rule  thy  heart." 

4  Be  it  according  to  thy  word ; 
Redeem  me  from  all  sin  ; 

My  heart  would  now  receive  thee,  Lord ; 
Come  in,  my  Lord,  come  in ! 

Charles  Wesley. 
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D  4  U    Parding  for  fidlneM  of  love, 

2  Stronger  his  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable ; 

The  first-bom  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

Tne  length,  the  breadth,  the  height. 

3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God ; 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine ; 
This  only  portion.  Lord,  be  mine ; 

Be  mine  this  better  part. 

4  O  that  I  could  forever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet! 

Be  this  my  happy  choice ; 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss. 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice. 

6  O  that  I  could,  with  favored  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast! 
From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free. 
Give  me,  O  Lord,  to  find  in  thee 

My  everlasting  rest. 

Charles  Weslegr. 


198 


541  The  blessed  hope. 

1  But  can  it  be  that  I  should  prove 
Forever  faithful  to  thy  love. 
From  sin  forever  cease  ? 

1  thank  thee  for  the  blessed  hope ; 
It  lifts  my  drooping  spirits  up ; 

It  gives  me  back  my  peace. 

2  In  thee,  O  Lord,  I  put  my  trust. 
Mighty,  and  merciful,  and  just ; 

Thy  sacred  word  is  passed ; 
And  I,  who  dare  thy  word  believe. 
Without  committing  sin  shall  live, 

Shall  live  to  God  at  last. 

3  I  rest  in  thine  almighty  power; 
The  name  of  Jesus  is  my  tower 

That  hides  my  life  above : 
Thou  canst,  thou  wilt, my  helper  be; 
My  confidence  is  all  in  thee. 

The  faithful  God  of  love. 

4  Wherefore,  in  never-ceasing  prayer, 
My  soul  to  thy  continual  care 

I  faithfully  commend ; 

Assured  that  thou  through  life  wilt  save. 

And  show  thyself  beyond  the  grave 

My  everlasting  Friend. 

Oharlea  Weslear. 
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^  [C.P.  M.   Tune,  Ariel.   Page  11.] 

04<^  The  glorioua  hope. 

1  O  GLORIOUS  hope  of  perfect  love ! 
It  lifts  me  up  to  things  above ; 

It  bears  on  eagles'  wings; 
It  gives  my  ravished  soul  a  taste. 
And  makes  me  for  some  moments  feast 

With  Jesus*  priests  and  kings. 

2  Rejoicing  now  in  earnest  hope, 

I  stand,  and  from  the  mountain  top 

See  all  the  land  below : 
Rivers  of  milk  and  honey  rise. 
And  all  the  fruits  of  paradise 

In  endless  plenty  grow. 

3  A  land  of  com,  and  wine,  and  oil. 
Favored  with  God's  peculiar  smile, 

With  every  blessing  blest ; 
There  dwells  the  Lord  our  Righteousness, 
And  keeps  his  own  in  perfect  peace. 

And  everlasting  rest. 

4  O  that  I  might  at  once  go  up ; 
No  more  on  this  side  Jordan  stop. 

But  now  the  land  possess ; 
This  moment  end  my  legal  years. 
Sorrows  and  sins,  and  doubts  and  fears, 

A  howling  wilderness ! 

Charles  Wesley. 

[G.  P.M.   Tune,Meribah.    Page 868.] 
o4tJ        Power  over  temptation. 

1  Help,  Lord,  to  whom  for  help  I  fly. 
And  still  my  tempted  soul  stand  by 

Throughout  the  evil  day; 
The  sacred  watchfulness  impart. 
And  keep  the  issues  of  my  heart. 

And  stir  me  up  to  pray. 

2  My  soul  with  thy  whole  armor  arm ; 
In  each  approach  of  sin  alarm. 

And  show  the  danger  near: 
Surround,  sustain,  and  strengthen  me. 
And  fill  with  godly  jealousy 

And  sanctifying  fear. 

3  Whene  *er  my  careless  hands  hang  down, 
O  let  me  see  thy  gathering  frown, 

And  feel  thy  warning  eye ; 
And,  starting,  cry  from  ruin's  brink, 
"  Save,  Jesus,  or  I  yield,  I  sink ; 

O  save  me,  or  I  die." 

4  If  near  the  pit  I  rashly  stray. 
Before  I  wholly  fall  away, 

The  keen  conviction  dart ; 
Recall  me  by  that  pitying  look, 
That  kind,  upbraiding  glance,  which  broke 

Unfaithful  Peter's  heart. 
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6  In  me  thine  utmost  mercy  show. 
And  make  me  like  thyself  below, 

Unblamable  in  grace; 
Ready  prepared  and  fitted  here, 
By  perfect  holiness,  to  appear 

Before  thy  glorious  face. 

Gluurlee  Wesley. 

[G.  P.  M.   Tune,  Meribah.   Page  858.) 
o44  A  present  hdp  in  trouble. 

1  O  God,  thy  faithfulness  I  plead. 
My  present  help  in  time  of  need. 

My  great  Deliverer,  thou ! 
Haste  to  mine  aid,  thine  ear  incline, 
And  rescue  this  poor  soul  of  mine : 

I  claim  the  promise  now. 

2  One  only  way  the  erring  mind 

Of  man,  short-sighted  man,  can  find. 

From  inbred  sin  to  fly: 
Stronger  than  love,  I  fondly  thought 
Death,  only  death,  can  cut  the  knot. 

Which  love  cannot  untie. 

3  But  thou,  O  Lord,  art  full  of  grace ; 
Thy  love  can  find  a  thousand  ways 

To  foolish  man  unknown : 
My  soul  upon  thy  love  I  cast ; 
I  rest  me,  till  the  storm  be  past. 

Upon  thy  love  alone. 

4  Thy  faithful,  wise,  almighty  love 
Shall  every  stumbling-block  remove. 

And  make  an  open  way : 
Thy  love  shall  burst  the  shades  of  death, 
And  bear  me  from  the  gulf  beneath. 

To  everlasting  day. 

diaries  Wesley. 

[G.  P.  IC.   Tune,  Meribah.   Page  858.] 
040  The  pure  in  heart  shall  see  God. 

1  Saviour,  on  me  the  grace  bestow, 
That,  with  thy  children,  I  may  know 

My  sins  on  earth  forgiven ; 
Give  me  to  prove  the  kingdom  mine, 
And  taste,  in  holiness  divine. 

The  happiness  of  heaven. 

2  Me  with  that  restless  thirst  inspire, 
That  sacred,  infinite  desire, 

And  feast  my  hungry  heart ; 
Less  than  thyself  cannot  suffice ; 
My  soul  for  all  thy  fullness  cries. 

For  all  thou  hast  and  art. 

3  Jesus,  the  crowning  grace  impart; 
Bless  me  with  purity  of  heart. 

That,  now  beholding  thee, 
I  soon  may  view  thy  open  face. 
On  all  thy  glorious  beauties  gaze, 

And  God  forever  see. 

COmvIm  Weiler* 
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04D        Mourmng  departed  joys. 

1  Sweet  was  the  time  when  first  I  felt 
The  Saviour's  pardoning  blood 

Applied  to  cleanse  my  soul  from  guilt. 
And  bring  me  home  to  God. 

2  Soon  as  the  morn  the  light  revealed. 
His  praises  tuned  my  tongue ; 

And  when  the  evening  shades  prevailed. 
His  love  was  all  my  song. 

3  In  prayer  my  soul  drew  near  the  Lord, 
And  saw  his  glory  shine ; 

And  when  I  read  his  holy  word, 
I  called  each  promise  mine. 

4  But  now,  when  evening  shade  prevails. 
My  soul  in  darkness  mourns ; 

And  when  the  morn  the  light  reveals. 
No  light  to  me  returns. 

5  Rise,  Lord,  and  help  me  to  prevail ; 
O  make  my  soul  thy  care ; 

I  know  thy  mercy  cannot  fail ; 
Let  me  that  mercy  share. 

John  Newton. 

047  Sad  reflections  on  spirittml  sloth. 

1  My  drowsy  powers,  why  sleep  ye  so  ? 
Awake,  my  sluggish  soul ! 

Nothing  hath  half  thy  work  to  do. 
Yet  nothing's  half  so  dull. 

2  Go  to  the  ants !  for  one  poor  grain 
See  how  they  toil  and  strive ; 

Yet  we,  who  have  a  heaven  to  obtain, 
How  negligent  we  live ! 

3  We,  for  whose  sake  all  nature  stands, 
And  stars  their  courses  move; 
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We,  for  whose  guard  the  angel  bands 
Come  flying  from  above; 

4  We,  for  whom  God  the  Son  came  down. 
And  labored  for  our  good ; 

How  careless  to  secure  that  crown 
He  purchased  with  his  blood ! 

5  Lord,  shall  we  live  so  sluggish  still, 
And  never  act  our  parts  ? 

Come,  holy  Dove,  from  the  heavenly  hill. 
And  warm  our  frozen  hearts! 

6  Give  us  with  active  warmth  to  move. 
With  vigorous  souls  to  rise ; 

With  hands  of  faith,  and  wings  of  love. 
To  fly  and  take  the  prize. 

laaao  Watts. 

04o  Returning  to  Christ. 

1  My  head  is  low,  my  heart  is  sad. 
My  feet  with  travel  torn. 

Yet,  O  my  Saviour,  thou  art  glad 
To  see  thy  child  return ! 

2  It  was  thy  love  that  homeward  led, 
Thine  arm  that  upward  stayed ; 

It  is  thy  hand  which  on  my  head 
Is  now  in  mercy  laid. 

3  O  Saviour,  in  this  broken  heart 
Confirm  the  trembling  will. 

Which  longs  to  reach  thee  where  thou  art. 
Rest  in  thee  and  be  still. 

4  Within  that  bosom  which  hath  shed 
Both  tears  and  blood  for  me, 

O  let  me  hide  this  aching  head. 
Once  pressed  and  blessed  by  thee. 

John  S.  B.  Monsellt 
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*>4  «/    J^or  <Ac  return  of  the  Spirit. 

1  O  FOR  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame ; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb! 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 

Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed ! 
How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 

But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 
Sweet  messenger  of  rest ! 

I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 
Whate'er  that  idol  be. 

Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne. 
And  worship  only  thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

William  Oowper. 

DDU  Jfaintf  yet  pursuhig. 

1  As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  streams. 
When  heated  in  the  chase, 

So  longs  my  soul,  O  God,  for  thee. 
And  thy  refreshing  grace. 

2  For  thee  my  God,  the  living  God, 
My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine ; 
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0  when  shall  I  behold  thy  face. 
Thou  Majesty  divine? 

8  I  sigh  to  think  of  happier  days. 
When  thou,  O  Lord,  wast  nigh ; 

When  every  heart  was  tuned  to  praise. 
And  none  more  blest  than  I. 

4  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul? 

Hope  still,  and  thou  shalt  sing 
The  praise  of  him  who  is  thy  God, 

Thy  Saviour,  and  thy  King. 

Tate  and  Brady. 

OOX       God  ffracwiM  to  the  contrite, 

1  Come,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God 
With  contrite  hearts  return ; 

Our  God  is  gracious,  nor  will  leave 
The  desolate  to  mourn. 

2  His  voice  commands  the  tempest  forth. 
And  stills  the  stormy  wave ; 

His  arm,  though  it  be  strong  to  smite, 
Is  also  strong  to  save. 

3  Our  hearts,  if  God  we  seek  to  know. 
Shall  know  him  and  rejoice ; 

His  coming  like  the  mom  shall  be. 
Like  morning  songs  his  voice. 

4  As  dew  upon  the  tender  herb. 
Diffusing  fragrance  round ; 

As  showers  that  usher  in  the  spring, 
And  cheer  the  thirsty  ground; 

5  So  shall  his  presence  bless  our  souls, 
And  shed  a  joyful  light ; 

That  hallowed  mom  shall  chase  away 
The  sorrows  of  the  night. 

John  lloraisoa. 
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1  Hark,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord ; 
'Tis  thy  Saviour, — hear  his  word : 
Jesus  speaks,  he  speaks  to  thee : 
*'Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me?" 

2  *'  I  delivered  thee  when  bound. 
And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right. 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  "  Can  a  mother's  tender  care 
Cease  toward  the  child  she  bare? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 

Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

4  "  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love. 
Higher  than  the  heights  above ; 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  **  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon. 
When  the  work  of  faith  is  done ; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me?** 

6  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint. 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore : 

0  for  grace  to  love  thee  more ! 

WiUiam  Oowp«r. 

[S.  M.   Tune,  Ozrem.    Page  208.] 
«L>0«J  Ood^i  abserue  deprecated. 

1  O  Thou,  whose  mercy  hears 
Contrition's  humble  sigh ; 

Whose  hand,  indulgent,  wipes  the  tears 
From  sorrow's  weeping  eye ; 
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2  See,  at  thy  throne  of  grace, 

A  wretched  wanderer  mourn : 
Hast  thou  not  bid  me  seek  thy  face? 
Hast  thou  not  said,  "Return?" 

3  Shall  guilty  fears  prevail 
To  drive  me  from  thy  feet? 

O  let  not  this  last  refuge  fail. 
This  only  safe  retreat. 

4  Absent  from  thee,  my  Light, 
Without  one  cheering  ray. 

Through  dangers,  fears,  and  gloomy  night. 
How  desolate  my  way ! 

5  On  this  benighted  heart 
With  beams  of  mercy  shine; 

And  let  thy  voice  again  impart 
A  taste  of  joy  divine. 

Anne  EKeele,  alt. 


[S.  M.   Tone,  Ozrem.   Page  208.] 
004  3f%tf  wanderer  retuminff. 

1  How  oft  this  wretched  heart 
Has  wandered  from  the  Lord! 

How  oft  my  roving  thoughts  depart. 
Forgetful  of  his  word  I 

2  Yet  mercy  calls,  "Return;" 
Saviour,  to  thee  I  come: 

My  vile  ingratitude  I  mourn ; 
O  take  the  wanderer  home. 

3  Thy  love  so  free,  so  sweet. 
Blest  Saviour,  I  adore ; 

O  keep  me  at  thy  sacred  feet. 
And  let  me  rove  no  more. 

Axaa  Steele,  atL 
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00«L>      The  warning  voice  of  Jesits, 

1  Gracious  Redeemer,  shake 
This  slumber  from  my  soul ! 

Say  to  me  now,  "Awake,  awake! 
And  Christ  shall  make  thee  whole." 

2  Lay  to  thy  mighty  hand ; 
Alarm  me  in  this  hour; 

And  make  me  fully  understand 
The  thunder  of  thy  power. 

3  Give  me  on  thee  to  call. 
Always  to  watch  and  pray. 

Lest  I  into  temptation  fall, 
And  cast  my  shield  away. 

4  For  each  assault  prepared. 
And  ready  may  I  be; 

Forever  standing  on  my  g^ard. 
And  looking  up  to  thee. 

6  O  do  thou  always  warn 

My  soul  of  evil  near ; 
When  to  the  right  or  left  I  turn. 

Thy  voice  still  let  me  hear : 

6  "  Come  back !  this  is  the  way ; 

Come  back,  and  walk  therein;" 
O  may  I  hearken  and  obey, 

And  shun  the  paths  of  sin. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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8B00in>  PART. 

Commending  the  soul  to  God, 

1  Thou  seest  my  feebleness ; 

Jesus,  be  thou  my  power. 
My  help  and  refuge  in  distress. 

My  fortress  and  my  tower. 

(14) 
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2  Give  me  to  trust  in  thee ; 
Be  thou  my  sure  abode : 

My  horn,  and  rock,  and  buckler  be. 
My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

3  Myself  I  cannot  save. 
Myself  I  cannot  keep. 

But  strength  in  thee  I  surely  have. 
Whose  eyelids  never  sleep. 

4  My  soul  to  thee  alone. 
Now  therefore  I  commend : 

Thou,  Jesus,  love  me  as  thine  own. 
And  love  me  to  the  end. 

Charles  Weslegr. 

00  •         Restore  my  peace, 

1  O  Jesus,  full  of  grace. 
To  thee  I  make  my  moan : 

Let  me  again  behold  thy  face. 
Call  home  thy  banished  one. 

2  Again  my  pardon  seal. 
Again  my  soul  restore. 

And  freely  my  backslidings  heal. 
And  bid  me  sin  no  more. 

3  Wilt  thou  not  bid  me  rise? 
Speak,  and  my  soul  shall  live ; 

"  Forgive,"  my  stricken  spirit  cries, 
"Abundantly  forgive." 

4  Thine  utmost  mercy  show ; 
Say  to  my  drooping  soul, 

"  In  peace  and  full  assurance  go ; 
Thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole." 

Charles  Wesley. 
Doxology, 
To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  forever  be. 

John  Wesleu. 
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PENITENCE.     7,  6,  8. 


William  HFjntT  Oaklxt. 
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OOO  Humility  and  contrition, 

2  Saviour,  Prince,  enthroned  above. 
Repentance  to  impart, 

Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love. 
The  humble,  contrite  heart ; 

Give  what  I  have  long  implored, 
A  portion  of  thy  grief  unknown ; 

Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 
And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

3  See  me.  Saviour,  from  above, 
Nor  suffer  me  to  die ; 

Life,  and  happiness,  and  love 
Drop  from  thy  gracious  eye : 

Speak  the  reconciling  word. 
And  let  thy  mercy  melt  me  down ; 

Turn,  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 
And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

4  Look,  as  when  thy  languid  eye 
Was  closed  that  we  might  live ; 

"  Father,"  at  the  point  to  die 
My  Saviour  prayed,  ** forgive!" 

Surely,  with  that  dying  word, 
He  turns,  and  looks,  and  cries,  " 
done !" 

O  my  bleeding,  loving  Lord, 
Thou  break'st  my  heart  of  stone ! 

Charlea  Weeley. 
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00«/  The  deceit/tUness  of  sifi, 

1  Jesus,  Friend  of  sinners,  hear 
Yet  once  again,  I  pray ; 

From  mv  debt  of  sin  set  clear. 

For  I  nave  naught  to  pay : 
Speak,  O  speak  the  kind  release ; 

A  poor  backsliding  soul  restore ; 
Love  me  freely,  seal  my  peace. 

And  bid  me  sin  no  more. 

2  For  mv  selfishness  and  pride 
Thou  nast  withdrawn  thy  grace ; 

Left  me  long  to  wander  wide. 

An  outcast  from  thy  face ; 
But  I  now  my  sins  confess. 

And  mercy,  mercy,  I  implore; 
Love  me  freely,  seal  my  peace. 

And  bid  me  sin  no  more. 

3  Sin's  deceitfulness  hath  spread 
A  hardness  o'er  my  heart ; 

But  if  thou  thy  Spirit  shed, 

The  stony  shall  depart : 
Shed  thy  love,  thy  tenderness, 

And  let  me  feel  thy  softening  power ; 
Love  me  freely,  seal  my  peace, 

And  bid  me  sin  no  more. 

caiMPlee  "Waala^. 
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ODU  Zeal  implored, 

2  O  mav  one  beam  of  thy  blest  light 
Pierce  through,  dispel  the  shade  of  night : 
Touch  my  cold  breast  with  heavenly  fire  ; 
With  holy,  conquering  zeal  inspire. 

3  For  zeal  I  sigh,  for  zeal  I  pant ; 
Yet  heavy  is  my  soul,  and  faint : 
With  steps  unwavering,  undismayed. 
Give  me  in  all  thy  paths  to  tread. 

4  With  outstretched  hands,  and  streaming 

eyes. 
Oft  I  begin  to  grasp  the  prize; 
I  groan,  I  strive,  I  watch,  I  pray ; 
But  ah !  my  zeal  soon  dies  away. 

6  The  deadly  slumber  then  I  feel 
Afresh  upon  my  spirit  steal : 
Rise,  Lord,  stir  up  thy  quickening  power. 
And  wake  me  that  I  sleep  no  more. 

From  the  Gennan.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 

GALILEE.      L.  M. 
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Dbl  Fetice  in  the  favor  of  Ood. 

1  O  WHERE  is  now  that  glowing  love 
That  marked  our  union  with  the  Lord  ? 

Our  hearts  were  fixed  on  things  above. 
Nor  could  the  world  a  joy  afford. 

2  Where  is  the  zeal  that  led  us  then 
To  make  our  Saviour's  glory  known  } 

That  freed  us  from  the  fear  of  men, 
And  kept  our  eye  on  him  alone  ? 

8  Where  are  the  happy  seasons,  spent 
In  fellowship  with  him  we  loved? 

The  sacred  joy,  the  sweet  content. 
The  blesseclness  that  then  we  proved  ? 

4  Behold,  again  we  turn  to  thee ; 

O  cast  us  not  away,  though  vile : 
No  peace  we  have,  no  joy  we  see, 

O  Lord  our  God,  but  in  thy  smile. 

Thomas  KeUy. 

RiOHABD  LaNODON. 
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db^  For  the  fire  of  divine  love, 

2  There  let  it  for  thy  glory  bum. 
With  inextinguishable  blaze ; 

And  trembling  to  its  source  return, 
In  humble  prayer  and  fervent  praise. 

3  Jesus,  confirm  my  heart's  desire 

To  workt  and  speak,  and  think  for  thee ; 
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Still  let  me  guard  the  holy  fire, 
And  still  stir  up  thy  gift  in  me. 

4  Ready  for  all  thy  perfect  will, 
My  acts  of  faith  and  love  repeat. 

Till  death  thy  endless  mercies  seal, 
And  make  the  sacrifice  complete. 

Gharlee  Wesley. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 
ON\A^ARD.      (Christus  Victor.)      6,  5.         Sie  Aothub  Sktmoub  Sotaitah. 
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1.  Onward,  Christian  soldiers!  Marching  as  to  war, With  the  cross  of  Jesus    Going    on  be  -  fore. 
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ODt5      Onward,  Christian  aoldiert. 

1  Onward,  Christian  soldiers! 
Marching  as  to  war, 

With  the  cross  of  Jesus 

Going  on  before. 
Christ,  the  royal  Master, 
Leads  against  the  foe ; 
Forward  into  battle. 
See,  his  banners  go  ? 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers! 

Marching  as  to  war, 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 

2  At  the  sign  of  triumph 
Satan's  host  doth  flee ; 

On,  then.  Christian  soldiers. 

On  to  victory! 
Hell's  foundations  quiver 

At  the  shout  of  praise ; 
Brothers,  lift  your  voices, 

Loud  your  anthems  raise. 

3  Like  a  mighty  army 
Moves  the  Church  of  God ; 


Brothers,  we  are  treading 
Where  the  saints  have  trod ; 

We  are  not  divided. 
All  one  body  we. 

One  in  hope  and  doctrine, 
One  in  charity. 

4  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise. 

And  that  cannot  fail 

6  Onward,  then,  ye  people! 

Join  our  happy  throng. 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph-song; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor 

Unto  Christ  the  King, 
This  through  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  sing. 
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ELAH.      6,  8. 


From  Fbamoib  Jobsph  Hatdh. 
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Forward  through  the  desert,Throngh  the  toil  and  fight:  Jordan  flows  before  as,  Zi-on  beams  with  light ! 


Ob4  Forward  into  light 

1  Forward  !  be  our  watchword, 
Steps  and  voices  joined ; 

Seek  the  things  before  us, 

Not  a  look  behind : 
Bums  the  fiery  pillar 

At  our  army's  head  ; 
Who  shall  dream  of  shrinking, 

By  our  Captain  led  ? 
Forward  through  the  desert, 

Through  the  toil  and  fight ; 
Jordan  flows  before  us, 

Zion  beams  with  light ! 

2  Forward!  flock  of  Jesus, 
Salt  of  all  the  earth. 

Till  each  yearning  purpose 

Spring  to  glorious  birth : 
Sick,  they  ask  for  healing ; 

Blind,  they  grope  for  day ; 
Pour  upon  tne  nations 

Wisdom's  loving  ray. 
Forward,  out  of  error, 

Leave  behind  the  night ; 
Forward  through  the  darkness, 

Forward  into  light ! 


3  Glories  upon  glories 
Hath  our  God  prepared. 

By  the  souls  that  love  him 

One  day  to  be  shared : 
Eye  hath  not  beheld  them. 

Ear  hath  never  heard ; 
Nor  of  these  hath  uttered 

Thought  or  speech  a  word : 
Forward,  marching  eastward 

Where  the  heaven  is  bright. 
Till  the  veil  be  lifted, 

Till  our  faith  be  sight ! 

4  Far  o'er  yon  horizon 
Rise  the  city  towers. 

Where  our  God  abideth ; 

That  fair  home  is  ours : 
Flash  the  streets  with  jasper. 

Shine  the  gates  with  gold ; 
Flows  the  gladdening  river 

Shedding  joys  untold ; 
Thither,  onward  thither. 

In  the  Spirit's  might : 
Pilgrims  to  your  country. 

Forward  into  light ! 
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Benzjr  AUIord. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 

W^ORK    SONG.      7,  6,  B. 

|i«e.  lad.  I 


Lowsu.  Mabov. 


I  I  |i«fc  lad.  I     FiNB. 1^.       ^r^:  .   .    I  _l!i** 


I    (  Work  Jor  tbe  night  is  eominir,  Work  thro'  the  noming  hours;  (  [the  giowiu[  an ; 

^'  {  Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling,  [6>/nt7    .    .    .    .)  Work 'mid  springing  flowers;  Work,  when  the  day  grows  brighter,  Work  ii 


D.G.  Work,forthe night iseoming,  \^Om.it 


When  man's  work  is  done. 
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ObO  WorA;,  wAt/e  t7  is  day, 

2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store : 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 

CALEDONIA.       7,  7,  7,  6. 


3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening. 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 

SidneiF  Oyer. 

SOOTOH. 
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1.  Soldiers  of  the  cross,  arise!     Lolyonr  Leader  from  the  skies  Wares  before  yon  glory's  prize,  The  prize  of  rie-to  •  rj. 


f 
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Seize  yonr  armor,  gird  it  on;    Now  the  bat-  tie  will  be  won;    See,  the  strife  will  soon  be  done;  Then  struggle  manfDlly. 


wym^ff^m^mff  £i[  mm\ 


1 1  firr 


ODD        7^  spiritual  warfare. 

2  Now  the  fight  of  faith  begin, 
Be  no  more  the  slaves  of  sin, 
Strive  the  victor's  palm  to  win, 

Trusting  in  the  Lord  : 
Gird  ye  on  the  armor  bright, 
Warriors  of  the  King  of  light. 
Never  yield,  nor  lose  by  fligTit 

Your  divine  reward. 

3  Jesus  conquered  when  he  fell. 
Met  and  vanquished  earth  and  hell ; 
Now  he  leads  you  on  to  swell 

The  triumphs  of  his  cross. 


208 


Though  all  earth  and  hell  appear. 
Who  will  doubt,  or  who  can  fear  ? 
God,  our  strength  and  shield,  is  near 
We  cannot  lose  our  cause. 

4  Onward,  then,  ye  hosts  of  God ! 
Jesus  points  the  victor's  rod ; 
Follow  where  your  Leader  trod ; 

You  soon  shall  see  his  face. 
Soon,  your  enemies  all  slain, 
Crowns  of  glory  you  shall  gain. 
Soon  you  '11  join  that  glorious  train 

Who  shout  their  Saviour'spraise. 

Jared  B.  'W«terbury. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 


WEBB.      7,  6. 
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OD  I  Stand  up  for  Jestu, 

2  Stand  up^  stand  up  for  Jesus, 
The  trumpet  call  obey; 

Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict. 

In  this  his  glorious  day : 
"  Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes ; 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 
Stand  in  his  strength  alone ; 

The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you ; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own : 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer ; 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger. 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 
The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 

This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 
The  next  the  victor's  song : 

To  him  that  overcometh, 
A  crown  of  life  shall  be  ; 

He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 

Qeoiie  Dofleld,  Jr. 
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ODO  Enduring  hardness  as  good  soldiers, 

1  Go  forward.  Christian  soldier. 
Beneath  His  banner  true : 

The  Lord  himself,  thy  Leader, 

Shall  all  thy  fpes  subdue. 
His  love  foretells  thy  trials. 

He  knows  thine  hourly  need ; 
He  can,  with  bread  of  heaven. 

Thy  fainting  spirit  feed. 

2  Go  forward.  Christian  soldier. 
Fear  not  the  secret  foe ; 

Far  more  are  o'er  thee  watching 
Than  human  eyes  can  know. 

Trust  only  Christ,  thy  Captain, 
Cease  not  to  watch  and  pray ; 

Heed  not  the  treacherous  voices. 
That  lure  thy  soul  astray. 

3  Go  forward,  Christian  soldier, 
Nor  dream  of  peaceful  rest, 

Till  Satan's  host  is  vanquished. 
And  heaven  is  all  possessed ; 

Till  Christ  himself  shall  call  thee 
To  lay  thine  armor  by, 

And  wear,  in  endless  glory. 
The  crown  of  victory. 

Lanzenoe  Tnttittt. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 
MENDELSSOHN.      C.  P.  M. 
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00«/  Battte-hymn  of  the  Reformaiion, 

2  Fear  not,  be  strong !  your  cause  belongs 
To  him  who  can  avenge  your  wrongs ; 

Leave  all  to  him,  your  Lord : 
Though  hidden  yet  from  mortal  eyes, 
Salvation  shall  for  you  arise ; 

He  girdeth  on  his  sword ! 

3  As  true  as  God's  own  promise  stands. 
Not  earth  nor  hell,  with  all  their  bands. 

Against  us  shall  prevail ; 
The  Lord  shall  mock^them  from  his  throne ; 
God  is  with  us ;  we  are  his  own ; 

Our  victory  cannot  fail ! 

4  Amen,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  our  prayer ! 
Great  Captain,  now  thine  arm  make  bare. 

Thy  Church  with  strength  defend ; 
So  shall  thy  saints  and  martyrs  raise 
A  joyful  chorus  to  thy  praise, 

Through  ages  without  end. 

GustavuB  Adolphns.  in  xwose.   Jacob  Fabrioins. 
Tr.  by  Miss  O.  Winkworth. 

0  §\)  Looking  wUo  Jesus. 

1  Are  there  not  in  the  laborer's  day 
Twelve  hours,  in  which  he  safely  may 

His  calling's  work  pursue  ? 
Though  sin  and  Satan  still  are  near. 
Nor  sin  nor  Satan  can  I  fear. 

With  Jesus  in  my  view. 
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2  Light  of  the  world !  thy  beams  I  bless ; 
On  thee,  bright  Sun  of  righteousness. 

My  faith  hath  fixed  its  eye : 
Guided  by  thee,  through  all  I  go, 
Nor  fear  the  ruin  spread  below. 

For  thou  art  always  nigh. 

8  Ten  thousand  snares  my  paths  beset. 
Yet  will  I,  Lord,  the  work  complete. 

Which  thou  to  me  hast  given ; 
Regardless  of  the  pains  I  feel. 
Close  by  the  gates  of  death  and  hell, 

I  urge  my  way  to  heaven. 

Charles  Weslegr. 

0  7  X  Loving  gratitude, 

1  Be  it  my  only  wisdom  here. 
To  serve  the  Lord  with  filial  fear, 

With  loving  gratitude : 
Superior  sense  may  I  display. 
By  shunning  every  evil  way. 

And  walking  in  the  good. 

2  O  may  I  still  from  sin  depart ; 
A  wise  and  understanding  heart, 

Jesus,  to  me  be  given : 
And  let  me  through  thy  Spirit  know 
To  glorify  my  God  below. 
And  find  my  way  to  heaven. 

Oharles  Weilei^. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 
EDINBURGH.      7,  6,  B,  4. 
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Chorus. 
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Than  yester-day,    to    me ;  His  love  and  light  Fill  all  my  sonl  to  -  night  One  more  day's  work  for 
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Jesus,       One  more  day's  work  for  Jesns,    One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  One  less  of  life  for  mel 
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Ol«4    One  more  day*8  work  for  Jestu, 

1  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus, 
One  less  of  lite  for  me ! 

But  heaven  is  nearer, 

And  Christ  is  dearer 
Than  yesterday,  to  me ; 

His  love  and  light 

Fill  all  my  soul  to-night. 
One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  etc. 

2  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus ! 
How  sweet  the  work  has  been. 

To  tell  the  story, 
To  show  the  glory. 
Where  Christ's  flock  enter  in ! 
How  it  did  shine 
In  this  poor  heart  of  mine ! 

3  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus ! 
O  yes,  a  weary  day ; 

But  heaven  shines  clearer 
And  rest  comes  nearer. 
At  each  step  of  the  way ; 
And  Christ  in  all, 
Before  his  face  I  fall. 

4  O  blessed  work  for  Jesus ! 
O  rest  at  Jesus'  feet ! 

There  toil  seems  pleasure, 
My  wants  are  treasure, 
And  pain  for  him  is  sweet. 
Lord,  if  I  may, 
I'll  serve  another  day! 

Anna  B*  Warner. 
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[G.  P.  M.  Tane,  Merlbah.   Page  868.] 
OiO  For  the  head  of  a  famUy. 

1  I  AND  my  house  will  serve  the  Lord : 
But  first,  obedient  to  his  word 

I  must  myself  appear ; 
By  actions,  words,  and  tempers,  show 
That  I  my  heavenly  Master  know. 

And  serve  with  heart  sincere. 

2  I  must  the  fair  example  set ; 
From  those  that  on  my  pleasure  wait 

The  stumbling-block  remove ; 
Their  duty  by  my  life  explain. 
And  still  in  all  my  works  maintain 

The  dignity  of  love. 

3  Easy  to  be  entreated,  mild, 
Quickly  appeased  and  reconciled, 

A  follower  of  my  God, 
A  saint  indeed,  I  long  to  be. 
And  lead  my  faithful  family 

In  the  celestial  road. 

4  Lord,  if  thou  didst  the  wish  infuse, 
A  vessel  fitted  for  thy  use 

Into  thy  hands  receive : 
Work  in  me  both  to  will  and  do ; 
And  show  them  how  believers  true, 

And  real  Christians,  live. 

Oharles  Wedaiy; 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 
S.  M. 
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57 4  For  watchfiUnesa. 

1  A  CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 
A  God  to  glorify ; 

A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 
To  serve  the  present  age. 

My  calling  to  fulfill, — 
O  may  it  all  my  powers  engage. 

To  do  my  Master's  will. 

2  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 
As  in  thy  sight  to  live; 

And  O,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 

A  strict  account  to  give. 
Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely, 

Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 

I  shall  forever  die. 

Charles  Weslegr. 


Sow  beside  all  waters. 


575 

1  Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed ; 
At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 

To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed. 
Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land. 

2  Thou  know'st  not  which  shall  thrive. 
The  late  or  early  sown ; 

Grace  keeps  the  precious  germ  alive, 
When  and  wherever  strown : 

3  And  duly  shall  appear. 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength. 
The  tender  blade,  tne  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 
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4  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain : 
Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry. 

Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

5  Then,  when  the  glorious  end. 
The  day  of  God,  shall  come. 

The  angel  reapers  shall  descend. 
And  neaven  shout,  '*  Harvest  home !" 

James  MontBomecy. 

0  7  D  Make  haste  to  live. 

1  Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live. 
For  thou  so  soon  must  die ; 

Time  hurries  past  thee  like  the  breeze; 
How  swift  its  moments  fly  I 

2  Make  haste,  O  man,  to  do 
Whatever  must  be  done ; 

Thou  hast  no  time  to  lose  in  sloth. 
Thy  day  will  soon  be  gone. 

3  Up,  then,  with  speed,  and  work ; 
Fling  ease  and  self  away ; 

This  is  no  time  for  thee  to  sleep. 
Up,  watch,  and  work,  and  pray ! 

4  Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live. 
Thy  time  is  almost  o'er ; 

O  sleep  not,  dream  not,  but  arise. 
The  Judge  is  at  the  door. 

Horatins  Booar. 
Doxology, 

To  God.  the  Father.  Son, 

And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  forever  be. 

John  Weslegr. 
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Oil        Victory  on  the  Lord'' 8  side, 

1  Arise,  ye  saints,  arise ! 
The  Lord  our  Leader  is ; 

The  foe  before  his  banner  flies, 
And  victory  is  his. 

2  We  follow  thee,  our  Guide, 
Our  Saviour,  and  our  King  ; 

We  follow  thee,  through  grace  supplied 
From  heaven's  eternal  spring. 

3  We  soon  shall  see  the  day 
When  all  our  toils  shall  cease ; 

When  we  shall  cast  our  arms  away. 
And  dwell  in  endless  peace. 

4  This  hope  supports  us  here ; 
It  makes  our  burdens  light ; 

'Twill  serve  our  drooping  hearts  to  cheer. 

Till  faith  shall  end  in  sight : 
6  Till,  of  the  prize  possessed, 

We  hear  of  war  no  more ; 
And  ever  with  our  Leader  rest, 

On  yonder  peaceful  shore. 

Ttaomss  Kelly. 

0  I  O  Recompense  of  toil. 

1  Laborers  of  Christ,  arise, 
And  gird  you  for  the  toil ! 

The  dew  of  promise  from  the  skies 
Already  cheers  the  soil. 

2  Go  where  the  sick  recline. 
Where  mourning  hearts  deplore ; 

And  where  the  sons  of  sorrow  pine. 
Dispense  your  hallowed  store. 

3  Be  faith,  which  looks  above, 
With  prayer,  your  constant  guest ; 

And  wrap  the  Saviour's  changeless  love 
A  mantle  round  your  breast. 


4  So  shall  you  share  the  wealth 
That  earth  may  ne'er  despoil. 

And  the  blest  gospel's  saving  health 
Repay  your  arduous  toil. 

Mrs.  Lydia  H.  Slgoamej. 

0  1 1/  Bowing  in  tears^  reaping  in  joy. 

1  The  harvest  dawn  is  near, 
The  year  delays  not  long ; 

And  he  who  sows  with  many  a  tear. 
Shall  reap  with  many  a  song. 

2  Sad  to  his  toil  he  goes, 

His  seed  with  weeping  leaves ; 
But  he  shall  come  at  twilight's  close, 
And  bring  his  golden  sheaves. 

George  Bnxgess. 

OoU  On  guard. 

1  Let  us  keep  steadfast  guard 
With  lighted  hearts  all  night, 

That  when  Christ  comes,  we  stand  pre- 
pared. 
And  meet  him  with  delight. 

2  At  midnight's  season  chill 
Lay  Paul  and  Silas  bound,  — 

Bound,  and  in  prison  sang  they  still, 
And  singing,  freedom  found. 

3  Our  prison  is  this  earth. 
And  yet  we  sing  to  thee : 

Break  sin's  strong  fetters,  lead  us  forth. 
Set  us,  believing,  free ! 

4  Meet  for  thy  realm  in  heaven, 
Make  us,  O  holy  King! 

That  through  the  ages  it  be  given 
To  us  thy  praise  to  sing. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 
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DoX  Perseverance. 

1  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard ; 
Ten  thousand  foes  arise ; 

The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  O  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray ; 
The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 

Renew  it  boldly  every  day. 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won. 
Nor  lay  thine  armor  down : 

The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done. 
Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God ; 

He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath. 
To  his  divine  abode. 

Gtoorge  Heath. 

OOti        The  standard  of  the  cross, 

1  Hark,  how  the  watchmen  cry ! 
Attend  the  trumpet's  sound; 

Stand  to  your  arms,  the  foe  is  nigh, 
The  powers  of  hell  surround. 

Who  bow  to  Christ's  command. 
Your  arms  and  hearts  prepare ; 

The  day  of  battle  is  at  hand — 
Go  forth  to  glorious  war. 

2  See  on  the  mountain-top 
The  standard  of  your  God ; 

In  Jesus'  name  I  lift  it  up, 

All  stained  with  hallowed  blood. 

His  standard-bearer,  I 
To  all  the  nations  call : 

Let  all  to  Jesus*  cross  draw  nigh ; 
He  bore  the  cross  for  all. 
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3  Go  up  with  Christ  your  Head ; 

Your  Captain's  footsteps  see; 
Follow  your  Captain,  and  be  led 

To  certain  victory. 
All  power  to  him  is  given ; 

He  ever  reigns  the  same : 
Salvation,  happiness,  and  heaven. 

Are  all  in  Jesus'  name. 

Otiarles  Weslejr. 

DOtS  Courage — victory. 

1  Urge  on  your  rapid  course. 
Ye  blood-besprinkled  bands; 

The  heavenly  kingdom  suffers  force ; 

'Tis  seized  by  violent  hands : 
See  there  the  starry  crown 

That  glitters  through  the  skies ; 
Satan,  the  world,  and  sin,  tread  down. 

And  take  the  glorious  prize. 

2  Through  much  distress  and  pain. 
Through  many  a  conflict  here. 

Through  blood,  ye  must  the  entrance  gain. 

Yet,  O  disdain  to  fear : 
"  Courage !"  your  Captain  cries. 

Who  all  your  toil  foreknew ; 
**  Toil  ye  shall  have,  yet  all  despise ; 

I  have  o'ercome  for  you." 

3  The  world  cannot  withstand 
Its  ancient  Conqueror ; 

The  world  must  sink  beneath  the  hand 

Which  arms  us  for  the  war : 
This  is  the  victory, — 

Before  our  faith  they  fall ; 
Jesus  hath  died  for  you  and  me ; 

Believe,  and  conquer  all. 

aharles  Weileir* 


THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 
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4  The  apostles  of  my  Lord, 
To  whom  it  first  was  given, 

They  could  not  speak  a  greater  word, 
Nor  all  the  saints  in  heaven. 

Gharlea  Wealej. 

000  The  mind  that  was  in  Christ, 

1  Equip  me  for  the  war. 

And  teach  my  hands  to  fight ; 
My  simple,  upright  heart  prepare. 
And  guide  my  words  aright. 

2  Control  my  every  thought. 
My  whole  of  sin  remove ; 

Let  all  my  works  in  thee  be  wrought, 
Let  all  be  wrought  in  love. 

3  O  arm  me  with  the  mind. 
Meek  Lamb,  that  was  in  thee ; 

And  let  my  knowing  zeal  be  joined 
With  perfect  charity. 

4  With  calm  and  tempered  zeal 
Let  me  enforce  thy  call ; 

And  vindicate  thy  gracious  will. 
Which  offers  life  to  all. 

6  O  may  I  love  like  thee ; 

In  all  thy  footsteps  tread ; 
Thou  hatest  all  iniquity. 

But  nothing  thou  hast  made. 

6  O  may  I  learn  the  art. 
With  meekness  to  reprove ; 

To  hate  the  sin  with  all  my  heart. 
But  still  the  sinner  love. 

Gbarlea  Weileir* 


Do 4  Wei^h  not  thy  life. 

1  My  soul,  weigh  not  thy  life 
Against  thy  heavenly  crown ; 

Nor  suffer  Satan's  deadliest  strife 
To  beat  thy  courage  down. 

2  With  prayer  and  crying  strong. 
Hold  on  the  fearful  fight. 

And  let  the  breaking  day  prolong 
The  wrestling  of  the  night. 

3  The  battle  soon  will  yield. 
If  thou  thy  part  fulfill ; 

For  strong  as  is  the  hostile  shield. 
Thy  sword  is  stronger  still. 

4  Thine  armor  is  divine. 
Thy  feet  with  victory  shod ; 

And  on  thy  head  shall  quickly  shine 
The  diadem  of  God. 

ITnknown. 

OOd  Victori/, 

1  "  I  THE  good  fight  have  fought," 

0  when  shall  I  declare  ? 
The  victory  by  my  Saviour  got, 

1  long  with  Paul  to  share. 

2  O  may  I  triumph  so. 
When  all  my  warfare 's  past ; 

And,  dying,  find  my  latest  foe 
Under  my  feet  at  last ! 

3  This  blessed  word  be  mine. 
Just  as  the  port  is  gained, 

"  Kept  by  the  power  of  grace  divine, 
I  have  the  faith  maintained." 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 


BENJAMIN.      S.  M. 


Fbancib  J08BPH  Haydn. 
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2  Jesus  hath  died  for  you ! 

What  can  his  love  withstand  ? 
Believe,  hold  fast  your  shield,  and  who 

Shall  pluck  you  from  his  hand  ? 
Believe  that  Jesus  reigns ; 

AU  power  to  him  is  g^ven : 
Believe,  till  freed  from  sin's  remains ; 

Believe  yourselves  to  heaven. 

Charles  Weslegr. 

THIRD  PART. 

00  y  The  well-fauffht  day, 

1  Pray,  without  ceasing  pray. 
Your  Captain  gives  the  word ; 

His  summons  cheerfully  obey, 

And  call  upon  the  Lord : 
To  God  your  every  want 

In  instant  prayer  display ; 
Pray  always ;  pray,  and  never  faint ; 

Pray,  without  ceasing  pray. 

2  In  fellowship,  alone, 

To  God  with  faith  draw  near ; 
Approach  his  courts,  besiege  his  throne 

With  all  the  power  of  prayer : 
His  mercy  now  implore, 

And  now  show  forth  his  praise ; 
In  shouts,  or  silent  awe,  adore 

His  miracles  of  grace. 

3  From  strength  to  strength  go  on ; 
Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray ; 

Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down. 
And  win  the  well-fought  day : 

Still  let  the  Spirit  cry 
In  all  his  soldiers,  "Come!" 

Till  Christ  the  Lord  descend  from  high. 
And  take  the  conquerors  home. 

Charles  Waalesr. 


FIB8T  PART. 


Do  I         The  whole  armor  of  Ood, 

1  Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise. 
And  put  your  armor  on. 

Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies 

Through  his  eternal  Son ; 
Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts, 

And  in  his  mighty  power, 
Who  in  the  strengtn  of  Jesus  trusts 

Is  more  than  conqueror. 

2  Stand,  then,  in  his  great  might, 
With  all  his  strength  endued ; 

But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 

The  panoply  of  God : 
That,  having  all  things  done. 

And  all  your  conflicts  passed. 
Ye  may  o'ercome  through  Christ  alone. 

And  stand  entire  at  last. 

3  Leave  no  unguarded  place, 
No  weakness  of  the  soul ; 

Take  every  virtue,  every  grace. 

And  fortify  the  whole : 
Indissolubly  joined, 

To  battle  all  proceed ; 
But  arm  yourselves  with  all  the  mind 

That  was  in  Christ,  your  Head. 

Charles  Weslej. 

£rOO  SECOND  PART. 

5oO         The  shield  of  faith, 

1  Soldiers  of  Christ,  lay  hold 

On  faith's  victorious  shield ;  • 
Armed  with  that  adamant  and  gold, 

Be  sure  to  win  the  field : 
If  faith  surround  your  heart, 

Satan  shall  be  subdued ; 
Repelled  his  every  fiery  dart, 

And  quenched  with  Jesus'  blood. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 
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Thoicas  Estb^  PgAUnOL 


PAjiJ:  n  iH  i  ^iAi-j-hL^4^ 


1.  Lord,    as  to      thj      dear    cross    we       flee,     And    pray     to 


2¥:? 


11.^ 


•f-*  -f^        -f^  M  ?•  ■#-  -f-  A        #.  ^ 


be 

ft 


for  -  given, 


t 


■»■ 


] 


i 


fct-f4=# 


^ 


s 


» 


g 


^  ^^^* 


^la 


t 


So 


let 


thy     life       our      pat  •  tern      be.        And       form 


V 

our    sools    for  heaven. 


»^f  i'.  [  r  tip  i£  f  ir 


£!_t 


fe^ 


^ 


5»- 


i 


Dt/U  Bearing  the  cross. 

1  Lord,  as  to  thy  dear  cross  we  flee. 
And  pray  to  be  forgiven. 

So  let  thy  life  our  pattern  be, 
And  form  our  souls  for  heaven. 

2  Help  us,  through  good  report  and  ill, 
Our  daily  cross  to  bear ; 

Like  thee,  to  do  our  Father's  will. 
Our  brother's  griefs  to  share. 

3  Let  g^ace  our  selfishness  expel. 
Our  earthliness  refine ; 

And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell 
As  free  and  true  as  thine. 

4  If  joy  shall  at  thy  bidding  fly, 
And  griefs  dark  day  come  on. 

We,  in  our  turn,  would  meekly  cry, 
"  Father,  thy  will  be  done ! " 

5  Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife. 
Forgiving  and  forgiven, 

0  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life. 
And  follow  thee  to  heaven ! 

John  H.  Gtumey. 
Oe/X  Christian  courage, 

1  Workman  of  God !  O  lose  not  heart. 
But  learn  what  God  is  like ; 

And  in  the  darkest  battle-field 
Thou  shalt  know  where  to»strike. 

2  Thrice  blest  is  he  to  whom  is  given 
The  instinct  that  can  tell 

That  God  is  on  the  field,  when  he 
Is  most  invisible. 
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3  Blest  too  is  he  who  can  divine 
Where  real  right  doth  lie. 

And  dares  to  take  the  side  that  seems 
Wrong  to  man's  blindfold  eye. 

4  Then  learn  to  scorn  the  praise  of  men, 
And  learn  to  lose  with  God ; 

For  Jesus  won  the  world  through  shame. 
And  beckons  thee  his  road. 

frederiok  W.  IVtbar. 


Oui  Toil  sanctified, 

1  Son  of  the  carpenter,  receive 
This  humble  work  of  mine; 

Worth  to  my  meanest  labor  give. 
By  joining  it  to  thine. 

2  Servant,  at  once,  and  Lord  of  all. 
While  dwelling  here  below. 

Thou  didst  not  scorn  our  earthly  toil 
And  weariness  to  know. 

3  Thy  bright  example  I  pursue. 
To  thee  in  all  things  rise. 

And  all  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 
Is  one  great  sacrifice. 

4  Careless  through  outward  cares  I  go, 
From  all  distraction  free : 

My  hands  are  but  engaged  below. 
My  heart  is  still  with  thee. 

6  O  when  wilt  thou,  my  life,  appear  ? 
Then  gladly  will  I  cry, 
'Tis  done,  the  work  thou  gav'st  me  here, 
'Tis  finished,  Lord,"  and  die ! 

Charles  Wsslej. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 


ARLINGTON.      C.  M. 
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dt/«S     ^ai^A  ««e8  ^  final  triumph, 

1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 
A  follower  of  the  Lamb, 

And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause. 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 
On  flowery  beds  of  ease. 

While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 

Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign ; 
Increase  my  courage,  Lord ; 

1 11  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

5  Thy  saints  in  all  this  glorious  war 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die : 

They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
By  faith  they  bring  it  nigh. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 
And  all  thy  armies  shine 

In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies, 

The  glory  shall  be  thine. 

Isaac  Watts. 

Ot/4  The  race  for  glory, 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 
And  press  with  vigor  on ; 

A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal. 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 
Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 
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Forget  the  steps  already  trod. 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 

'Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye : — 

4  That  prize,  with  peerless  glories  bright. 
Which  shall  new  luster  boast. 

When  victors'   wreaths    and    monarchs* 
gems 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust. 

6  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee. 

Have  I  my  race  begun ; 
And,  crowned  with  victory,  at  thy  feet 

I  '11  lay  my  honors  down. 

Shilip  ]>o4dridg0. 

Dtfu     Not  ashamed  of  the  GotpeL 

1  I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 
Or  to  defend  his  cause ; 

Maintain  the  honor  of  his  word. 
The  glory  of  his  cross. 

2  Jesus,  my  God !  I  know  his  name; 
His  name  is  all  my  trust ; 

Nor  will  he  put  my  soul  to  shame. 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 

3  Firm  as  his  throne  his  promise  stands. 
And  he  can  well  secure 

What  I  've  committed  to  his  hands, 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 

4  Then  will  he  ovm  my  worthless  name 
Before  his  Father's  face. 

And  in  the  New  Jerusalem 

Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 

Xsaao  Watts. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 


ST.  AGNES.      C.  M. 


Bsv.  John  Baochus  DykeA. 
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De/U  Tb  doubt  J  disloyal, 

1  O  IT  is  hard  to  work  for  God, 
To  rise  and  take  his  part 

Upon  this  battle-field  of  earth. 
And  not  sometimes  lose  heart! 

2  He  hides  himself  so  wondrously, 
As  though  there  were  no  God ; 

He  is  least  seen  when  all  the  powers 
Of  ill  are  most  abroad ; 

3  Or  he  deserts  us  in  the  hour 
The  fight  is  all  but  lost ; 

And  seems  to  leave  us  to  ourselves 
Just  when  we  need  him  most. 

4  It  is  not  so,  but  so  it  looks ; 
And  we  lose  courage  then ; 

And  doubts  will  come  if  God  hath  kept 
His  promises  to  men. 

5  But  right  is  right,  since  God  is  God ; 
And  right  the  day  must  win ; 

To  doubt  would  be  disloyalty. 
To  falter  would  be  sin ! 

Vrederiok  W.  I^ber. 

uut  Week-day  worship. 

1  Behold  us,  Lord,  a  little  space 
From  daily  tasks  set  free. 

And  met  within  thy  holy  place 
To  rest  awhile  with  thee. 

2  Around  us  rolls  the  ceaseless  tide 
Of  business,  toil,  and  care. 

And  scarcely  can  we  turn  aside 
For  one  brief  hour  of  prayer. 

(15) 
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3  Yet  these  are  not  the  only  walls 
Wherein  thou  mayst  be  sought ; 

On  homeliest  work  thy  blessing  falls 
In  truth  and  patience  wrought. 

4  Thine  is  the  loom,  the  forge,  the  mart, 
The  wealth  of  land  and  sea ; 

The  worlds  of  science  and  of  art. 
Revealed  and  ruled  by  thee. 

6  Then  let  us  prove  our  heavenly  birth 

In  all  we  do  and  know ; 
And  claim  the  kingdom  of  the  earth 

For  thee,  and  not  thy  foe. 

6  Work  shall  be  prayer,  if  all  be  wrought 
As  thou  wouldst  have  it  done ; 

And  prayer,  by  thee  inspired  and  taught. 
Itself  with  work  be  one. 

John  lUerton. 


Ot/O  More  reapers, 

1  O  STILL  in  accents  sweet  and  strong 
Sounds  forth  the  ancient  word, 

"  More  reapers  for  white  harvest  fields, 
More  laborers  for  the  Lord ! " 

2  We  hear  the  call ;  in  dreams  no  more 
In  selfish  ease  we  lie, 

But  girded  for  our  Father's  work. 
Go  forth  beneath  his  sky. 

3  Where  prophets'  word,  and  martyrs* 

blood. 
And  prayers  of  saints  were  sown, 
We,  to  their  labors  enterinjj^  in, 
Would  reap  where  they  nave  strown. 

Bamiiel  Tiongfttllaw. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 


MISSIONARY    CHANT.       L.  M. 
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Oilil  The  Christian  waiTior. 

1  Behold  the  Christian  warrior  stand 
In  all  the  armor  of  his  God ; 

The  Spirit's  sword  is  in  his  hand, 
His  feet  are  with  the  gospel  shod ; 

2  In  panoply  of  truth  complete, 
Salvation's  helmet  on  his  head ; 

With  righteousness  a  breast-plate  meet, 
And  faith's  broad  shield  before  him  spread. 


BISHOP.      L.  M. 
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3  Undaunted  to  the  field  he  goes ; 
Yet  vain  were  skill  and  valor  there, 

Unless,  to  foil  his  legion  foes. 
He  takes  the  trustiest  weapon,  prayer. 

4  Thus,  strong  in  his  Redeemer's  strength. 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  he  tramples  down ; 

Fights  the  good  fight,  and  wins  at  length. 
Through  mercy,  an  immortal  crown. 

James  Iffontgomery. 

JOSKPH  P.  HOLBBOOK. 
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DUU     Your  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God, 

1  Ye  faithful  souls  who  Jesus  know. 
If  risen  indeed  with  him  ye  are, 

Superior  to  the  joys  below. 
His  resurrection's  power  declare. 

2  Your  faith  by  holy  tempers  prove. 
By  actions  show  your  sins  forgiven, 

And  seek  the  glorious  things  above. 
And  follow  Christ,  your  Head,  to  heaven. 

3  There  your  exalted  Saviour  see. 
Seated  at  Grod's  right  hand  again. 

In  all  his  Father's  majesty. 
In  everlasting  pomp  to  reign. 
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4  To  him  continually  aspire. 
Contending  for  your  native  place; 

And  emulate  the  angel  choir. 
And  only  live  to  love  and  praise. 

5  For  who  by  faith  your  Lord  receive. 
Ye  nothing  seek  or  want  beside ; 

Dead  to  the  world  and  sin  ye  live, 
Your  creature-love  is  crucified. 

6  Your  real  life,  with  Christ  concealed. 
Deep  in  the  Father's  bosom  lies ; 

And  glorious  as  your  Head  revealed. 
Ye  soon  shall  meet  him  in  the  skies. 

Oharlgs  "Weslagr. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 


ILLINOIS.    L.  M. 
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bUX  Take  up  thy  cross. 

1  "  Take  up  thy  cross,"  the  Saviour  said, 
"  If  thou  wouldst  my  disciple  be ; 

Deny  thyself,  the  world  forsake, 
And  humbly  follow  after  me." 

2  Take  up  thy  cross ;  let  not  its  weight 
Fill  thy  weak  spirit  with  alarm ; 

His  strength  shall  bear  thy  spirit  up. 

And  brace  thy  heart  and  nerve  thine  arm. 

3  Take  up  thy  cross,  nor  heed  the  shame ; 
Nor  let  thy  foolish  pride  rebel ; 

Thy  Lord  for  thee  the  cross  endured. 
To  save  thy  soul  from  death  and  hell. 

4  Take  up  thy  cross,  then,  in  his  strength. 
And  calmly  every  danger  brave ; 

'Twill  guide  thee  to  a  better  home. 
And  lead  to  victory  o'er  the  grave. 

5  Take  up  thy  cross,  and  follow  Christ ; 
Nor  think  till  death  to  lay  it  down ; 

For  only  he  who  bears  the  cross 

May  hope  to  wear  the  glorious  crown. 

^  Charles  W.  Bverast. 

OU<4  The  sure  reward. 

1  It  may  not  be  our  lot  to  wield 
The  sickle  in  the  ripened  field ; 
Nor  ours  to  hear,  on  summer  eves, 
The  reaper's  song  among  the  sheaves. 

2  Yet  where  our  duty's  task  is  wrought 
In  unison  with  God's  g^eat  thought. 
The  near  and  future  blend  in  one. 
And  whatsoe'er  is  willed,  is  done. 

3  And  ours  the  grateful  service  whence 
Comes,  day  by  day,  the  recompense ; 
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The  hope,  the  trust,  the  purpose  stayed, 
The  fountain, and  the  noonday  shade. 

4  And  were  this  life  the  utmost  span. 
The  only  end  and  aim  of  man. 
Better  the  toil  of  fields  like  these 
Than  waking  dream  and  slothful  ease. 

5  But  life,  though  falling  like  our  grain, 
Like  that  revives  and  springs  again ; 
And,  early  called,  how  blest  are  they 
Who  wait  in  heaven,  their  harvest  day ! 

John  O.  Whittieir. 

Dl/tJ  Zeal  in  labor. 

1  Go,  labor  on  ;  spend  and  be  spent. 
Thy  joy  to  do  the  Father's  will ; 

It  is  the  way  the  Master  went ; 
Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still  ? 

2  Go,  labor  on  ;  *tis  not  for  naught ; 
Thine  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain ; 

Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not ; 
The  Master  praises, — what  are  men? 

3  Go,  labor  on  ;  your  hands  are  weak ; 
Your  knees  are  faint,  your  soul  cast 

down; 
Yet  falter  not ;  the  prize  you  seek 
Is  near, — a  kingdom  and  a  crown ! 

4  Toil  on,  faint  not ;  keep  watch,  and  pray ! 
Be  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win ; 

Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway ; 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 

6  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 
For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home ; 

Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's 
voice, 
The  midnight  peal,  "  Behold,  I  come ! " 

Boratias  Bonac. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  -ACTIVITY. 
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bU4  Not  cuhamed  of  Jesiis. 

1  Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be, 

A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee  ? 
Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  days  ? 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star ; 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  be  ashamed  of  noon ; 
'Tis  midnight  with  my  soul  till  he. 
Bright  Morning  Star,  bid  darkness  flee. 

4  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend ! 
No ;  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame. 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

5  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  yes,  I  may. 
When  I  've  no  guilt  to  wash  away ; 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave. 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

6  Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then   I  boast  a  Saviour  slain ; 
And  O,  may  this  my  glory  be, 

That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me  ! 

Joseph  Qrigg.  alt.  by  B.  Tranois. 

OUO  Living  to  Christ. 

1  My  gracious  Lord,  I  own  thy  right 
To  every  service  I  can  pay, 

And  call  it  my  supreme  delight 
To  hear  thy  dictates,  and  obey. 

2  What  is  my  being  but  for  thee, 
Its  sure  support,  its  noblest  end  ? 
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*Tis  my  delight  thy  face  to  see. 
And  serve  the  cause  of  such  a  Friend. 

3  I  would  not  sigh  for  worldly  joy. 
Or  to  increase  my  worldly  good ; 

Nor  future  days  nor  powers  employ 
To  spread  a  sounding  name  abroad. 

4  'Tis  to  my  Saviour  I  would  live. 
To  him  who  for  my  ransom  died ; 

Nor  could  all  worldly  honor  give 
Such  bliss  as  crowns  me  at  his  side. 

5  His  work  my  hoary  age  shall  bless. 
When  youthful  vigor  is  no  more; 

And  my  last  hour  of  life  confess 
His  dying  love,  his  saving  power. 

PhUip  Doddridge. 

DUD    Beghming  the  labors  of  the  dag. 

1  Forth  in  thy  name,  O  Lord,  I  go. 
My  daily  labors  to  pursue  ; 

Thee,  only  thee,  resolved  to  know, 
In  all  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 

2  Thee  will  I  set  at  my  right  hand. 
Whose  eyes  mine  inmost  substance  see ; 

And  labor  on  at  thy  command. 
And  offer  all  my  works  to  thee. 

3  Give  me  to  bear  thy  easy  yoke. 
And  every  moment  watch  and  pray ; 

And  still  to  things  eternal  look, 
And  hasten  to  thy  glorious  day. 

4  For  thee  delightfully  employ 
Whate'er  thy  bounteous    grace    hath 

given; 
And  run  my  course  with  even  joy. 
And  closely  walk  with  thee  to  heaven. 

Charles  Wealegr. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— ACTIVITY. 


g%f^^  p.  7.   Tune,  Aatamn.    Page  94.] 

OU  4  The  Master  calling. 

1  Hark,  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling, 

"  Who  will  go  and  work  to-day? 
Fields  are  white,  and  harvests  waiting, 

Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away  ?  " 
Loud  and  long  the  Master  calleth, 

Rich  reward  he  offers  free ; 
Who  will  answer,  gladly  saying, 

"  Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me?" 


2  Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 

**  There  is  nothing  I  can  do," 
While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying, 

And  the  Master  calls  for  you : 
Take  the  task  he  gives  you  gladly ; 

Let  his  work  your  pleasure  be ; 
Answer  quickly  when  he  calleth, 

"  Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me." 

Daniel  ICaroh. 
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OUo  Faith  of  our  fathers. 

1  Faith  of  our  fathers !  living  still 

In  spite  of  dungeon,  fire,  and  sword : 
O  how  our  hearts  beat  high  with  joy 

Whene'er  we  hear  that  glorious  word : 
Faith  of  our  fathers !  holy  faith ! 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death ! 

2  Our  fathers,  chained  in  prisons  dark, 
Were  still  in  heart  and  conscience  free : 

How  sweet  would  be  their  children's  fate, 

If  they,  like  them,  could  die  for  thee! 
Faith  of  our  fathers  !  holy  faith ! 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death ! 

3  Faith  of  our  fathers !  we  will  love 
Both  friend  and  foe  in  all  our  strife : 

And  preach  thee,  too,  as  love  knows  how, 

By  kindly  words  and  virtuous  life : 
Faith  of  our  fathers !  holy  faith ! 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death  ! 

Frederick  W.  Aiber. 
Ct{\C^  [7,«,8.   Tune,  Penitence.    Page  204.] 

OU  t/      Thy  service  is  perfect  freedom, 
1  Lo !  I  come  with  joy  to  do 
The  Master's  blessed  will ; 


223 


Him  in  outward  works  pursue. 
And  serve  his  pleasure  still. 

Faithful  to  my  Lord's  commands, 
I  still  would  choose  the  better  part, 

Serve  with  careful  Martha's  hands, 
And  loving  Mary's  heart. 

2  Careful,  without  care  I  am. 
Nor  feel  my  happy  toil, 

Kept  in  peace  by  Jesus*  name. 

Supported  by  his  smile : 
Joyful  thus  my  faith  to  show, 

I  find  his  service  my  reward ; 
Every  work  I  do  below, 

I  do  it  to  the  Lord. 

3  O  that  all  the  art  might  know 
Of  living  thus  to  thee, 

Find  their  heaven  begun  below, 

And  here  thy  glory  see ! 
Walk  in  all  the  works  prepared 

By  thee,  to  exercise  their  grace. 

Till  they  gain  their  full  reward. 

And  see  thy  glorious  face  ! 

Oharles  Wealej. 


.   THE  CHRISTIAN— TRIAL,  SUFFERING^  SUBMISSION. 
NAOMI.       C.  M.  Haks  Gbobox  NiiaexLi,  abr.  by  Lowell  Maboit. 
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uXU      A  calm  and  thankful  heart 

1  Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 
Thy  sovereign  will  denies, 

Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise ! 

2  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart. 
From  every  murmur  free ; 

The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart. 
And  make  me  live  to  thee. 

3  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine 
My  life  and  death  attend ; 

Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine. 
And  crown  my  journey's  end. 

Anne  Steele. 

0±±        The  only  solace  in  sorrow, 

1  O  Thou  who  driest  the  mourner's  tear. 
How  dark  this  world  would  be. 

If,  when  deceived  and  wounded  here, 
We  could  not  fly  to  thee ! 

2  The  friends  who  in  our  sunshine  live. 
When  winter  comes,  are  flown ; 

And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give. 
Must  weep  those  tears  alone. 

3  But  thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart, 
Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 

Their  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part. 
Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe. 

4  O  who  could  bear  life's  stormy  doom. 
Did  not  thy  wing  of  love 

Come    brightly    wafting    through    the 
gloom. 
Our  peace-branch  from  above  ? 
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5  Then  sorrow,  touched  by  thee,  g^ows 

bright 
With  more  than  rapture's  ray; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 
We  never  saw  by  day. 

Thomas  ICoore. 

Ol<^  Consolation  in  sickness, 

1  When  languor  and  disease  invade 
This  tremblinff  house  of  clay, 

'Tis  sweet  to  look  beyond  my  pains, 
And  long  to  fly  away ; 

2  Sweet  to  look  inward,  and  attend 
The  whispers  of  His  love ; 

Sweet  to  look  upward,  to  the  place 
Where  Jesus  pleads  above ; 

3  Sweet  to  look  back,  and  see  my  name 
In  life's  fair  book  set  down ; 

Sweet  to  look  forward,  and  behold 
Eternal  joys  my  own ; 

4  Sweet  to  reflect  how  g^ace  divine 
My  sins  on  Jesus  laid ; 

Sweet  to  remember  that  his  blood 
My  debt  of  suff*ering  paid ; 

6  Sweet  to  rejoice  in  lively  hope. 
That,  when  my  change  shall  come. 

Angels  shall  hover  round  my  bed. 
And  waft  my  spirit  home. 

6  If  such  the  sweetness  of  the  stream. 

What  must  the  fountain  be. 
Where  saints  and  angels  draw  their  bliss 

Directly,  Lord,  from  thee ! 

Aognstns  M.  Topladj. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— TRIAL,  SUFFERING,  SUBMISSION. 
ST.    AUGUSTINE.       CM.  *  Ebv.  John  Black. 


^^ 


4- 


^— i— ^ 


# —      \     -9-M  m    J     -^      I   I 


iHt 


fzit 


1.0 


thy     love 


se 


Friend  of       sonU !  how    blest       the    time    When    in 

1 F — • 1 k< 


rest, 


:ff 


t 


t 


-J- 


? 


« »- 


«^- 


3=^ 


fe=* 


i 


i 


I 


iH^ 


rii-^ 


.^j ^ ^a. Ic- 


r^ 


±-jt 


f—^T 


f&- 


When  from     my     wea 


oiiX-i^^y  I  ^     t 


m 


ri    •   ness      I 


-^-s=i^- 


climb     E'en    to        thy     ten    -    -   der    breast! 


■f^ 


-W — m- 


S 


*—•—»■ 


^ 


I 


5 


2  We  know  not  what  the  path  may  be 
As  yet  by  us  untrod ; 

But  we  can  trust  our  all  to  thee, 
Our  Father  and  our  God. 

3  If  called,  like  Abraham's  child,  to  climb 
The  hill  of  sacrifice, 

Some  angel  may  be  there  in  time ; 
Deliverance  shall  arise : 

4  Or,  if  some  darker  lot  be  good, 
O  teach  us  to  endure 

The  sorrow,  pain,  or  solitude. 
That  make  the  spirit  pure. 

5  Christ  by  no  flowery  pathway  came ; 
And  we,  his  followers  here, 

Must  do  thy  will  and  praise  thy  name, 
In  hope,  and  love,  and  fear. 

6  And,  till  in  heaven  we  sinless  bow. 
And  faultless  anthems  raise, 

O  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  now 
Accept  our  feeble  praise. 

William  J.  Irons. 

0  J.  O  Crosses  and  blessings. 

1  Since  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time 
God's  watchful  eye  surveys, 

O  who  so  wise  to  choose  our  lot. 
Or  to  appoint  our  ways  ? 

2  Good,  when  he  gives — supremely  good, 
Nor  less  when  he  denies ; 

E'en  crosses,  from  his  sovereign  hand. 
Are  blessings  m  disguise. 

3  Why  should  we  doubt  a  Father's  love, 
So  constant  and  so  kind  ? 

To  his  unerring,  gracious  will 
Be  every  wish  resigned. 

Junes  Hervej. 


OXtS  Friend  of  souls, 

1  O  Friend  of  souls !  how  blest  the  time 
When  in  thy  love  I  rest. 

When  from  my  weariness  I  climb 
E'en  to  thy  tender  breast ! 

2  The  night  of  sorrow  endeth  there. 
Thy  rays  outshine  the  sun. 

And  in  thy  pardon  and  thy  care 
The  heaven  of  heavens  is  won. 

8  The  world  may  call  itself  my  foe. 

Or  flatter  and  allure : 
I  care  not  for  the  world ;  I  go 

To  this  tried  Friend  and  sure. 

4  And  when  life's  fiercest  storms  are 
sent 

Upon  life's  wildest  sea. 
My  little  bark  is  confident. 

Because  it  holdeth  thee. 

6  To    others,    death    seems    dark    and 
grim. 

But  not,  O  Lord,  to  me : 
I  know  thou  ne'er  forsakest  him 

Who  puts  his  trust  in  thee. 

6  Nay,  rather,  with  a  joyful  heart 

I  welcome  the  release 
From  this  dark  desert,  and  depart 

To  thy  eternal  peace. 

Wolfgang  O.  Dessler. 

ul4  Unfaltering  trust 

1  Father  of  love,  our  Guide  and  Friend, 

O  lead  us  gently  on. 
Until  life's  trial-time  shall  end, 

And  heavenly  peace  be  won. 
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DXO  Habitual  devotion. 

1  While  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power, 
Be  my  vain  wishes  stilled ; 

And  may  this  consecrated  hour 
With  better  hopes  be  filled. 

2  Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestowed; 
To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar : 

Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed ; 
That  mercy  I  adore. 

3  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 
Thy  ruling  hand  I  see ! 

Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 
Because  conferred  by  thee. 

4  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days. 
In  every  pain  I  bear. 

My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise. 
Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

5  When  gladness  wings  my  favored  hour. 
Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill ; 

Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower. 
My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 

6  My  lifted  eye,  v^thout  a  tear. 
The  gathering  storm  shall  see : 

My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear  ; 
That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 

Helen  Iff.  Williams. 

t)A  I      Acquiescence  in  the  Divine  toill. 

1  Author  of  good,  we  rest  on  thee : 

Thine  ever  watchful  eye 
Alone  our  real  wants  can  see. 

Thy  hand  alone  supply. 


226 


2  In  thine  all-gracious  providence 
Our  cheerful  hopes  confide; 

O  let  thy  power  be  our  defense. 
Thy  love  our  footsteps  guide. 

3  And  since,  by  passion's  force  subdued* 
Too  oft,  with  stubborn  will, 

We  blindly  shun  the  latent  good. 
And  grasp  the  specious  ill, — 

4  Not  what  we  wish,  but  what  we  want. 
Let  mercy  still  supply : 

The  good  we  ask  not.  Father,  grant ; 
The  ill  we  ask,  deny. 

James  Merriek. 


uJ.O  Overwhelming  grief, 

1  O  Thou,  who  in  the  olive  shade. 
When  the  dark  hour  came  on. 

Didst,  with  a  breath  of  heavenly  aid. 
Strengthen  thy  suffering  Son, — 

2  O  by  the  anguish  of  that  night. 
Send  us  down  blest  relief; 

Or,  to  the  chastened,  let  thy  might 
Hallow  this  whelming  grief. 

3  And  thou,  that,  when  the  starry  sky 
Saw  the  dread  strife  begun, 

Didst  teach  adoring  faith  to  cry, 
"Father,  thy  will  be  done," — 

4  By  thy  meek  Spirit,  thou,  of  all 
That  e'er  have  mourned  the  chief. 

Blest  Saviour,  if  the  stroke  must  fall. 
Hallow  this  whelming  grief. 

Vrs.  Felicia  P.  Hemaiis. 
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3  Though  earthborn  shadows  now  may 

shroud 
Thy  thorny  path  awhile, 
God's  blessed  word  can  part  each  cloud, 
And  bid  the  sunshine  smile. 

4  Only  believe,  in  living  faith. 
His  love  and  power  divine ; 

And  ere  thy  sun  shall  set  in  death. 
His  light  shall  round  thee  shine. 

5  When  tempest  clouds  are  dark  on  high, 
His  bow  of  love  and  peace 

Shines  sweetly  in  the  vaulted  sky, 
A  pledge  that  storms  shall  cease. 

6  Hold  on  thy  way,  with  hope  unchilled, 
By  faith  and  not  by  sight, 

And  thou  shalt  own  his  word  fulfilled, 
"  At  eve  it  shall  be  light." 

Bernard  Barton. 

U/wJ.        G7'atefui  acknowledgmerU, 

1  I  LOVE  the  Lord :  he  heard  my  cries. 
And  pitied  every  groan  ; 

Long  as  I  live,  when  troubles  rise, 
I  '11  hasten  to  his  throne. 

2  I  love  the  Lord :  he  bowed  his  ear. 
And  chased  my  grief  away ; 

O  let  my  heart  no  more  despair, 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray. 

3  The  Lord  beheld  me  sore  distressed ; 
He  bade  my  pains  remove : 

Return,  my  soul,  to  God,  thy  rest, 
For  thou  hast  known  his  love. 

Zsaao  Watt» 
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UXt/  Reniemher  me! 

1  O  Thou  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 
I  lift  my  soul  to  thee ; 

In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes. 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me. 

2  If,  for  thy  sake,  upon  my  name 
Reproach  and  shame  shall  be, 

I  '11  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame. 
If  thou  remember  me. 

3  When  worn  with  pain,  disease,  and  grief. 
This  feeble  body  see ; 

Grant  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief; 
Hear,  and  remember  me. 

4  When,  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death, 
I  wait  thy  just  decree, 

Saviour,  with  my  last  parting  breath, 
I'll  cry,  '* Remember  me." 

5  And  when  before  thy  throne  I  stand. 
And  lift  my  soul  to  thee. 

Then,  with  the  saints  at  thy  right  hand, 

0  Lord,  remember  me. 

Thomas  Hawels. 

D'4U  Light  at  evenhig. 

1  We  journey  through  a  vale  of  tears, 
By  many  a  cloud  o'ercast ; 

And  worldly  cares  and  worldly  fears, 
Go  with  us  to  the  last. 

2  Not  to  the  last !  Thy  word  hath  said. 
Could  we  but  read  aright, 

"  Poor  pilgrim,  lift  in  hope  thy  head. 
At  eve  it  shall  be  light !  " 
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\^a  He  Uadeth  me. 

1  He  leadeth  me !  O  blessed  thought ! 
O  words  with  heavenly  comfort  fraught! 
Whate'er  I  do,  where'er  I  be. 

Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  leadeth  me. 
He  leadeth  me,  he  leadeth  me. 
By  his  own  hand  he  leadeth  me : 
His  faithful  follower  I  would  be, 
For  by  his  hand  he  leadeth  me. 

2  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom. 
Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom. 
By  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea, — 

Still  'tis  his  hand  that  leadeth  me! 

3  Lord,  I  would  clasp  thy  hand  in  mine. 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine. 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  see, 

Since  'tis  my  God  that  leadeth  me  ! 

4  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done. 
When,  by  thy  grace,  the  victory's  won, 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee. 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  me. 

J.  H.  Gilxnore. 

0  4tJ     Patient  thankfulness  and  trust. 

1  Eternal  Beam  of  light  divine, 
Fountain  of  unexhausted  love. 
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In  whom  the  Father's  glories  shine. 
Through    earth    beneath,   and   heaven 
above; 

2  Jesus,  the  weary  wanderer's  rest, 
Give  me  thy  easy  yoke  to  bear ; 

With  steadfast  patience  arm  my  breast. 
With  spotless  love  and  lowly  fear. 

3  Thankful  I  take  the  cup  from  thee. 
Prepared  and  mingled  by  thy  skill ; 

Though  bitter  to  the  taste  it  be. 
Powerful  the  wounded  soul  to  heal. 

4  Be  thou,  O  Rock  of  ages,  nigh ! 

So  shall   each   murmuring   thought  be 
gone. 
And  grief,  and  fear,  and  care  shall  fly. 
As  clouds  before  the  midday  sun. 

5  Speak  to  my  warring  passions,  "  Peace ; " 
Say  to  my  trembling  heart,  **  Be  still ;" 

Thy  power  my  strength  and  fortress  is, 
For  all  things  serve  thy  sovereign  will. 

6  O  Death !  where  is  thy  sting  ?     Where 

now 
Thy  boasted  victory,  O  Grave  ? 
Who  shall  contend  with  God  ?  or  who 
Can  hurt  whom  God  delights  to  save  ? 

C&urles  WeslQj. 
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U<«4  For  sustaining  gr<ice, 

1  My  hope,  my  all,  my  Saviour  thou. 
To  thee,  lo,  now  my  soul  I  bow ! 
I  feel  the  bliss  thy  wounds  impart, 

1  find  thee.  Saviour,  in  my  heart. 

2  Be  thou  my  strength,  be  thou  my  way ; 
Protect  me  tnrough  my  life's  short  day : 
In  all  my  acts  may  wisdom  guide. 

And  keep  me.  Saviour,  near  thy  side. 

3  In  fierce  temptation's  darkest  hour. 
Save  me  from  sin  and  Satan's"  power ; 
Tear  every  idol  from  thy  throne, 
And  reign,  my  Saviour,  reign  alone. 

4  My  suffering  time  shall  soon  be  o'er ; 
Then  shall  I  Sigh  and  weep  no  more : 
My  ransomed  soul  shall  soar  away. 
To  sing  thy  praise  in  endless  day. 

Thomas  Coke. 

0<^9         Friend  of  the  friendless. 

1  God  of  my  life,  to  thee  I  call ; 
Afflicted,  at  thy  feet  I  fall ; 

When  the  great  water-floods  prevail, 
Leave  not  my  trembling  heart  to  fail. 

2  Friend  of  the  friendless  and  the  faint, 
V/here  should  I  lodge  my  deep  complaint } 
Where,  but  with  thee,  whose  open  door 
Invites  the  helpless  and  the  poor? 
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3  Did  ever  mourner  plead  with  thee. 
And  thou  refuse  that  mourner's  plea? 
Does  not  the  promise  still  remain, 
That  none  shall  seek  thy  face  in  vain  ? 

4  Poor  I  may  be,  despised,  forgot. 
Yet  God,  my  God,  forgets  me  not ; 
And  he  is  safe,  and  must  succeed. 
For  whom  the  Saviour  deigns  to  plead. 

WUliam  Oowper. 

t><%0    In  hope^  believing  against  hope, 

1  Away,  my  unbelieving  fear! 

Fear  shall  in  me  no  more  have  place ; 
My  Saviour  doth  not  yet  appear. 

He  hides  the  brightness  of  his  face ; 
But  shall  I  therefore  let  him  go, 

And  basely  to  the  tempter  yield  ? 
No,  in  the  strength  of  Jesus,  no, 

I  never  will  give  up  my  shield. 

2  Although  the  vine  its  fruit  deny. 
Although  the  olive  yield  no  oil. 

The  withering  fig-trees  droop  and  die, 
The  fields  elude  the  tiller's  toil. 

The  empty  stall  no  herd  afford. 
And  perish  all  the  bleating  race. 

Yet  will  I  triumph  in  the  Lord, — 
The  God  of  my  salvation  praise. 

Ciiaries  Wesley. 
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\}<ii  Blessing  for  mourners. 

1  Deem  not  that  they  are  blest  alone 
Whose  days  a  peaceful  tenor  keep ; 

The  anointed  Son  of  God  makes  known 
A  blessing  for  the  eyes  that  weep. 

2  The  light  of  smiles  shall  fill  again 
The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears ; 

And  weary  hours  of  woe  and  pain 
Are  promises  of  happier  years. 

3  There  is  a  day  of  sunny  rest 

For  every  dark  and  troubled  night ; 

And  grief  may  bide  an  evening  guest. 

But  joy  shall  come  with  early  light. 

4  Nor  let  the  good  man's  trust  depart, 
Though  life  its  common  gifts  deny, 

Though  with  a  pierced  and  broken  heart. 
And  spurned  of  men,  he  goes  to  die. 

5  For  God  has  marked  each  sorrowing  day, 
And  numbered  every  secret  tear ; 

And  heaven's  long  age  of  bliss  shall  pay 
For  all  his  children  suffer  here. 

WiUiam  O.  Bryant. 

v)<4o  Resignation. 

1  Thy  will  be  done !  I  will  not  fear 

The  fate  provided  by  thy  love ; 
Though  clouds  and  darkness  shroud  me  here, 

I  know  that  all  is  bright  above. 

3  The  stars  of  heaven  are  shining  on, 
Though  these  frail  eyes  are  dimmed  with 
tears ; 

The  hopes  of  earth  indeed  are  gone. 
But  are  not  ours  the  immortal  years  ? 
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3  Father,  forgive  the  heart  that  clings. 
Thus  trembling,  to  the  things  of  time ; 

And  bid  my  soul,  on  angel  wings. 
Ascend  into  a  purer  clime. 

4  There  shall  no  doubts  disturb  its  trust. 
No  sorrows  dim  celestial  love ; 

But  these  afflictions  of  the  dust. 
Like  shadows  of  the  night,  remove. 

5  E'en  now,  above,  there's  radiant  day, 
While  clouds  and  darkness  brood  below ; 

Then,  Father,  joyful  on  my  way 
To  drink  the  bitter  cup  I  go. 

J.  Rosooe. 

\}<i\j  SympcUhMic  love. 

1  O  Love  divine,  that  stooped  to  share 
Our  sharpest  pang,  our  bitterest  tear ! 

On  thee  we  cast  each  earthbom  care ; 
We  smile  at  pain  while  thou  art  near. 

2  Though  long  the  weary  way  we  tread. 
And  sorrow  crown  each  lingering  year. 

No  path  we  shun,  no  darkness  dread. 
Our  hearts  still  whispering,  "Thou  art 
near ! " 

3  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief, 
And  trembling  faith  is  changed  to  fear. 

The  murmuring  wind,  the  quivering  leaf, 
Shall  softly  tell  us,  "Thou  art  nearl" 

4  On  thee  we  fling  our  burdening  woe, 
O  Love  divine,  forever  dear ; 

Content  to  suffer  while  we  know. 
Living  and  dying,  thou  art  near ! 

Oliver  W.  Holmes. 
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630    It  is  I;  be  not  a/raic?.— Matt.  14:  27. 

1  When  Power  divine,  in  mortal  form, 
Hushed  with  a  word  the  raging  storm. 
In  soothing  accents  Jesus  said, 

"Lo!  it  is  I ;  be  not  afraid." 

2  So  when  in  silence  nature  sleeps, 
And  lonely  watch  the  mourner  keeps, 
One  thought  shall  every  pang  remove, — 
Trust,  feeble  man,  thy  Maker's  love. 

3  God  calms  the  tumult  and  the  storm ; 
He  rules  the  seraph  and  the  worm : 

No  creature  is  by  him  forgot 

Of  those  who  know,  or  know  him  not. 

4  And  when  the  last  dread  hour  is  come. 
And  shuddering  nature  waits  her  doom. 
This  voice  shall  wake  the  pious  dead, 

"  Lo !  it  is  I ;  be  not  afraid." 

Sir  J.  X.  Smith. 

OoX  Meekness  and  patience. 

1  Thou  Lamb  of  God,  thou  Prince  of  peace. 
For  thee  my  thirsty  soul  doth  pine ; 

My  longing  heart  implores  thy  grace ; 
O  make  me  in  thy  likeness  shine. 

2  When  pain  o'er  my  weak  flesh  prevails. 
With  lamb-like  patience  arm  my  breast ; 

When  grief  my  wounded  soul  assails. 
In  lowly  meekness  may  I  rest. 

3  Close  by  thy  side  still  may  I  keep, 
Howe'er  life's  various  currents  flow ; 

With  steadfast  eye  mark  every  step. 
And  follow  thee  where'er  thou  go. 
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4  Thou,  Lord,  the  dreadful  fight  hast  won ; 
Alone  thou  hast  the  wine-press  trod  ; 

In  me  thy  strengthening  grace  be  shown ; 
O  may  I  conquer  through  thy  blood. 

5  So,  when  on  Zion  thou  shalt  stand. 
And  all  heaven's  host  adore  their  King, 

Shall  I  be  found  at  thy  right  hand. 
And,  free  from  pain,  thy  glories  sing. 

C.  r.  Biohter.   Tr.  by  J.  Weslej. 

v)«5<%       Comfort  in  the  promises, 

1  O  God,  to  thee  we  raise  our  eyes ; 
Calm  resignation  we  implore ; 

O  let  no  murmuring  thought  arise. 
But  humbly  let  us  still  adore. 

2  With  meek  submission  may  we  bear 
Each  needful  cross  thou  shalt  ordain ; 

Nor  think  our  trials  too  severe. 
Nor  dare  thy  justice  to  arraign. 

3  For  though  mysterious  now  thy  ways 
To  erring  mortals  may  appear. 

Hereafter  we  thy  name  shall  praise. 
For  all  our  keenest  sufferings  here. 

4  Thy  needful  help,  O  God,  afford. 
Nor  let  us  sink  in  deep  despair ; 

Aid  us  to  trust  thy  sacred  word. 
And  find  our  sweetest  comfort  there. 

Charlotte  Biohards<m. 

Doxologi/, 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Thomas  Koo. 
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Ut5«5  Believers  encouraged. 

1  Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 
Down  from  the  willows  take ; 

Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine 
Bid  every  string  awake. 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 
We  are  not  far  from  home ; 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 
Stronger  and  brighter  shine ; 

Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 

4  When  we  in  darkness  walk. 
Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 

Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  his  name. 

5  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
Subside  at  his  control ; 

His  loving-kindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

6  Blest  is  the  man,  O  God, 
That  stays  himself  on  thee ; 

Who  wait  for  thy  salvation.  Lord, 
Shall  thy  salvation  see. 

▲nffostns  K.  ToplAdy,  alt.  by  B.  W.  Noel. 

634  With  Christ. 

1  Jesus,  one  word  from  thee 
Fills  my  sad  soul  with  peace : 

My  griefs  are  like  a  tossing  sea ; 
They  hear  thy  voice  and  cease. 

2  Soon  as  thy  pitying  face 
Shone  through  my  stormy  fears. 
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The  storm  swept  by,  nor  left  a  trace. 
Save  the  sweet  dew  of  tears. 

3  And  when  thou  call'st  me.  Lord, 
Where  thickest  dangers  be. 

Even  the  waves  a  path  afford ; 
I  walk  the  waves  with  thee. 

4  With  thee  within  my  bark 

I  '11  dare  death's  threatening  tide. 
Nor  count  the  passage  strange  or  dark 
With  Jesus  by  my  side. 

6  Dear  Lord,  thy  faithful  grace 

I  know  and  I  adore : 
What  shall  it  be  to  see  thy  face 

In  heaven,  for  evermore ! 

Hervef  S.  Qaase. 


In  the  Saviour^s  care. 
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635 

1  My  spirit,  on  thy  care. 
Blest  Saviour,  I  recline ; 

Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  to  despair. 
For  thou  art  Love  divine. 

2  In  thee  I  place  my  trust. 
On  thee  I  calmly  rest ; 

I  know  thee  good,  I  know  thee  just. 
And  count  thy  choice  the  best. 

3  Whate'er  events  betide. 
Thy  will  they  all  perform ; 

Safe  in  thy  breast  my  head  I  hide. 
Nor  fear  the  coming  storm. 

4  Let  good  or  ill  befall. 

It  must  be  good  for  me  ; 
Secure  of  having  thee  in  all. 
Of  having  all  in  thee. 

Henry  W.  I^^te. 
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636  Walking  by  faith. 

1  If,  on  a  quiet  sea, 

Toward  heaven  we  calmly  sail, 
With  grateful  hearts,  O  God,  to  thee. 
We  '11  own  the  favoring  gale. 

2  But  should  the  surges  rise. 
And  rest  delay  to  come, 

Blest  be  the  tempest,  kind  the  storm. 
Which  drives  us  nearer  home. 

3  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
All  yield  to  thy  control ; 

Thy  tender  mercies  shall  illume 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

4  Teach  us,  in  every  state. 
To  make  thy  will  our  own ; 

And  when  the  joys  of  sense  depart, 
To  live  by  faith  alone. 

▲ngnstos  K.  Toplady. 

00  4  *My  times  are  in  Thy  hand. — Ps.  31:  16. 

1  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand :" 
My  God,  I  wish  them  there ; 

My  life,  my  friends,  my  soul,  I  leave 
Entirely  to  thy  care. 

2  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand," 
Whatever  they  may  be ; 

Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  bright, 
As  best  may  seem  to  thee. 

3  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand ; " 
Why  should  I  doubt  or  fear? 

My  Father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 
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4  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand,'* 
Jesus,  the  crucified ! 

The  hand  my  cruel  sins  had  pierced 
Is  now  my  guard  and  guide. 

5  "My  times  are  in  thy  hand ;" 
I  '11  always  trust  in  thee ; 

And,  after  death,  at  thy  right  hand 

I  shall  forever  be. 

William  V.  Idoyd. 

UOO  Through  death  to  life, 

1  O  WHAT,  if  we  are  Christ's, 
Is  earthly  shame  or  loss? 

Bright  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be. 
When  we  have  borne  the  cross. 

2  Keen  was  the  trial  once. 
Bitter  the  cup  of  woe. 

When  martyred  saints,  baptized  in  blood, 
Christ's  sufferings  shared  below. 

3  Bright  is  their  glory  now. 
Boundless  their  joy  above, 

Where,  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

4  Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours. 
Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 

All  that  of  sorrow,  grief,  or  pain. 
May  be  our  portion  here. 


5  Enough,  if  thou  at  last 
The  word  of  blessing  give. 

And  let  us  rest  before  thy  throne. 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 

8ir  Henzy  W. 
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U«5y         iVb  cause  for  fear. 

1  God  is  my  strong  salvation ; 
What  foe  have  I  to  fear? 

In  darkness  and  temptation. 
My  light,  my  help,  is  near : 

Though  hosts  encamp  around  me, 
Firm  in  the  fight  I  stand ; 

What  terror  can  confound  me. 
With  God  at  my  right  hand  ? 

2  Place  on  the  Lord  reliance ; 
My  soul,  with  courage  wait ; 

His  truth  be  thine  affiance. 

When  faint  and  desolate ; 
His  might  thy  heart  shall  strengthen, 

His  love  thy  joy  increase ; 
Mercy  thy  days  shall  lengthen ; 

The  Lord  will  give  thee  peace. 

James  uontgomery. 

0  4:  U      The  pilgrims  of  Jesus. 

1  O  HAPPY  band  of  pilgrims. 
If  onward  ye  will  tread, 

With  Jesus  as  your  Fellow, 

To  Jesus  as  your  Head ! 
O  happy,  if  ye  labor 

As  Jesus  did  for  men ; 
O  happy,  if  ye  hunger 

As  Jesus  hungered  then ! 
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2  The  cross  that  Jesus  carried 
He  carried  as  your  due : 

The  crown  that  Jesus  weareth 

He  weareth  it  for  you. 
The  faith  by  which  ye  see  him. 

The  hope  in  which  ye  yearn. 
The  love  that  through  all  trouble 

To  him  alone  will  turn, — 

3  What  are  they  but  forerunners 
To  lead  you  to  his  sight? 

What  are  they  save  the  effluence 

Of  uncreated  light  ? 
The  trials  that  beset  you. 

The  sorrows  ye  endure, 
The  manifold  temptations 

That  death  alone  can  cure, — 


4  What  are  they  but  his  jewels 

Of  right  celestial  worth  ? 
What  are  they  but  the  ladder. 

Set  up  to  heaven  on  earth  ? 
O  happy  band  of  pilgrims, 

Look  upward  to  the  skies, 
Where  such  a  light  affliction 

Shall  win  so  great  a  prize. 

Joseph  of  the  Studiiua.   Tr.  by  J.  X 
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04x  Pe(u:e  and  joy, 

2  In  holy  contemplation. 
We  sweetly  then  pursue 

The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new : 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow. 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 

3  It  can  bring  v^ath  it  nothing^ 
But  he  will  bear  us  througn ; 

Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing. 
Will  clothe  his  people  too : 

Beneath  the  spreading  heavens 
No  creature  but  is  fed ; 

And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens 
Will  give  his  children  bread. 

4  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither 
Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear, 

Though  all  the  fields  should  wither. 
Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there ; 

Yet  God  the  same  abiding, 
His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice ; 

For  while  in  him  confiding, 
I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

William  Oowper. 
(16) 
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U 4<4      /  mil  fear  no  change. 

1  In  heavenly  love  abiding. 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear; 
And  safe  is  such  confiding. 

For  nothing  changes  here. 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me, 

My  heart  may  low  be  laid. 
But  God  is  round  about  me. 

And  can  I  be  dismayed  ? 

2  Wherever  he  may  guide  me. 
No  want  shall  turn  me  back ; 

My  Shepherd  is  beside  me. 

And  nothing  can  I  lack. 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh. 

His  sight  is  never  dim. 
He  knows  the  way  he  taketh. 

And  I  will  walk  with  him. 

3  Green  pastures  are  before  me. 
Which  yet  I  have  not  seen ; 

Bright  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me. 
Where  darkest  clouds  have  been. 

My  hope  I  cannot  measure. 
My  path  to  life  is  free, 

My  Saviour  has  my  treasure. 
And  he  will  walk  with  me. 

Anna  Ii.  Waxing. 
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u4o  The  cross  accepted. 

1  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 
All  to  leave,  and  follow  thee ; 

Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 
Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be : 

Perish  every  fond  ambition, 
All  I  Ve  sought,  and  hoped,  and  known ; 

Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition, 
God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own ! 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me. 
They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too ; 

Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Thou  art  not,  like  man,  untrue ; 
And,  while  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might. 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  me ; 

Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure ! 
Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain ! 

In  thy  service,  pain  is  pleasure ; 

With  thy  favor,  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  called  thee,  "Abba,  Father;" 

I  have  stayed  my  heart  on  thee : 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather. 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 


236 


4  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast : 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
O  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me. 

While  thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 
O  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee. 

6  Know,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  tear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee ; 

What  a  Father's  smile  is  thine ; 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee : 

Child  of  heaven,  shouldst  thou  repine  ? 

6  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith,   and   winged  by 
prayer; 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission. 

Swift  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days, 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition. 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise;. 

HeBiry  V.  I'grte. 
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[8,  7.   Tone,  Autumn.    Page  94.] 
044  Only  waiting. 

1  Only  waiting,  till  the  shadows 
Are  a  little  longer  grown ; 

Only  waiting,  till  the  glimmer 
Of  the  day's  last  beam  is  flown ; 

Till  the  light  of  earth  is  faded 
From  the  hearts  once  full  of  day ; 

Till  the  stars  of  heaven  are  breaking 
Through  the  twilight  soft  and  gray. 

2  Only  waiting,  till  the  reapers 
Have  the  last  sheaf  gathered  home ; 

For  the  summer-time  is  faded. 
And  the  autumn  winds  have  come. 

Quickly,  reapers,  gather  quickly 
These  last  ripe  hours  of  my  heart. 

For  the  bloom  of  life  is  withered, 
And  I  hasten  to  depart. 

3  Only  waiting,  till  the  shadows 
Are  a  little  longer  grown ; 

Only  waiting,  till  the  glimmer 
Of  the  day's  last  beam  is  flown. 

Then,  from  out  the  gathered  darkness 
Holy,  deathless  stars  shall  rise. 

By  whose  light  my  soul  shall  gladly 
Tread  its  pathway  to  the  sides. 

VranoM  Ii.  Maoe. 


[8,7.  Tune,  Stockwell.   Page  42.] 
049  In  deep  affliction, 

1  Full  of  trembling  expectation. 
Feeling  much,  and  fearing  more. 

Mighty  God  of  my  salvation, 
I  thy  timely  aid  implore. 

2  Suffering  Son  of  man,  be  near  me, 
In  my  sufferings  to  sustain ; 

By  thy  sorer  griefs  to  cheer  me. 
By  thy  more  than  mortal  pain. 

3  By  thy  most  severe  temptation 
In  that  dark  Satanic  hour. 

By  thy  last  mysterious  passion. 
Screen  me  from  the  adverse  power. 

4  By  thy  fainting  in  the  garden. 
By  thy  dreadful  death,  I  pray. 

Write  upon  my  heart  the  pardon ; 
Take  my  sins  and  fears  away. 

Charlaa  Wealey. 


237 


[8,7,4.   Tune,  GreenyiUe.    Page  126.] 
646  Gendy  had  m. 

1  Gently,  Lord,  O  gently  lead  us 
Through  this  gloomy  vale  of  tears; 

And,  O  Lord,  in  mercy  give  us 
Thy  rich  grace  in  all  our  fears. 

O  refresh  us. 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 

2  When  temptation's  darts  assail  us. 
When  in  devious  paths  we  stray. 

Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us. 
Lead  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 

3  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish. 

In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish. 
Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear. 

4  When  this  mortal  life  is  ended, 
Bid  us  in  thine  arms  to  rest. 

Till,  by  angel-bands  attended. 
We  awake  among  the  blest. 

Thoauui  HastingB. 


[8,7.   Tune,  Elleadie.    Page  236.] 
u4l       Worldly  pleasures  renounced, 

1  Vain  are  all  terrestrial  pleasures. 
Mixed  with  dross  the  purest  gold ; 

Seek  we,  then,  for  heavenly  treasures, 
Treasures  never  waxing  old. 

Let  our  best  affections  center 
On  the  things  around  the  throne : 

There  no  thief  can  ever  enter ; 
Moth  and  rust  are  there  unknown. 

2  Earthly  joys  no  longer  please  us ; 
Here  would  we  renounce  them  all ; 

Seek  our  only  rest  in  Jesus, 
Him  our  Lord  and  Master  call. 

Faith,  our  languid  spirits  cheering. 
Points  to  brighter  worlds  above ; 

Bids  us  look  for  his  appearing; 
Bids  us  triumph  in  his  love. 

3  May  our  light  be  always  burning. 
And  our  loins  be  girded  round. 

Waiting  for  our  Lord's  returning. 
Longing  for  the  welcome  sound. 

Thus  the  Christian  life  adorning. 
Never  need  we  be  afraid, 

Should  he  come  at  night  or  morning, 
Early  dawn,  or  evening  shade. 

BftTld  X.  Vord. 
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648  Thepilgrtms'  Ghiide. 

1  Leader  of  faithful  souls,  and  Guide 
Of  all  that  travel  to  the  sky, 

Come  and  with  us,  e'en  us,  abide. 
Who  would  on  thee  alone  rely ; 
On  thee  alone  our  spirits  stay. 
While  held  in  life's  uneven  way. 

2  Strangers  and  pilgrims  here  below, 
This  earth,  we  know,  is  not  our  place ; 

But  hasten  through  the  vale  of  woe. 

And,  restless  to  behold  thy  face. 
Swift  to  our  heavenly  country  move. 
Our  everlasting  home  above. 

3  We  've  no  abiding  city  here, 
But  seek  a  city  out  of  sight ; 

Thither  our  steady  course  we  steer. 

Aspiring  to  the  plains  of  light, 
Jerusalem,  the  saints'  abode, 
Whose  founder  is  the  living  God. 

4  Patient  the  appointed  race  to  run. 
This  weary  world  we  cast  behind ; 

From  strength  to  strength  we  travel  on, 

The  New  Jerusalem  to  find : 
Our  labor  this,  our  only  aim. 
To  find  the  New  Jerusalem. 

5  Through  thee,  who  all  our  sins  hast  borne, 
Freely  and  graciously  forgiven, 
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With  songs  to  Zion  we  return, 

Contending  for  our  native  heaven ; 
That  palace  of  our  glorious  King, — 
We  find  it  nearer  while  we  sing. 

6  Raised  by  the  breath  of  love  divine. 
We  urge  our  way  with  strength  renewed ; 

The  church  of  the  first-born  to  join. 
We  travel  to  the  mount  of  God ; 

With  joy  upon  our  heads  arise. 

And  meet  our  Saviour  in  the  skies. 

Charles  Wealay. 

D4t/  Steadfast  reliatice, 

1  Though  waves  and  storms  go  o'er  my 

head, 
Though  strength,  and  health,  and  friends 
be  gone ; 
Though  joys  be  withered  all,  and  dead, 
Though  every  comfort  be  withdrawn ; 
On  this  my  steadfast  soul  relies, — 
Father,  thy  mercy  never  dies. 

2  Fixed  on  this  ground  will  I  remain. 
Though  my  heart  fail,  and  flesh  decay ; 

This  anchor  shall  my  soul  sustain. 

When  earth's  foundations  melt  away ; 
Mercy's  full  power  I  then  shall  prove. 
Loved  with  an  everlasting  love. 

Johann  ▲.  Bothe.   Tr.  by  J.  'Woalegf . 


THE  CHRISTIAN— TRIAL,  SUFFERING,  SUBMISSION. 


EATON.       L.  M.   61. 


i 


y 


m 


s 


^ 


Zebttbbabbl  Wyvixl. 

I 


JV 


-J « a- 


* 


f^ 


^te 


U     I 

1.  Je  -  sus,    to     thee    our  hearts  we    lift, —    Onr  hearts  with    love     to    thee    o'er -flow,— 


± 


M^ 


ti 


f P ^ f—r^^i» ^-^ 

:ii--rfc       L   -5=Fr   T    X- 


i 


f 


J 


i 


H 


P 


i 


^ 


#-=- 


T 


-# ^ 


'g-T- 


With  thanks  for  thy      con  -  tin  -  ned   gift,         That  still      thy      gra  -  cions  name  we  know, 


rt 


J J ^^_J_^^i ft ^-« 


Be  -  tain    onr     sense      of     sin    for  -  given.    And    wait  .for      all     our    in  -  ward  heaven. 


^m 


3^ 


1^ 


u 


h  f  r  t^ 


rrs 


Fr-Hf-f 


1 


bOU  The  ever-present  Saviour, 

1  Jesus,  to  thee  our  hearts  we  lift, — 
Our  hearts  with  love  to  thee  o'erflow, — 

With  thanks  for  thy  continued  gift, 

That  still  thy  gracious  name  we  know, 
Retain  our  sense  of  sin  forgiven. 
And  wait  for  all  our  inward  heaven. 

2  What  mighty  troubles  hast  thou  shown 
Thy  feeble,  tempted  followers  here ! 

We  have  through  fire  and  water  gone, 

But  saw  thee  on  the  floods  appear. 
And  felt  thee  present  in  the  flame. 
And  shouted  our  Deliverer's  name. 

3  Thou  who  hast  kept  us  to  this  hour, 
O  keep  us  faithful  to  the  end, 

When,  robed  in  majesty  and  power. 

Our  Jesus  shall  from  heaven  descend. 
His  friends  and  witnesses  to  own, 
And  seat  us  on  his  glorious  throne ! 

Ciharles  Wesley. 

OOX  I  mil  fear  no  evil. — Ps.  23:  4. 

1  Peace,  doubting  heart !  my  God's  I  am ; 


Who  formed  me  man  forbids  my  fear ; 
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The  Lord  hath  called  me  by  my  name ; 

The  Lord  protects,  forever  near : 
His  blood  for  me  did  once  atone. 
And  still  he  loves  and  guards  his  own. 

2  When,  passing  through  the  watery  deep, 
I  ask  in  faith  his  promised  aid. 

The  waves  an  awful  distance  keep, 

And  shrink  from  my  devoted  head : 
Fearless,  their  violence  I  dare ; 
They  cannot  harm,  for  God  is  there ! 

3  To  him  mine  eye  of  faith  I  turn, 
And  through  the  fire  pursue  my  way ; 

The  fire  forgets  its  power  to  burn, 

The  lambent  flames  around  me  play : 
I  own  his  power,  accept  the  sign. 
And  shout  to  prove  the  Saviour  mine. 

4  Still  nigh  me,  O  my  Saviour,  stand. 
And  guard  in  fierce  temptation's  hour; 

Hide  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand ; 

Show  forth  in  me  thy  saving  power ; 

Still  be  thy  arms  my  sure  defense. 

Nor  earth,  nor  hell,  shall  pluck  me  thence. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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v)0<%  Rest  for  the  weary. 

2  Large  are  the  mansions  in  thy  Father's 
dwelling, 
Glad  are  the  homes  that  sorrows  never  dim ; 
Sweet  are  the  harps  in  holy  music  swelling. 
Soft  are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heav- 
enly hymn. 
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jrt-T \ — ^ — ^— K — ^T' 


3  There,  like  an  Eden  blossoming  in  glad- 
ness, 
Bloom  the  fair  flowers  the  earth  too  rude- 
ly pressed ; 

JCome  unto  me,  all  ye  who  droop  in  sadness, 

Come  unto  me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 

Vnk&own. 

William  Howard  Doans. 
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O  how  sweet !      Hope  of  earth  and  Joy  of  heaven. 
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Precions  name,  O  how  sweet,  how  sweet ! 


00«5  The  precious  name. 

2  Take  the  name  of  Jesus  ever, 
As  a  shield  from  every  snare ; 

If  temptations  round  you  gather, 
Breathe  that  holy  name  in  prayer. 

3  O  the  precious  name  of  Jesus ! 
How  it  thrills  our  souls  with  joy. 
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When  his  loving  arms  receive  us. 
And  his  songs  our  tongues  employ ! 

4  At  the  name  of  Jesus  bowing, 

Falling  prostrate  at  his  feet, 
King  of  kings  in  heaven  we  '11  crown  him. 

When  our  journey  is  complete. 

Krs.  Iiydia  Baxter. 
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1  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt : 

0  may  thy  will  be  mine ; 
Into  thy  hand  of  love 

1  would  my  all  resign. 
Through  sorrow  or  through  joy, 

Conduct  me  as  thine  own. 
And  help  me  still  to  say, 

"My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done." 

2  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt : 
Though  seen  through  many  a  tear. 

Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear. 
Since  thou  on  earth  hast  wept 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 
If  I  must  weep  with  thee. 

My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done. 

8  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt : 

All  shall  be  well  for  me ; 
Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  thee. 
Straight  to  my  home  above, 

I  travel  calmly  on. 
And  sing  in  life  or  death, 

"My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done." 

BeiUsmln  Sohmolke.   Tr.  by  Miss  J.  Bortbwiok. 
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1  Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be ! 
Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand ; 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

1  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  thou  for  me,  my  God, 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

2  The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  thine ;  so  let  the  way 

That  leads  to  it  be  thine. 

Else  I  must  surely  stray. 
Take  thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill. 
As  best  to  thee  may  seem ; 

Choose  thou  my  good  and  ill. 

3  Choose  thou  for  me  my  friends, 
My  sickness  or  my  health  ; 

Choose  thou  my  cares  for  me. 

My  poverty  or  wealth. 
Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice. 

In  things  or  great  or  small ; 
Be  thou  my  g^ide,  my  strength, 

My  wisdom,  and  my  all. 

HoratiuB  Bonar. 
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ODU  TAc  o/ity  refuge. 

1  Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul, 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 

While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 
While  the  tempest  still  is  high ! 

Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 

Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 
O  receive  my  soul  at  last ! 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee : 

Leave,  O  leave  me  not  alone. 
Still  support  and  comfort  me : 

All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed. 
All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring ; 

Cover  my  defenseless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing ! 

MARTYN.      7.  d. 


3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find ; 

Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 

Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 
I  am  all  unrighteousness : 

False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 
Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace, 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin : 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound : 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 

Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art. 
Freely  let  me  take  of  thee : 

Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 

Charles  Weslej. 
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1  Come  on,  my  partners  in  distress, 
My  comrades  through  the  wilderness, 

Who  still  your  bodies  feel ; 
Awhile  forget  your  griefs  and  fears, 
And  look  beyond  this  vale  of  tears, 

To  that  celestial  hill. 

2  Beyond  the  bounds  of  time  and  space, 
Look  forward  to  that  heavenly  place, 

The  saints'  secure  abode; 
On  faith's  strong  eagle  pinions  rise. 
And  force  your  passage  to  the  skies. 

And  scale  the  mount  of  God. 

3  Who  suffer  with  our  Master  here. 
We  shall  before  his  face  appear 

And  by  his  side  sit  down ; 
To  patient  faith  the  prize  is  sure, 
Ana  all  that  to  the  end  endure 

The  cross,  shall  wear  the  crown. 

4  Thrice  blessed,  bliss-inspiring  hope ! 
It  lifts  the  fainting  spirits  up. 

It  brings  to  life  the  dead : 
Our  conflicts  here  shall  soon  be  past. 
And  jrou  and  I  ascend  at  last, 

Tnumphant  with  our  Head. 
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5  That  great  mysterious  Deity 

We  soon  with  open  face  shall  see; 

The  beatific  sight 

Shall  fill  the  heavenly  courts  with  praise, 

And  wide  diffuse  the  golden  blaze 

pf  everlasting  light. 

Charles  Wesley. 

DOO  The  aged  pilgrim. 

1  Thy  mercy  heard  my  infant  prayer ; 
Thy  love,  with  all  a  mother's  care. 

Sustained  my  childish  days : 
Thy  goodness  watched  my  ripening  youth. 
And  formed  my  heart  to  love  thy  truth. 

And  filled  my  lips  with  praise. 

2  And  now,  in  age  and  grief,  thy  name 
Doth  still  my  languid  heart  inflame. 

And  bow  my  faltering  knee : 
O  yet  this  bosom  feels  the  fire ; 
This  trembling  hand  and  drooping  lyre 

Have  yet  a  strain  for  thee ! 

3  Yes ;  broken,  tuneless,  still,  O  Lord, 
This  voice,  transported,  shall  record 

Thy  goodness,  tried  so  long; 
Till,  sinking  slow,  with  calm  decay, 
Its  feeble  murmurs  melt  away 

Into  a  seraph's  song. 

8ir  Sobert  Qrant. 
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\}0\f        Heavenly  rest  anticipated. 
1  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
To  mansions  in  the  skies, 

1  bid  farewell  to  every  fear. 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 
And  fiery  darts  be  hurled. 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage. 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come. 
Let  storms  of  sorrow  fall, 

So  I  but  safely  reach  my  home. 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

4  There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 
In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

Isaao  Watte. 

bbU  God '«  pavilion. 

1  Grant  me  within  thy  courts  a  place. 
Among  thy  saints  a  seat. 

Forever  to  behold  thy  face. 
And  worship  at  thy  feet ; — 

2  In  thy  pavilion  to  abide. 
When  storms  of  trouble  blow. 

And  in  thy  tabernacle  hide. 
Secure  from  every  foe. 

3  **  Seek  ye  my  face ! "    Without  delay, 
When  thus  I  hear  thee  speak. 

My  heart  would  leap  for  joy,  and  say, 
"  Thy  face,  Lord,  will  I  seek." 

4  Then  leave  me  not  when  griefs  assail. 
And  earthly  comforts  flee ; 

When  father,  mother,  kindred  fail. 
My  God,  remember  me ! 

James  Montgomery. 
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UuJ.      l^llnesa  of  joy  in  His  presence. 

1  Thy  gracious  presence,  O  my  God, 
All  that  I  wish  contains; 

With  this,  beneath  affliction's  load. 
My  heart  no  more  complains.   • 

2  This  can  my  every  care  control. 
Gild  each  dark  scene  with  light : 

This  is  the  sunshine  of  the  soul ; 
Without  it  all  is  night. 

3  O  happy  scenes  above  the  sky. 
Where  thy  full  beams  impart 

Unclouded  beauty  to  the  eye. 
And  rapture  to  the  heart ! 

4  Her  portion  in  those  realms  of  bliss. 
My  spirit  longs  to  know ; 

My  wisnes  terminate  in  this. 
Nor  can  they  rest  below. 

5  Lord,  shall  the  breathings  of  my  heart 
Aspire  in  vain  to  thee  ? 

Confirm  my  hope,  that  where  thou  art 
I  shall  forever  be. 

6  Then  shall  my  cheerful  spirit  sing 
The  darksome  hours  away. 

And  rise,  on  faith's  expanded  wing. 
To  everlasting  day. 

Anne  Steele. 


Doxology. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  we  adore. 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tate  and 
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6b^         Vamty  of  earthly  enjoyments, 

1  How  vain  are  all  things  here  below ! 
How  false,  and  yet  how  fair  I 

Each  pleasure  hatti  its  poison  too. 
And  every  sweet  a  snare. 

2  The  brightest  things  below  the  sky 
Give  but  a  flattering  light ; 

We  should  suspect  some  danger  nigh. 
Where  we  possess  delight. 

3  Our  dearest  joys,  and  nearest  friends, 
The  partners  of  our  blood, — 

How  they  divide  our  wavering  minds. 
And  leave  but  half  for  God ! 

4  The  fondness  of  a  creature's  love, —     » 
How  strong  it  strikes  the  sense ! 

Thither  the  warm  affections  move, 
Nor  can  we  call  them  thence. 

5  My  Saviour,  let  thy  beauties  be 
My  soul's  eternal  food ; 

And  grace  command  my  heart  away 
From  all  created  good. 

IMM  Watts. 
t>t>«>  Radtant  hope. 

1  O  WHO,  in  such  a  world  as  this. 
Could  bear  his  lot  of  pain, 

Did  not  one  radiant  hope  of  bliss 
Unclouded  yet  remain? 

2  That  hope  the  sovereign  Lord  has  g^ven 
Who  reigns  above  the  skies  ; 

Hope  that  unites  the  soul  to  heaven 
By  faith's  endearing  ties. 

3  Each  care,  each  ill  of  mortal  birth, 
Is  sent  in  pitying  love, 

To  lift  the  lingering  heart  from  earth. 
And  speed  its  flight  above. 

4  And  every  pang  that  wrings  the  breast. 
And  every  joy  that  dies, 

Bid  us  to  seek  a  purer  rest, 
And  trust  to  holier  ties. 

James  Montgomary. 
Db4  Deliverance  ai  hafid. 

1  My  span  of  life  will  soon  be  done, 

The  passing  moments  say ; 
As  lengthening  shadows  o'er  the  mead 

Proclaim  the  close  of  day. 


2  O  that  my  heart  mig^ht  dwell  aloof 
From  all  created  thmgs. 

And  learn  that  wisdom  from  above. 
Whence  true  contentment  springs ! 

3  Courage,  my  soul !  thy  bitter  cross. 
In  every  trial  here, 

Shall  bear  thee  to  thy  heaven  above. 
But  shall  not  enter  there. 

4  The  sighing  ones,  that  humbly  seek 
In  sorrowing  paths  below. 

Shall  in  eternity  rejoice. 
Where  endless  comforts  flow. 

5  Soon  will  the  toilsome  strife  be  o'er 
Of  sublunary  care. 

And  life's  dull  vanities  no  more 
This  anxious  breast  ensnare. 

6  Courage,  my  soul !  on  God  rely ; 
Deliverance  soon  will  come; 

A  thousand  ways  has  Providence 
To  bring  believers  home. 


t)t)0  De  profundis. 

1  Out  of  the  depths  to  thee  I  cry. 
Whose  fainting  footsteps  trod 

The  paths  of  our  humanity. 
Incarnate  Son  of  God ! 

2  Thou  Man  of  g^ef,  who  once  apart 
Didst  all  our  sorrows  bear, — 

The  trembling  hand,  the  fainting  heart. 
The  agony,  and  prayer ! 

3  Is  this  the  consecrated  dower, 
Thy  chosen  ones  obtain, 

To  know  thy  resurrection  power 
Through  fellowship  of  pain  ? 

4  Then,  O  my  soul,  in  silence  wait ; 
Faint  not,  O  faltering  feet ; 

Press  onward  to  that  blest  estate. 
In  righteousness  complete. 

5  Let  faith  transcend  the  passing  hour, 
The  transient  pain  and  strife. 

Upraised  by  an  immortal  power, — 
The  power  of  endless  life. 
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Dui)  No  cross,  no  crotmi. 

1  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 
And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 

No,  there 's  a  cross  for  every  one. 
And  there 's  a  cross  for  me. 

2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  here ! 

But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

3  The  consecrated  cross  I  '11  bear, 
Till  death  shall  set  me  free ; 

And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear. 
For  there 's  a  crown  for  me. 

Thomas  Shepherd,  alt. 

bbi  For  victorious  faith. 

1  O  FOR  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink. 
Though  pressed  by  every  foe. 

That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe ! 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 
Beneath  the  chastening  rod, 

But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain. 
Will  lean  upon  its  God ; 

3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 
When  tempests  rage  without ; 

That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear. 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt ; 

4  That  bears,  unmoved,  the  world's  dread 

frown. 
Nor  heeds  its  scornful  smile ; 
That  seas  of  trouble  cannot  drown. 
Nor  Satan's  arts  beguile ; 


f 


^F 


246 


5  A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 
Till  life's  last  hour  is  fled, 

And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray 
Illumes  a  dying  bed. 

6  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this. 
And  then,  whate'er  may  come, 

We  !11  taste,  e'en  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Ot  an  eternal  home. 

wmiam  H.  Bathnrst. 

bbo  Strength  renewed  in  waiting  upon  the  Lord, 

1  Lord,  I  believe  thy  every  word, 
Thy  every  promise  true ; 

And  lo !  I  wait  on  thee,  my  Lord, 
Till  I  my  strength  renew. 

2  If  in  this  feeble  flesh  I  may 
Awhile  show  forth  thy  praise, 

Jesus,  support  the  tottering  clay, 
And  lengthen  out  my  days. 

3  If  such  a  worm  as  I  can  spread 
The  common  Saviour's  name. 

Let  him  who  raised  thee  from  the  dead. 
Quicken  my  mortal  frame. 

4  Still  let  me  live  thy  blood  to  show, 
Which  purges  every  stain  ; 

And  gladly  linger  out  below 
A  few  more  years  in  pain. 

Charles  Wed/ear. 

Doxology, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tate  and  Brady. 
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Dby    7b  /iv«  M  Christj  and  to  die  is  gain. 

PhU.l:  21. 

2  If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 
That  I  may  long  obey ; 

If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 
To  soar  to  endless  day  ? 

3  Christ   leads   me  through   no   darker 

rooms 
Than  he  went  through  before ; 
He  that  unto  God's  kingdom  comes 
Must  enter  by  his  door. 

4  Come,  Lord,  when  grace  hath  made  me 

meet 
Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For,  if  thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet. 
What  will  thy  glory  be  ? 

5  Then  I  shall  end  my  sad  complaints, 
And  weary,  sinful  days, 

And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 
Who  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 

6  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small ; 
The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 

But  'tis  enough  that  Christ  knows  all, 
And  I  shall  be  with  him. 

Blohard  Baxter. 

D  I U         Christ  strengthening  tJie  weak. 

1  O  Thou,  whose  filmed  and  failing  eye, 
Ere  yet  it  closed  in  death. 

Beheld  thy  mother's  agony, 
The  shameful  cross  beneath ! 

2  Remember    them,  like    her,    through 

whom 
The  sword  of  grief  is  driven, 
And  O,  to  cheer  their  cheerless  gloom. 
Be  thy  dear  mercy  given. 
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3  Let  thine  own  word  of  tenderness 
Drop  on  them  from  above  ; 

Its  music  shall  the  lone  heart  bless. 
Its  touch  shall  heal  with  love. 

4  O  Son  of  Mary,  Son  of  God, 
The  way  of  mortal  ill, 

By  thy  blest  feet  in  triumph  trod. 
Our  feet  are  treading  still. 

5  But  not  with  strength  like  thine,  we  go 
This  dark  and  dreadful  way ; 

As  thou  wert  strengthened  in  thy  woe. 
So  strengthen  us,  we  pray. 

Alexander  B.  Thonutson. 


U  I  X  Blessed  are  thet/  that  mourn, — Matt.  6 : 4. 

1  From  lips  divine,  like  healing  balm 
To  hearts  oppressed  and  torn. 

The  heavenly  consolation  fell, 
"  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn." 

2  Unto  the  hopes  by  sorrow  crushed 
A  noble  faith  succeeds ; 

And  life,  by  trials  furrowed,  bears 
The  fruit  of  loving  deeds. 

3  How   rich,    how   sweet,   how   full  of 

strength 
Our  human  spirits  are. 
Baptized  into  the  sanctities 
Of  suffering  and  of  prayer ! 

4  Yes,  heavenly  wisdom,  love  divine, 
Breathed  through  the  lips  which  said, 

"  O  blessed  are  the  hearts  that  mourn ; 
They  shall  be  comforted." 

William  H.  Barleiffh. 
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^^-^  FIRST  PART. 

07<^   Whoso  putteth  his  trust  in  the  Lard 

shall  be  safe. 

1  Commit  thou  all  thy  griefs 
And  ways  into  His  hands, 

To  his  sure  trust  and  tender  care 
Who  earth  and  heaven  commands. 

2  Who  points  the  clouds  their  course, 
Whom  winds  and  seas  obey, 

He  shall  direct  thy  wandering  feet, 
He  shall  prepare  thy  way. 

3  Thou  on  the  Lord  rely, 
So,  safe,  shalt  thou  go  on ; 

Fix  on  his  work  thy  steadfast  eye. 
So  shall  thy  work  be  done. 

4  No  profit  canst  thou  gain 
By  self-consuming  care ; 

To  him  commend  thy  cause ;  his  ear 
Attends  the  softest  prayer. 

5  Thy  everlasting  truth. 
Father,  thy  ceaseless  love, 

Sees  all  thy  children's  wants,  and  knows 
What  best  for  each  will  prove. 

6  Thou  every-where  hast  sway, 
And  all  thmgs  serve  thy  might ; 

Thy  every  act  pure  blessing  is, 
Thy  path  unsullied  light. 

Paul  Oarhardt.    Tr.  bj  '•  Waaler* 

^ymfek  SEOOND  PABT. 

0  I O        He  ruleth  aU  things  well, 

1  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears; 
Hope,  and  be  undismayed ; 

God  hears  thy  sighs  and  counts  thy  tears ; 
God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and  stonns, 
He  gently  clears  thy  way ; 

Wait  thou  his  time,  so  shall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 
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3  Still  heavy  is  thy  heart  ? 
Still  sink  thy  spirits  down  ? 

Cast  off  the  weight,  let  fear  depart. 
And  every  care  be  gone. 

4  What  though  thou  rulest  not  ? 
Yet  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell 

Proclaim.  "  God  sitteth  on  the  throne. 
And  ruleth  all  things  well." 

5  Leave  to  his  sovereign  sway 
To  choose  and  to  command: 

So  shalt  thou,  wondering,  own  his  way. 
How  wise,  how  strong  his  hand ! 

6  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 
His  counsel  shall  appear. 

When  fully  he  the  work  hath  wrought 
That  caused  thy  needless  fear. 

Paul  Oerhardt.    Tr.  bj  J.  Weak^. 
v)74  TJie  souths  ottly  refuge, 

1  Thou  Refuge  of  my  soul. 
On  thee,  when  sorrows  rise. 

On  thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll. 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 

2  To  thee  I  tell  my  grief. 
For  thou  alone  canst  heal ; 

Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  every  pain  I  feel. 

3  But  O  when  doubts  prevail, 
I  fear  to  call  thee  mine ; 

The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fail. 
And  all  my  hopes  decline. 

4  Yet,  Lord,  where  shall  I  flee  ? 
Thou  art  my  only  trust ; 

And  still  my  soul  would  cleave  to  thee. 
Though  prostrate  in  the  dust. 

Anna  Steala.  alt. 
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Contented  piety. 


1  Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 
Is  portioned  out  for  me ; 

And  the  changes  that  are  sure  to  come 

I  do  not  fear  to  see ; 
But  I  ask  thee  for  a  present  mind 

Intent  on  pleasing  thee. 

2  I  ask  thee  for  a  thoughtful  love, 
Through  constant  watching  wise, 

To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles, 
And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes ; 

And  a  heart  at  leisure  from  itself. 
To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

3  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 
That  hurries  to  and  fro. 

Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do. 

Or  secret  thing  to  know ; 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child. 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

4  Wherever  in  the  world  I  am, 
In  whatsoe'er  estate, 

I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts. 

To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
And  a  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 

For  the  Lord  on  whom  I  wait. 

6  So  I  ask  thee  for  the  daily  strength, 

To  none  that  ask  denied. 
And  a  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 

While  keeping  at  thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space, 

If  thou  be  glorified. 
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6  And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask 
In  my  cup  of  blessing  be, 

I  would  have  my  spirit  filled  the  more 

With  grateful  love  to  thee; 
More  careful,  not  to  serve  thee  much, 

But  to  please  thee  perfectly. 

Anna  L.  Wacing. 

07  O  Go  not  far  from  me,  0  my  Strenffth, 

1  Go  not  far  from  me,  O  my  Strength, 
Whom  all  my  times  obey ; 

Take  from  me  any  thing  thou  wilt, 

But  go  not  thou  away  ; 
And  let  the  storm  that  does  thy  work 

Deal  with  me  as  it  may. 

2  No  suffering,  while  it  lasts,  is  joy. 
How  blest  soe'er  it  be ; 

Yet  may  the  chastened  child  be  glad 

His  Father's  face  to  see ; 
And  O,  it  is  not  hard  to  bear 

What  must  be  borne  in  thee. 

3  Safe  in  thy  sanctifying  grace, 
Almighty  to  restore ; 

Borne  onward,  sin  and  death  behind, 

And  love  and  life  before, 
O  let  my  soul  abound  in  hope, 

And  praise  thee  more  and  more ' 

4  Deep  unto  deep  may  call,  but  1 
With  peaceful  heart  will  say, 

"Thy  loving-kindness  hath  a  charge 

No  waves  can  take  away;" 

And  let  the  storm  that  speeds  me  home, 

Deal  with  me  as  it  may. 

Anna  Is,  Wacing. 
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Oil   Fearless  in  the  furnace  of  affliction, 

1  God  of  Israel's  faithful  three, 
Who  braved  a  tyrant's  ire. 

Nobly  scorned  to  bow  the  knee, 
And  walked,  unhurt,  in  fire; 

Breathe  their  faith  into  my  breast, 
Arm  me  in  this  fiery  hour ; 

Stand,  O  Son  of  man,  confessed 
In  all  thy  saving  power ! 

2  For  while  thou,  my  Lord,  art  nigh, 
My  soul  disdains  to  fear ; 

Sin  and  Satan  I  defy, 

Still  impotently  near ; 
Earth  and  hell  their  wars  may  wage ; 

Calm  I  mark  their  vain  design, 
Smile  to  see  them  idly  rage 

Against  a  child  of  thine. 

Charles  Wesley. 

U  7  O  The  shadow  of  a  great  Rock, 

1  To  the  haven  of  thy  breast, 

O  Son  of  man,  I  fly ; 
Be  my  refuge  and  my  rest. 

For  O  the  storm  is  high ! 
Save  me  from  the  furious  blast ; 

A  covert  from  the  tempest  be : 
Hide  me,  Jesus,  till  o'erpast 

The  storm  of  sin  I  see. 
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2  Welcome  as  the  water-spring 
To  a  dry,  barren  place, 

O  descend  on  me,  and  bring 
Thy  sweet,  refreshing  grace ; 

O'er  a  parched  and  weary  land, 
As  a  great  rock  extends  its  shade, 

Hide  me.  Saviour,  with  thy  hand. 
And  screen  my  naked  head. 

3  In  the  time  of  my  distress 
Thou  hast  my  succor  been ; 

In  my  utter  helplessness, 

Restraining  me  from  sin  ; 
O  how  svnftly  didst  thou  move 

To  save  me  in  the  trying  hour ! 
Still  protect  me  with  thy  love, 

And  shield  me  with  thy  power. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Doxclogy, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Thy  Godhead  we  adore, — 
Join  we  with  the  heavenly  host, 

To  praise  thee  evermore ! 
Live  by  earth  and  heaven  adored. 

The  Three  in  One,  the  One  in  Three, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

All  glory  be  to  thee ! 

Charles  Weslej. 
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0/«7  Th^  firm  foundation, 

1  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the 

Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  his  excellent  word  ! 
What  more  can  he  say,  than  to  you  he  hath 

said. 
To  you,  who  for  refuge  to  Jesus  have  fled  ? 

2  "  Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  O  be  not  dis- 

mayed. 
For  I  am  thy  God,  I  will  still  give  thee  aid  ; 
I  '11  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause 

thee  to  stand, 
Upheld  by  my  gracious,  omnipotent  hand. 

3  *•  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call 

thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow ; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  trials  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 


(17) 
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4  "  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway 

shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply. 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

5  "E'en  down  to  old    age  all  my  people 

shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love ; 
And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples 

adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be 

borne. 

6  "  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for 

repose, 
I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes; 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor 

to  shake, 
I'll  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake! " 

George  Keitli. 
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\}0\)  Fearless  in  tribulation, 

1  Head  of  the  Church  triumphant, 
We  joyfully  adore  thee ; 

Till  thou  appear,  thy  members  here 
Shall  sing  like  those  in  glory: 

We  lift  our  hearts  and  voices 
With  blest  anticipation ; 

And  cry  aloud,  and  give  to  God 
The  praise  of  our  salvation. 

2  Thou  dost  conduct  thy  people 
Through  torrents  of  temptation  ; 

Nor  will  we  fear,  while  thou  art  near, 

The  fire  of  tribulation : 
The  world,  with  sin  and  Satan, 

In  vain  our  march  opposes; 
By  thee  we  shall  break  through  them  all. 

And  sing  the  song  of  Moses. 

3  By  faith  we  see  the  glory 

To  which  thou  shalt  restore  us : 
The  cross  despise  for  that  high  prize 

Which  thou  hast  set  before  us : 
And  if  thou  count  us  worthy. 

We  each,  as  dying  Stephen, 
Shall  see  thee  stand  at  God's  right  hand, 

To  take  us  up  to  heaven. 

Charles  Weslej. 
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/»Q-|  [8-    Tune,  Vernon.    Page  875.] 

OoX     Passionate  lo7iffinff  for  heaven. 

1  Still  out  of  the  deepest  abyss 
Of  trouble,  I  mournfully  cry ; 

And  pine  to  recover  my  peace. 
And  see  my  Redeemer,  and  die. 

1  cannot,  I  cannot  forbear. 

These  passionate  longings  for  home ; 
O  when  shall  my  spirit  be  there  ? 
O  when  will  the  messenger  come  ? 

2  Thy  nature  I  long  to  put  on. 
Thine  image  on  earth  to  regain  ; 

And  then  in  the  grave  to  lay  down 
This  burden  of  body  and  pain. 

O  Jesus,  in  pity  draw  near, 
And  lull  me  to  sleep  on  thy  breast. 

Appear,  to  my  rescue  appear. 
And  gather  me  into  thy  rest ! 

3  To  take  a  poor  fugitive  in, 
The  arms  of  thy  mercy  display. 

And  give  me  to  rest  from  all  sin. 
And  bear  me  triumphant  away ; 

Away  from  a  world  of  distress. 
Away  to  the  mansions  above ; 

The  heaven  of  seeing  thy  face. 
The  heaven  of  feeling  thy  love. 

Ohartes  Wealey>. 
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3  So  long  thy  power  hath  blest  me,  sure  it 
still 
Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone. 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost 
awhile ! 

John  H.  Newman. 


\3KJii  Leadj  kindly  lAgM. 

2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on ; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path ;  but  now 

Lead  thou  me  on ! 
I  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  will.     Remember  not  past 
years  f 
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DOO  Come^  ye  disconsolate, 

2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  straying, 

Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure, 
Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  saying, 

"  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  can- 
not cure/* 


3  Here  see  the  bread  of  life ;  see  waters  flowing 
Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure  from 
above ; 

Come  to  the  feast  of  love ;  come,  ever  knowing 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  Heaven  can  re- 


move. 
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Thomas  Moore. 
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Do  4  2^Atf  mercy-seat. 

1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat : 

'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads ; 

A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet : 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend : 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

4  Ah !  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed; 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat. 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat  ? 

5  There,  there  on  eagle  wings  we  soar. 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more ; 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet. 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

Kigh  Stowell. 

DOD         Dedication  to  the  Lord. 

1  O  Lord,  thy  heavenly  grace  impart, 
And  fix  my  frail,  inconstant  heart ; 
Hencefortn  my  chief  desire  shall  be 
To  dedicate  myself  to  thee. 

2  Whate'er  pursuits  my  time  employ, 
One  thought  shall  fill  my  soul  with  joy: 
That  silent,  secret  thought  shall  be. 
That  all  my  hopes  are  fixed  on  thee. 

3  Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space ; 
Thy  presence,  Lord,  fills  every  place ; 


And  wheresoe'er  my  lot  may  be. 
Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  thee. 

4  Renouncing  every  worldly  thing. 
And  safe  beneath  thy  spreading  wing. 
My  sweetest  thought  henceforth  shall  be. 
That  all  I  want  I  find  in  thee. 

Jean  F.  Oberlin.   Tr.  bj  M».  D.  Wilson. 

D  O  U  The  Spirit '«  guidance. 

1  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
On  whom  I  cast  my  every  care. 

On  whom  for  all  things  I  depend. 
Inspire,  and  then  accept,  my  prayer. 

2  If  I  have  tasted  of  thy  grace. 

The  grace  that  sure  salvation  brings ; 
If  with  me  now  thy  Spirit  stays. 
And,  hovering,  hides  me  in  his  wings ; 

3  Still  let  him  with  my  weakness  stay. 
Nor  for  a  moment's  space  depart ; 

Evil  and  danger  turn  away, 
And  keep  till  he  renews  my  heart. 

4  If  to  the  right  or  left  I  stray. 
His  voice  behind  me  may  I  hear, 

"Return,  and  walk  in  Christ,  thy  Way; 

Fly  back  to  Christ,  for  sin  is  near ! " 

Charles  Wesley. 

DO  7        The  pure  lAght  of  souls. 

1  O  Thou  pure  Light  of  souls  that  love. 
True  Joy  of  every  human  breast, 

Sower  of  life's  immortal  seed. 
Our  Saviour  and  Redeemer  blest ! 

2  Be  thou  our  guide,  be  thou  our  goal ; 
Be  thou  our  pathway  to  the  skies ; 

Our  joy,  when  sorrow  fills  the  soul ; 
In  death  our  everlasting  prize. 
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boo  Sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

1  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  bids  me,  at  my  Father's  throne. 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known ! 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  g^ief, 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare, 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

2  Sweet  hour  of-  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless : 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face. 
Believe  his  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
I  '11  cast  on  him  my  every  care. 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 
May  I  thy  consolation  share, 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight : 
This  robe  of  flesh  I  '11  drop,  and  rise. 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize; 
And  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer ! 

WiUlam  W.  Walford. 

OoV/  Design  of  prayer. 

1  Prayer  is  appointed  to  convey 
The  blessings  God  designs  to  give : 

Long  as  they  live  should  Christians  pray ; 
They  learn  to  pray  when  first  they  live. 
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2  If  pain  afflict,  or  wrongs  oppress; 
If  cares  distract,  or  fears  dismay; 

If  guilt  deject,  or  sin  distress ; 

In  every  case,  still  watch  and  pray. 

3  *Tis  prayer  supports  the  soul  that  *s  weak. 
Though  thought  be  broken,  language 

lame; 
Pray,  if  thou  canst  or  canst  not  speak ; 
But  pray  with  faith  in  Jesus'  name. 

4  Depend  on  him ;  thou  canst  not  fail ; 
Make  all  thy  wants  and  wishes  known ; 

Fear  not ;  his  merits  must  prevail : 
Ask  but  in  faith,  it  shall  be  done. 

Joseith  Hart. 

OyU  Blessings  of  prayer. 

1  What  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat! 

Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer. 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there? 

2  Prayer  makes  the  darkened  clouds  with- 

draw; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw ; 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love ; 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

3  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  keeps  the  Christian's  armor  bright; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 

The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

4  Were  half  the  breath  that 's  vainly  spent. 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent, 

Our  cheerful  song  would  oftener  be, 

"  Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me." 

WlUiam  Cowper.    ^ 
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Ut/X        The  joy  of  lovinff  hearts, 

1  Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts ! 
Thou  Fount  of  life !  thou  Light  of  men ! 

From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts, 
We  turn  unfilled  to  thee  again. 

2  Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood ; 
Thou  savest  those  that  on  thee  call ; 

To  them  that  seek  thee,  thou  art  good, 
To  them  that  find  thee,  all  in  all. 

3  We  taste  thee,0  thou  Living  Bread, 
And  long  to  feast  upon  thee  still ; 

We  drink  of  thee,  the  Fountain  Head, 
And  thirst  our  souls  from  thee  to  fill ! 

4  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  thee. 
Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast ; 

Glad,  when  thy  gracious  smile  we  see. 
Blest,  when  our  faith  can  hold  thee  fast. 

5  O  Jesus,  ever  with  us  stay ; 

Make  all  our  moments  calm  and  bright ; 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away, 
Shed  o'er  the  world  thy  holy  light ! 

Bernard  of  dairvanz.   Tr.  bj  B.  Palmer. 

uV/<^         Ood^ 9  praises  crown  eternity, 

1  God  of  my  life,  through  all  my  days 
My  grateful  powers  shall  sound  thy  praise ; 
The  song  shall  wake  with  opening  light. 
And  warble  to  the  silent  night. 

2  When  anxious  cares  would  break  my  rest. 
And  griefs  would  tear  my  throbbing  breast. 
Thy  tuneful  praises,  raised  on  high, 

Shall  check  the  murmur  and  the  sigh. 

3  When  death  o'er  nature  shall  prevail. 
And  all  my  powers  of  language  fail, 
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Joy  through  my  swimming  eyes  shall  break, 
And  mean  the  thanks  I  cannot  speak. 

4  But  O,  when  that  last  conflict 's  o'er. 
And  I  am  chained  to  earth  no  more. 
With  what  glad  accents  shall  I  rise 
To  join  the  music  of  the  skies ! 

5  Soon  shall  I  learn  the  exalted  strains 
Which  echo  o'er  the  heavenly  plains ; 
And  emulate,  with  joy  unknown, 

The  glowing  seraphs  round  thy  throne. 

6  The  cheerful  tribute  will  I  give, 
Long  as  a  deathless  soul  can  Hve : 
A  work  so  sweet,  a  theme  so  high, 
Demands  and  crowns  eternity ! 

noUp  Doddridse. 

\j\jS    His  loving  kindness  b^ter  than  life. 

1  O  God,  thou  art  my  God  alone ; 
Early  to  thee  my  soul  shall  cry ; 

A  pilgrim  in  a  land  unknown, 

A  thirsty  land,  whose  springs  are  dry, 

2  Thee,  in  the  watches  of  the  night. 
When  I  remember  on  my  bed. 

Thy  presence  makes  the  darkness  light ; 
Thy  guardian  wings  are  round  my  head. 

3  Better  than  life  itself,  thy  love ; 
Dearer  than  all  beside  to  me ; 

For  whom  have  I  in  heaven  above. 
Or  what  on  earth,  compared  with  thee  ? 

4  Praise  with  my  heart,  my  mind,  my  voice. 
For  all  thy  mercy  I  will  give ; 

My  soul  shall  still  in  God  rejoice, 
My  tongue  shall  bless  thee  while  I  live. 

James  Montgomery. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 

ROLLiA.N]D.        Li.   IM..  William  Batghelder  Bradbcbt. 
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D«74     I  shall  be  scUisfied,  when  lawake^  toith 

Thy  likeness. 

1  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  my  Life,  my  Light, 
My  strength  by  day,  my  trust  by  night, 
On  earth  I  'm  but  a  passing  guest. 

And  sorely  with  my  sins  oppressed. 

2  O  let  thy  sufferings  give  me  power 
To  meet  the  last  and  darkest  hour. 
Thy  cross,  the  staff  whereon  I  lean. 

My  couch,  the  grave  where  thou  hast  been. 

3  Since  thou  hast  died,  the  pure,  the  just, 
I  take  my  homeward  way  in  trust ; 

The  gates  of  heaven.  Lord,  open  wide. 
When  here  I  may  no  more  abide. 

4  And  when  the  last  great  day  is  come. 
And  thou,  our  Judge,  shalt  speak  the  doom. 
Let  me  with  joy  behold  the  light, 

And  set  me  then  upon  thy  right. 

5  Renew  this  wasted  flesh  of  mine. 
That  like  the  sun  it  there  may  shine 
Among  the  angels  pure  and  bright, 
Yea,  like  thyself,  in  glorious  liglS. 

6  Ah,  then  I  have  my  heart's  desire, 
When,  singing  with  the  angels'  choir. 
Among  the  ransomed  of  thy  grace, 
Forever  I  behold  thy  face ! 

M.  Behemb.   Tr.  by  Miss  O.  Winkworth. 

O JjO  7'he  fairest  of  the  fair. 

1  Though  all  the  world  my  choice  deride. 
Yet  Jesus  shall  my  portion  be ; 

For  I  am  pleased  with  none  beside ; 
The  fairest  of  the  fair  is  he. 
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2  Sweet  is  the  vision  of  thy  face, 
And  kindness  o'er  thy  lips  is  shed ; 

Lovely  art  thou,  and  full  of  grace, 
And  glory  beams  around  thy  head. 

3  Thy  sufferings  I  embrace  with  thee. 
Thy  poverty  and  shameful  cross  ; 

The  pleasures  of  the  world  I  flee, 
And  deem  its  treasures  only  dross. 

4  Be  daily  dearer  to  my  heart, 
And  ever  let  me  feel  thee  near ; 

Then  willingly  with  all  I  'd  part. 
Nor  count  it  worthy  of  a  tear. 

Gterhard  Tersteegen. 

btlb     At  home  toith  God  antfichere. 

1  My  Lord,  how  full  of  sweet  content, 
I  pass  my  years  of  banishment ! 
Where'er  I  dwell,  I  dwell  with  thee. 
In  heaven,  in  earth,  or  on  the  sea. 
To  me  remains  nor  place  nor  time ; 
My  country  is  in  every  clime : 

1  can  be  calm  and  free  from  care 
On  any  shore,  since  God  is  there. 

2  While  place  we  seek,  or  place  we  shun, 
The  soul  finds  happiness  in  none ; 

But  with  a  God  to  guide  our  way, 
'Tis  equal  joy,  to  go  or  stay. 
Could  I  be  cast  where  thou  art  not. 
That  were  indeed  a  dreadful  lot ; 
But  regions  none  remote  I  call. 
Secure  of  finding  God  in  all. 

Mad.  J.  M.  B.  de  la  Motte  Gnyon. 

Tr.  by  Willism  Cowper. 
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Ot/I  Thou  dear  Redeemer, 

1  Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb, 
I  love  to  hear  of  thee ; 

No  music  *s  like  thy  charming  name. 
Nor  half  so  sweet  can  be. 

2  O  let  me  ever  hear  thy  voice 
In  mercy  to  me  speak ; 

In  thee,  my  Priest,  will  I  rejoice. 
And  thy  salvation  seek. 

3  My  Jesus  shall  be  still  my  theme. 
While  in  this  world  I  stay; 

I  *11  sing  my  Jesus*  lovely  name 
When  all  things  else  decay. 

4  When  I  appear  in  yonder  cloud, 
With  all  thy  favored  throng, 

Then  will  I  sing  more  sweet,  more  loud, 
And  Christ  shall  be  my  song. 

John  Ceimiok. 

byo      Ood^  my  mfficient  Portion, 

1  My  God,  my  Portion,  and  my  Love, 
My  everlasting  All, 

1  've  none  but  thee  in  heaven  above. 

Or  on  this  earthly  ball. 

2  What  empty  things  are  all  the  skies, 
And  this  inferior  clod ! 

There 's  nothing  here  deserves  my  joys, 
There 's  nothing  like  my  God. 

3  To  thee  I  owe  my  wealth,  and  friends. 
And  health,  and  safe  abode : 

Thanks  to  thy  name  for  meaner  things ; 
But  they  are  not  my  God. 

4  How  vain  a  toy  is  glittering  wealth. 
If  once  compared  to  thee ! 

Or  what  *s  my  safety,  or  my  health. 
Or  all  my  kriends  to  me  ? 
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5  Were  I  possessor  of  the  earth, 
And  called  the  stars  my  own, 

Without  thy  graces  and  thyself, 
I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

6  Let  others  stretch  their  arms  like  seas, 
And  grasp  in  all  the  shore ; 

Grant  me  the  visits  of  thy  grace. 
And  I  desire  no  more. 

Isaao  Watts. 

Oyy  Praise  delightfid. 

1  My  Saviour,  my  almighty  Friend, 
When  I  begin  thy  praise. 

Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end. 
The  numbers  of  thy  grace? 

2  I  trust  in  thy  eternal  word ; 
Thy  goodness  I  adore : 

Send  down  thy  grace,  O  blessed  Lord, 
That  I  may  love  thee  more. 

3  My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 
Of  the  celestial  road ; 

And  march,  with  courage  in  thy  strength, 
To  see  the  Lord  my  God. 

4  Awake !  awake !  my  tuneful  powers. 
With  this  delightful  song; 

And  entertain  the  darkest  hours. 
Nor  think  the  season  long. 

ZSaao  Watts,  alt. 

Doxology, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tate  and  Brsd^. 
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FIBST  PABT. 

The  sweetest  name. 


700 

1  Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  thee 
With  sweetness  fills  the  breast ; 

But  sweeter  far  thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  thy  presence  rest. 

2  No  voice  can  sing,  no  heart  can  frame. 
Nor  can  the  memory  find 

A  sweeter  sound  than  Jesus'  name, 
The  Saviour  of  mankind. 

3  O  Hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 
O  Joy  of  all  the  meek. 

To  tnose  who  ask,  how  kind  thou  art ! 
How  good  to  those  who  seek ! 

4  But  what  to  those  who  find  ?    Ah,  this 
Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show : 

The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is. 
None  but  his  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  thou. 
As  thou  our  prize  wilt  be ; 

In  thee  be  all  our  glory  now. 
And  through  eternity. 

Bernard  of  Clalrvanz.   Tr.  hj  S.  Caswall. 

SECOND   PART. 

f  UX        Tfie  Conqueror  renowned. 

1  O  Jesus,  King  most  wonderful, 
Thou  Conqueror  renowned. 

Thou  sweetness  most  ineffable. 
In  whom  all  joys  are  found ! 

2  When  once  thou  visitest  the  heart. 
Then  truth  begins  to  shine. 

Then  earthly  vanities  depart, 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 


3  O  Jesus,  Light  of  all  below. 
Thou  Fount  of  living  fire. 

Surpassing  all  the  joys  we  know. 
And  all  we  can  desire ! 

4  Jesus,  may  all  confess  thy  name. 
Thy  wondrous  love  adore. 

And,  seeking  thee,  themselves  inflame 
To  seek  thee  more  and  more. 

5  Thee,  Jesus,  may  our  voices  bless ; 
Thee  may  we  love  alone ; 

And  ever  in  our  lives  express 
The  image  of  thine  own. 

Bernard  of  Clairraux.   Tr.  by  B.  Caswall. 


THIBD   PABT. 

f  Ui«        The  Kxn^  in  his  beatUy. 

1  O  Jesus,  thou  the  beauty  art 
Of  angel-worlds  above ; 

Thy  name  is  music  to  the  heart, 
Inflaming  it  with  love. 

2  O  Tesus,  Saviour,  hear  the  sighs 
Which  unto  thee  we  send ; 

To  thee  our  inmost  spirit  cries. 
To  thee  our  prayers  ascend. 

3  Abide  with  us,  and  let  thy  light 
Shine,  Lord,  on  every  heart ; 

Dispel  the  darkness  of  our  night. 
And  joy  to  all  impart. 

4  Jesus,  our  love  and  joy !  to  thee, 
The  Virgin's  holy  Son, 

All  might,  and  praise,  and  glory  be. 
While  endless  ages  run ! 

Bernard  of  Clairvauz.   Tr.  by  B.  GaswaU. 
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7Uo  77i^  rapture  of  love, 

1  O  'TIS  delight  without  alloy, 
Jesus,  to  hear  thy  name : 

My  spirit  leaps  witn  inward  joy  ; 
I  feel  the  sacred  flame. 

2  My  passions  hold  a  pleasing  reign, 
when  love  inspires  my  breast, — 

Love,  the  divinest  of  the  train. 
The  sovereign  of  the  rest. 

8  This  is  the  grace  must  live  and  sing, 
When  faith  and  hope  shall  cease. 

And  sound  from  every  joyful  string 
Through  all  the  realms  of  bliss. 

4  Swift  I  ascend  the  heavenly  place, 
And  hasten  to  my  home ; 

1  leap  to  meet  thy  kind  embrace ; 
1  come,  O  Lord,  I  come. 

6  Sink  down,  ye  separating  hills! 
Let  sin  and  death  remove ; 

'Tis  love  that  drives  my  chariot  wheels, 
And  death  must  yield  to  love. 

Xeaao  Watts. 

7  U  4  Triumphant  jojf. 

1  My  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys. 

The  life  of  my  delights, 
The  glory  of  my  brigntest  daj's, 

And  comfort  of  my  nights! 

5  In  darkest  shades,  if  thou  appear. 
My  dawning  is  begun ; 

Thou  art  my  soul's  bright  morning  star. 
And  thou  my  rising  sun. 
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3  The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine 
With  beams  of  sacred  bliss. 

If  Jesus  shows  his  mercy  mine. 
And  whispers  I  am  his. 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 
At  that  transporting  word, 

Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way, 
To  see  and  praise  my  Lord. 

5  Fearless  of  hell  and  ghastly  death, 
I  'd  break  through  every  foe ; 

The  wings  of  love  and  arms  of  faith 
Would  bear  me  conqueror  through. 

Isaao  Watta. 

4\j%}  Perpetual  praise. 

1  Yes,  1  will  bless  thee,  O  my  God, 
Through  all  my  fleeting  days ; 

And  to  eternity  prolong 
Thy  vast,  thy  boundless  praise. 

2  Nor  shall  my  tongue  alone  proclaim 
The  honors  of  my  God ; 

My  life,  with  all  its  active  powers. 
Shall  spread  thy  praise  abroad. 

3  Nor  will  I  cease  thy  praise  to  siner 
When  death  shall  close  mine  eyes; 

My  thoughts  shall  then  to  nobler  heights 
And  sweeter  raptures  rise. 

4  Then  shall  my  lips,  in  endless  praise. 
Their  grateful  tribute  pay ; 

The  theme  demands  an  angel's  tongue. 
And  an  eternal  day. 

Ottiwell  Hflclabothaai. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
SALOME.       C.  M.  LuDwio  yoN  Bbbthovbn. 


706  Frayer, 

1  Prayer  is  the  breath  of  God  in  man, 
Returning  whence  it  came ; 

Love  is  the  sacred  fire  within, 
And  prayer  the  rising  flame. 

2  It  gives  the  burdened  spirit  ease. 
And  soothes  the  troubled  breast ; 

Yields  comfort  to  the  mourners  here. 
And  to  the  weary  rest. 

.S  When  God  inclines  the  heart  to  pray, 

He  hath  an  ear  to  hear ; 
To  him  there's  music  in  a  groan. 

And  beauty  in  a  tear. 

4  The  humble  suppliant  cannot  fail 

To  have  his  wants  supplied. 
Since  He  for  sinners  intercedes. 

Who  once  for  sinners  died. 

Bgnjamin  Beddome. 

7U7       Prayer  moves  Omnipotence. 

1  There  is  an  eye  that  never  sleeps 
Beneath  the  wing  of  night ; 

There  is  an  ear  that  never  shuts. 
When  sink  the  beams  of  light. 

2  There  is  an  arm  that  never  tires. 
When  human  strength  gives  way ; 

There  is  a  love  that  never  fails. 
When  earthly  loves  decay. 

3  That  eye  is  fixed  on  seraph  throngs ; 
That  arm  upholds  the  sky ; 

That  ear  is  filled  with  angel  songs ; 
That  love  is  throned  on  high. 

4  But  there's  a  power  which  man  can 

wield. 
When  mortal  aid  is  vain. 
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That  eye,  that  arm,  that  love  to  reach. 
That  listening  ear  to  gain. 

5  That  power  is  prayer,  which  soars  on 

high. 
Through  Jesus,  to  the  throne. 
And  moves  the  hand  which  moves  the 

world. 

To  bring  salvation  down. 

John  A.  Wallaoe. 

70o  The  two  worlds. 

1  Unveil,  O  Lord,  and  on  us  shine 
In  glory  and  in  grace ; 

The  gaudy  world  grows  pale  before 
The  beauty  of  thy  face. 

2  Till  thou  art  seen,  it  seems  to  be 
A  sort  of  fairy  ground. 

Where  suns  unsetting  light  the  sky. 
And  flowers  and  fruits  abound. 

3  But  when  thy  keener,  purer  beam 
Is  poured  upon  our  sight. 

It  loses  all  its  power  to  charm. 
And  what  was  day  is  night. 

4  Its  noblest  toils  are  then  the  scourge 
Which  made  thy  blood  to  flow; 

Its  joys  are  but  the  treacherous  thorns 
Which  circled  round  thy  brow. 

5  And  thus,  when  we  renounce  for  thee 
Its  restless  aims  and  fears, 

The  tender  memories  of  the  past. 
The  hopes  of  coming  years, — 

6  Poor  is  our  sacrifice,  whose  eyes 
Are  lighted  from  above; 

We  offer  what  we  cannot  keep, 
What  we  have  ceased  to  love. 

John  H.  Newman. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 


WOODSTOCK.      C.  M. 


Deodatus  Dutton,  Jb. 
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#Uy  Evenhig — solUvde, 

1  I  LOVE  to  Steal  awhile  away 
From  every  cumbering  care, 

And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In  hulnble,  grateful  prayer. 

2  I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 
The  penitential  tear. 

And  all  his  promises  to  plead 
Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

3  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
And  future  good  implore. 

And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven ; 

The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 
While  nere  by  tempests  driven. 

5  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 
May  its  departing  ray 

Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour, 
And  lead  to  endless  day. 

Mrs.  Fhoebe  H.  Brown. 

1 1 U  Whai  is  prai/er  ? 

1  Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 
Uttered  or  unexpressed ; 

The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 
That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 
The  falling  of  a  tear, 

The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye. 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 
That  infant  lips  can  try ; 
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Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice. 
Returning  from  his  ways ; 

While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice 
And  cry,  "  Behold,  he  prays !" 

5  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 
The  Christian's  native  air, 

His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death ; 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

6  O  Thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God, 
The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way; 

The  path  of  prayer  thyself  hast  trod; 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray ! 

James  Montgomory. 

I XX  Comrmjmion  with  God. 

1  Sweet  is  the  prayer  whose  holy  stream 
In  earnest  pleading  flows ; 

Devotion  dwells  upon  the  theme. 
And  warm  and  warmer  glows. 

2  Faith  grasps  the  blessing  she  desires ; 
Hope  points  the  upward  gaze ; 

And  Love,  celestial  Love,  inspires 
The  eloquence  of  praise. 

3  But  sweeter  far  the  still  small  voice. 
Unheard  by  human  ear, 

When  God  has  made  the  heart  rejoice. 
And  dried  the  bitter  tear. 

4  No  accents  flow,  no  words  ascend  ; 
All  utterance  faileth  there ; 

But  God  himself  doth  comprehend 
And  answer  silent  prayer. 

Unknown. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 


il^  Talking  toith  God. 

1  Talk  with  us,  Lord,  thyself  reveal, 
While  here  o'er  earth  we  rove ; 

Speak  to  our  hearts,  and  let  us  feel 
The  kindling  of  thy  love. 

2  With  thee  conversing,  we  forget 
All  time,  and  toil,  and  care ; 

Labor  is  rest,  and  pain  is  sweet. 
If  thou,  my  God,  art  here. 

3  Here,  then,  my  God,  vouchsafe  to  stay, 
And  bid  my  heart  rejoice ; 

My  bounding  heart  shall  own  thy  sway, 
And  echo  to  thy  voice. 

4  Thou  callest  me  to  seek  thy  face, — 
'Tis  all  I  wish  to  seek ; 

To  attend  the  whispers  of  thy  grace. 
And  hear  thee  inly  speak. 

5  Let  this  my  every  hour  employ. 
Till  I  thy  glory  see ; 

Enter  into  my  Master's  joy. 
And  find  my  heaven  in  thee. 

Charles  Weelej. 

%\S      Retirement  and  meditation. 

1  Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee. 
From  strife  and  tumult  far ; 

From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  still 
His  most  successful  war. 

2  The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade. 
With  prayer  and  praise  agree, 

And  seem  by  thy  sweet  bounty  made 
For  those  who  follow  thee. 

3  There,  if  thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul, 
And  grace  her  mean  abode, 

0  with  what  peace,  and  joy,  and  love. 
Does  she  commune  with  God ! 

4  Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life, 
Sweet  Source  of  light  divine, 

And  all  harmonious  names  in  one, 
My  Saviour !  thou  art  mine ! 

5  The  thanks  I  owe  thee,  and  the  love, 
A  boundless,  endless  store, 

Shall  echo  through  the  realms  above 
When  time  shall  be  no  more. 

William  Oowper. 

I X4      Whom  having  not  aeen^  ye  love. 
1  Peter  1:  8. 

1  Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 
That  radiant  form  of  thine ; 

The  veil  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 
Thy  blessed  face  and  mine. 

2  I  see  thee  not,  I  hear  thee  not. 
Yet  art  thou  oft  with  me ; 
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And  earth  hath  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot 
As  where  I  meet  with  thee. 

3  Like  some  bright  dream  that  comes  un- 

sought 
When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll. 
Thine  image  ever  fills  my  thought. 
And  charms  my  ravished  soul. 

4  Yet  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 
Must  rest  in  faith  alone, 

I  love  thee,  dearest  Lord,  and  will. 
Unseen,  but  not  unknown. 

5  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal, 
And  still  this  throbbing  heart. 

The  rending  veil  shall  thee  reveal. 
All-glorious  as  thou  art. 

Bay  Palmer. 

I  iO  Pray  vnthout  ceasing. 

1  Shepherd  Divine,  our  wants  relieve 
In  this  our  evil  day; 

To  all  thy  tempted  followers  give 
The  power  to  watch  and  pray. 

2  Long  as  our  fiery  trials  last. 
Long  as  the  cross  we  bear, 

0  let  our  souls  on  thee  be  cast 
In  never-ceasing  prayer. 

3  Till  thou  thy  perfect  love  impart. 
Till  thou  thyself  bestow. 

Be  this  the  cry  of  every  heart, 
"I  will  not  let  thee  go; 

4  "  I  will  not  let  thee  go,  unless 
Thou  tell  thy  name  to  me. 

With  all  thy  great  salvation  bless. 
And  make  me  all  like  thee. 

5  "Then  let  me  on  the  mountain-top 
Behold  thy  open  face. 

Where  faith  in  sight  is  swallowed  up. 
And  prayer  in  endless  praise." 

Gharlea  Wealey. 

716  The  Lord's  Prayer. 

1  Our  Father,  God,  who  art  in  heaven, 
All  hallowed  be  thy  name ; 

Thy  kingdom  come ;  thy  will  be  done 
In  heaven  and  earth  the  same. 

2  Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread ; 
And  as  we  those  forgave 

Who  sin  against  us,  so  may  we 
Forgiving  grace  receive. 

3  Into  temptation  lead  us  not; 
From  evil  set  us  free ; 

And  thine  the  kingdom,  thine  the  power 
And  glory,  ever  be. 

Artiffllram  Jodaon. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 

HEN  DON.        7.  Rev.  Abraham  Hknki  Cssab  Malav. 
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iin  God  every-where. 

1  They  who  seek  the  throne  of  grace, 
Find  that  throne  in  every  place ; 

If  we  live  a  life  of  prayer, 
God  is  present  every-where. 

2  In  our  sickness  or  our  health. 
In  our  want  or  in  our  wealth. 
If  we  look  to  God  in  prayer, 
God  is  present  every-where. 

3  When  our  earthly  comforts  fail, 
When  the  foes  of  life  prevail, 
'Tis  the  time  for  earnest  prayer ; 
God  is  present  every-where. 

4  Tlien,  mv  soul,  in  every  strait 
To  thy  Fatner  come  and  wait ; 
He  will  answer  every  prayer ; 
God  is  present  every-where. 

Oliver  Holden,  alt. 

SEYMOUR.      7. 


— r 

I  J.  O        Encouragements  to  pray. 

1  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer ; 

He  himself  invites  thee  near, 
Bids  thee  ask  him,  waits  to  hear. 

2  Lord,  I  come  to  thee  for  rest ; 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 

There  thy  blood-bought  right  maintain. 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 

3  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here. 
Let  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 

As  my  guide,  my  guard,  my  friend. 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

4  Show  me  what  I  have  to  do ; 

Every  hour  my  strength  renew ; 

Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith. 

Let  me  die  thy  people's  death. 

John  XTewton. 

From  Carl  Mabia  von  Wkbbk. 
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I  X  ftl    Partnership  of  the  saints  in  light, 

1  Jesus  is  our  common  Lord, 
He  our  loving  Saviour  is ; 

By  his  death  to  life  restored. 
Misery  we  exchange  for  bliss ; 

2  Bliss  to  carnal  minds  unknown, 
O  'tis  more  than  tongue  can  tell ! 

Only  to  believers  shown. 
Glorious  and  unspeakable. 
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3  Christ,  our  Brother  and  our  Friend, 
Shows  us  his  eternal  love : 

Never  shall  our  triumphs  end. 
Till  we  take  our  seats  above. 

4  Let  us  walk  with  him  in  white. 
For  our  bridal  day  prepare. 

For  our  partnership  in  light. 
For  our  glorious  meeting  there. 

Ghailea  1 


THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 


VIENNA.      7. 


From  Rev.  William  IIknrt  Hatiboal. 
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i^\j        The  pilgrims^  song, 

1  Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  we  journey  let  us  sing ; 

Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2  We  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  our  fathers  trod  ; 
They  are  nappy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  O  ye  banished  seed,  be  glad ; 
Christ  our  Advocate  is  made : 
Us  to  save  our  flesh  assumes, 
Brother  to  our  souls  becomes. 

4  Lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light ; 
Zion's  city  is  in  sight ; 

There  our  endless  home  shall  be, 
There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 

5  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  our  land ; 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Father's  Son, 
Bids  us  undismayed  go  on. 

6  Lord,  obediently  we  '11  go. 
Gladly  leaving  all  below : 
Only  thou  our  Leader  be. 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 

John  Cenniok. 

T21     Christy  the  source  of  every  blesai^ig. 

1  Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground, 
Christ,  the  spring  of  all  my  joy. 

Still  in  thee  may  I  be  found. 

Still  for  thee  my  powers  employ. 

2  Fountain  of  overflowing  grace, 
Freely  from  thy  fullness  give ; 

Till  I  close  my  earthly  race. 
May  I  prove  it  "  Christ  to  live ! " 
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3  Firmly  trusting  in  thy  blood. 
Nothing  shall  my  heart  confound  ; 

Safely  I  shall  pass  the  flood. 
Safely  reach  Immanuel's  ground. 

4  When  I  touch  the  blessed  shore, 
Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll, 

Death's  dark  stream  shall  nevermore 
Part  from  thee  my  ravished  soul. 

5  Thus,  O  thus  an  entrance  give 
To  the  land  of  cloudless  sky ; 

Having  known  it  "  Christ  to  live," 
Let  me  know  it  "Gain  to  die." 

Balph  Wardlsiw. 

§  iti     For  humility  atid  protectuyti. 

1  God  of  love,  who  hearest  prayer, 
Kindly  for  thy  people  care, 

Who  on  thee  alone  depend : 
Love  us,  save  us  to  the  end. 

2  Save  us,  in  the  prosperous  hour. 
From  the  flattering  tempter's  power. 
From  his  unsuspected  wiles, 

From  the  world's  pernicious  smiles. 

3  Save  us  from  the  great  and  wise. 
Till  they  sink  in  their  own  eyes. 
Tamely  to  thy  yoke  submit. 

Lay  their  honor  at  thy  feet. 

4  Never  let  the  world  break  in ; 
Fix  a  mighty  gulf  between ; 
Keep  us  little  and  unknown. 
Prized  and  loved  by  God  alone. 

5  Let  us  still  to  thee  look  up. 

Thee,  thy  Israel's  strength  and  hope; 
Nothing  know,  or  seek,  beside 
Jesus^  and  him  crucified. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 


SPANISH     HYMN.      7.  d. 


Spanish  Melody. 
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I  j  SaTioar,  when,  in  dust,  to  thee  low  we  bend  the  sdorinjr  knee;     [ 
I  When,  repentant,  to  the  skies  Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes ;    )  0   by  all  the  pains  and  woe  Suffered  onee  for  mat  below, 

D.  C.  Bending  from  thythroneonhigh,HearonrBoleiin litany! 
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4/^*3  The  Litany. 

1  Saviour,  when,  in  dust,  to  thee 
Low  we  bend  the  adoring  knee ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes ; 

O  by  all  the  pains  and  woe 
Suffered  once  for  man  below. 
Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high. 
Hear  our  solemn  litany ! 

2  By  thy  helpless  infant  years  ; 
By  thy  life  ot  want  and  tears  ; 
By  thy  days  of  sore  distress. 
In  the  savage  wilderness; 

By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power ; 
Turn,  O  turn  a  favoring  eye, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany! 

3  By  the  sacred  griefs  that  wept 
O'er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept; 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flowed 
Over  Salem's  loved  abode; 


BLUMENTHAL.       7.  d. 


By  the  anguished  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  lurked  within  thy  fold ; 
From  thy  seat  above  the  sky, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany! 

4  By  thine  hour  of  dire  despair ; 
By  thine  agony  of  prayer ; 

By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  scorn ; 
By  the  gloom  that  veiled  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice ; 
Listen  to  our  humble  cry, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany ! 

5  By  thy  deep,  expiring  groan ; 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone ; 
By  the  vault  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  God  ; 

O  from  earth  to  heaven  restored. 
Mighty,  re-ascended  Lord, 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 
Of  our  solemn  litany ! 

Sir  Bobert  Qrank. 
Jacob  Blum bnthal. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
BETHANY.      6,  4,  6. 

Ut.  Zd.  FINB.      I  k       I  ) 


Lowell  Mason. 
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I  j  Rearer,  mv  God,  to  thee!    Nearer  to    thee,  / 

'  I  E'en  though  it  be    a  cross  [Omit (That  raiseth  me;     Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  the^ 

D.  C.  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, [Omi^ Near-  er  to  thee ! 


1  <44  Nearer  J  my  Ood,  to  thee. 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer. 
The  sun  gone  down, 

Darkness  be  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stone. 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I  'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,    ^ 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear. 
Steps  unto  heaven ; 

All  that  thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee ! 


4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  thy  praise. 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I  '11  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

5  Or  if,  on  joyful  wing 
Cleaving  the  sky, 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

Mrs.  Sarah  F.  Adams. 
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MORE    LOVE    TO   THEE.       6,  4,  6. 
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William  Howabd  Doanb. 
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1.  More  lore  to  thee,  O  Olirist,  More  love  to  thee !  Hear  thoa  the  prayer  1  make,  On  bended  knee ; 
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Thiif  is    my  earnest  plea,  More  love,  O  Ohrist,  to  thee,  More  love  to  thee !  More  love  to  thee  ! 
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i-^O         More  love  to  Thee. 

2  Once  earthly  joy  I  craved, 

Sought  peace  and  rest ; 
Now  thee  alone  I  seek. 

Give  what  is  best : 
This  all  my  prayer  shall  be. 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee, 

More  love  to  thee ! 

(18) 
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3  Then  shall  my  latest  breath 

Whisper  thy  praise ; 
This  be  the  partmg  cry 

My  heart  shall  raise. 
This  still  its  prayer  shall  be. 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee, 

More  love  to  thee ! 

Mrs.  EUaabeth  P.  Frantlm. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
NETTLETON.      8,  7.  d. 
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7<4b     Hitherto  hcUh  the  Lord  helped  U8, 

1  Sam.  7:  12. 

1  Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace  ; 

Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 

Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet, 
Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 

Praise  the  mount — I  'm  fixed  upon  it — 
Mount  of  thy  redeeming  love ! 

2  Here  I  '11  raise  mine  Ebenezer ; 
Hither  by  thy  help  I  'm  come ; 

And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  nome. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

3  O  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I  'm  constrained  to  be ! 

Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee ! 

Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it. 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love ; 

Here 's  my  heart,  O  take  and  seal  it ; 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 

Bobert  Robinson. 
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i  4i  i        The  harmonious  chorus. 

1  Here  on  earth,  where  foes  surround  us. 
While  our  trembling  souls  within 

Feel  the  fetters  which  have  bound  us. 

Feel  the  burden  of  our  sin ; 
Lord,  on  thee  alone  relying. 

Strength  we  crave  to  burst  our  chain. 
Ever  pleading,  ever  crying, 

"  Lord,  for  us  the  Lamb  was  slain." 

2  In  those  high  and  holy  regions 
Where  the  blest  thy  praise  prolong, 

Cherubs  and  seraphic  legions 
Know  no  theme  of  nobler  song ; 

White-robed  saints,  who  there  adore  thee 
Throned  above  the  glassy  main, 

Sing,  and  cast  their  crowns  before  thee, 
"  Lord,  for  us  the  Lamb  was  slain.*' 

3  Thus  thy  Church,  whatever  her  dwelling, 
Heaven  above  or  earth  below, 

One  harmonious  chorus  swelling. 
Loves  her  Saviour's  praise  to  show: 

Here  in  trial,  there  in  glory. 
Changeless  rings  the  immortal  strain, 

Changeless  sounds  the  wondrous  story, 
*•  Lord,  for  us  the  Lamb  was  slain." 

Unknowa. 
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WHAT  A   FRIEND  WK  HAVE   IN  JESUS.    8,  7.  d.      .  c.  C.  Coima»». 

S    N    . N    . I      N    K    N 
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bear,        AU      be  -  cause  we    do     not     car  -  ry  Ev  -  ery    thing  to     Grod   in    prayer ! 


iiio     WJuU  a  Priend  we  have  in  Jesus/ 

1  What  a  Friend  we  have  in  Jesus, 
All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear ! 

What  a  privilege  to  carry 

Every  thing  to  God  in  prayer ! 

O  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 
O  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 

All  because  we  do  not  carry 
Every  thing  to  God  in  prayer ! 

2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 
Is  there  trouble  anywhere  ? 

We  should  never  be  discouraged. 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful 
Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share  ? 

Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

3  Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden, 
Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care  ? — 

Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge, — 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  theo  ? 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer ; 

In  his  arms  he  '11  take  and  shield  thee, 
Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 

Unknown. 
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iidu  Praise  to  the  Deity. 

1  O  MY  God,  how  thy  salvation 
Fills  my  soul  with  peace  and  joy. 

Patience  gives,  and  consolation 
Which  the  world  cannot  destroy ! 

Praise  to  God,  the  glorious  giver, 
Christ,  the  Saviour  of  the  lost. 

And  the  Comforter  forever. 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost! 

2  For  that  love  whose  tender  mercies 
Purest  joys  do  daily  bring, 

I  will  in  my  life  confess  thee. 
With  my  mouth  thy  praises  sing : 

Praise  to  God,  the  glorious  giver, 
Christ,  the  Saviour  of  the  lost. 

And  the  Comforter  forever. 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

John  8.  B.  MoBsall. 
Doxology. 

Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation  ; 

Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love ; 
Praise  the  Lamb,  our  expiation ; 

Praise  the  Spirit  from  above. 
Author  of  the  new  creation. 

Him  by  whom  our  spirits  live ; 
Undivided  adoration 

To  the  one  Jehovah  give ! 

Josiah  Ctonder,  alt 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
DULCETTA.       8,  7.  Fbom  Ludwio  von  BsKTHOvxir. 
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i  OU  Before  His  cross, 

1  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 
Which  before  the  cross  I  spend ; 

Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing, 
From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Truly  blessed  is  this  station, 
Low  before  his  cross  to  lie. 

While  I  see  divine  compassion 
Beaming  in  his  gracious  eye. 

3  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven 
While  upon  the  cross  I  gaze ; 

Love  I  much  ?  I  've  much  forgiven ; 
I  'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

4  Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing, 
With  my  tears  his  feet  I  '11  bathe ; 

Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding. 
Life  deriving  from  his  death. 

5  Here  in  tender,  grateful  sorrow 
With  my  Saviour  will  I  stay ; 

Here  new  hope  and  strength  will  borrow ; 
Here  will  love  my  fears  away. 

James  Allen,  alt.  I>y  Walter  Shirley. 

I  «51.        Xo,  I  am  with  you  cdway. 

1  Always  with  us,  always  with  us ; — 
Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  love ; 

Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers, 
From  his  dwelling-place  above. 

With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness, 
Sowing  much,  and  reaping  none ; 

Telling  us  that  in  the  future 
Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 

2  With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweeping 
O'er  our  pathway  dark  and  drear; 

Waking  hope  within  our  bosoms, 
Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 
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With  us  in  the  lonely  valley, 

When  we  cross  the  chilling  stream ; 

Lighting  up  the  steps  to  glory 
With  salvation's  radiant  beam. 

Sdwln  E.  Kevtn. 

4  0^  Life  of  life. 

1  Laboring  and  heavy  laden, 
Wanting  help  in  time  of  need. 

Fainting  by  the  way  from  hunger, 
"  Bread  of  life !"  on  thee  we  feed. 

2  Thirsting  for  the  springs  of  waters 
That,  by  love's  eternal  law, 

From  the  stricken  Rock  are  flowing, 
"Well  of  hfe!"  from  thee  we  draw 

3  In  the  land  of  cloud  and  shadow, 
Where  no  human  eye  can  see, 

Light  to  those  who  sit  in  darkness, 
"  Light  of  life !"  we  walk  in  thee. 

4  Thou  the  grace  of  life  supplying, 
Thou  the  crown  of  life  wilt  g^ve ; 

Dead  to  sin,  and  daily  dying, 
" Life  of  life!"  in  thee  we  live. 

John  8.  B.  MoJUelL 

Doxoloffy. 

Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation ; 

Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love ; 
Praise  the  Lamb,  our  expiation ; 

Praise  the  Spirit  from  above, 
Author  of  the  new  creation, 

Him  by  whom  our  spirits  live ; 
Undivided  adoration 

To  the  one  Jehovah  give ! 

JoaJah  Oondar,  lU. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
REGENT    SQUARE.      8,  7,  4,  or  8,  7,  d. 
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f  O  O  Hallelujah. 

1  O  THOU  God  of  my  salvation, 
My  Redeemer  from  all  sin ; 

Moved  by  thy  divine  compassion, 
Who  hast  died  my  heart  to  win, 

I  will  praise  thee ; 
Where  shall  I  thy  praise  begin  ? 

2  Though  unseen,  I  love  the  Saviour ; 
He  hath  brought  salvation  near ; 

Manifests  his  pardoning  favor ; 
And  when  Jesus  doth  appear, 

Soul  and  body 
Shall  his  glorious  image  bear. 

3  While  the  angel  choirs  are  crying, 
"Glory  to  the  great  1  AM," 

I  with  them  will  still  be  vying — 
Glory !  glory  to  the  Lamb ! 

O  how  precious 
Is  the  sound  of  Jesus'  name! 

4  Angels  now  are  hovering  round  us, 
Un  perceived  amid  the  throng ; 

Wondering  at  the  love  that  crowned  us, 
Glad  to  join  the  holy  song : 

Hallelujah, 
Love  and  praise  to  Chnst  belong ! 

Thomas  Olivers. 
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i  «5  4     King  of  heaven,  God  of  grace. 

1  Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven ; 
To  his  feet  thy  tribute  bring ; 

Ransomed,  healed,  restored,  forgiven. 
Evermore  his  praises  sing : 
Hallelujah !  Hallelujah ! 
Praise  the  everlasting  King. 

2  Praise  him  for  his  grace  and  favor 
To  our  fathers  in  distress ; 

Praise  him,  still  the  same  as  ever. 
Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless ; 

Hallelujah !  Hallelujah ! 
Glorious  in  his  faithfulness. 

3  Father-like,  he  tends  and  spares  us. 
Well  our  feeble  frame  he  knows ; 

In  his  hands  he  gently  bears  us. 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes : 

Hallelujah !  Hallelujah ! 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace. 

Henry  F.  I^te  and  Sir  Henxy  W.  Bakm, 

Doxology. 
Great  Jehovah  I  we  adore  thee, 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
God  the  Spirit,  joined  in  glory 
On  the  same  eternal  throne : 

Endless  praises 
To  Jehovah,  Three  in  One! 

wmiam  Goode. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
ST.    CATHERINE.       L.  M.    61.  Adaptkd  by  J.  O.  Wawoh. 


m 


fe 


± 


t 


^0 


i=s- 


"I  I    I  I,     I J     I     I 


^^ 


;^ 


1.0      wondrous  power    of     faith  -  ihl  prayer  !  What  tongue  can  tell  the  al-might  -  y  grace  7 


i^^ 


«^t^4i-«^ 


L  g 

HS> W-i- 


I 


ijzE^ 


f^t 


i^JbJ     J      ^F^^     ih    II        11 — \ — rTT~J=rfJ    J  1   I 
(?nl>;   V-^=^-:»^-g-^-lJ  J    ^54:j     J     J~-J      \  ^^,'    'gp~1 


God's  hands  or      bound  or       o    •  pen     are, 


J    J    J  I  IJ-U^ 


m 


^m 


'i^ 


^: 


-^ 


£ 


Let    Mo  -  ses    in      the    Spir  -  it     groan,    And   Gk>d  cries  out,  <'  Let     me       a  -  lone ! 


r    r  r '      » — ^w — ^ — i — - 


I 


iOO  TJie  power  of  prayer. 

1  O  WONDROUS  power  of  faithful  prayer! 
What  tongue  can  tell  the  almighty  grace  ? 

God's  hands  or  bound  or  open  are, 

As  Moses  or  Elijah  prays ; 
Let  Moses  in  the  Spirit  groan, 
And  God  cries  out,  "  Let  me  alone ! 

2  "  Let  me  alone,  that  all  my  wrath 
May  rise  the  wicked  to  consume ; 

While  justice  hears  thy  praying  faith. 

It  cannot  seal  the  sinner's  doom : 
My  Son  is  in  my  servant's  prayer. 
And  Jesus  forces  me  to  spare. ' 

3  Father,  we  ask  in  Jesus*  name, 
In  Jesus'  power  and  spirit  pray; 

Divert  thy  vengeful  thunder's  aim, 

O  turn  thy  threatening  wrath  away ! 
Our  guilt  and  punishment  remove. 
And  magnify  thy  pardoning  love. 

4  Father,  regard  thy  pleading  Son ! 
Accept  his  all-availing  prayer. 

And  send  a  peaceful  answer  down. 

In  honor  of  our  Spokesman  there, 

Whose  blood  proclaims  our  sins  forgiven. 

And  speaks  thy  rebels  up  to  heaven. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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i  Ot>  Jesus  ally  and  in  all, 

1  Thou  hidden  Source  of  calm  repose. 
Thou  all-sufficient  Love  divine. 

My  help  and  refuge  from  my  foes. 
Secure  I  am  while  thou  art  mine : 

And  lo !  from  sin,  and  gfrief,  and  shame, 

1  hide  me,  Jesus,  in  thy  name. 

2  Thy  mighty  name  salvation  is. 
And  keeps  my  happy  soul  above : 

Comfort  it  brings,  and  power,  and  peace. 

And  joy,  and  everlasting  love : 
To  me,  with  thy  great  name,  are  given 
Pardon,  and  holiness,  and  heaven.  . 

3  Jesus,  my  all  in  all  thou  art ; 
My  rest  in  toil,  my  ease  in  pain ; 

The  medicine  of  my  broken  heart ; 

In  war,  my  peace ;  in  loss,  my  gain ; 
My  smile  beneath  the  tyrant's  frown ; 
In  shame,  my  glory  ana  my  crown : 

4  In  want,  my  plentiful  supply ; 

In  weakness,  my  almighty  power; 
In  bonds,  my  perfect  liberty ; 

My  light,  in  Satan's  darkest  hour; 
In  grief,  my  joy  unspeakable ; 
My  life  in  death,  my  all  in  all. 

Charles  Wesley. 


THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 


FIB8T  PABT. 

i0  4       WrestUng  Jacob — the  struggle. 

1  Come,  O  thou  Traveler  unknown, 
Whom  still  I  hold,  but  cannot  see ; 

My  company  before  is  gone, 

And  I  am  left  alone  with  thee : 
With  thee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay, 
And  wrestle  till  the  break  of  day. 

2  I  need  not  tell  thee  who  I  am. 
My  sin  and  misery  declare ; 

Thyself  hast  called  me  by  my  name, 

Look  on  thy  hands,  and  read  it  there : 
But  who,  I  ask  thee,  who  art  thou  ? 
Tell  me  thy  name,  and  tell  me  now. 

3  In  vain  thou  strugglest  to  get  free, 
I  never  will  unloose  my  hold : 

Art  thou  the  Man  that  died  for  me? 

The  secret  of  thy  love  unfold : 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  thee  go, 
Till  I  thy  name,  thy  nature  know. 

4  Wilt  thou  not  yet  to  me  reveal 
Thy  new,  unutterable  name  ? 

Tell  me,  I  still  beseech  thee,  tell ; 
To  know  it  now  resolved  I  am : 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  thee  go, 
Till  I  thy  name,  thy  nature  know. 

5  What  though  my  shrinking  flesh  com- 

plain, 

And  murmur  to  contend  so  long? 
I  rise  superior  to  my  pain ; 

When  I  am  weak,  then  I  am  strong : 
And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fail, 
I  shall  with  the  God-man  prevail. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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1  Yield  to  me  now,  for  I  am  weak. 
But  confident  in  self-despair ; 

Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessing  speak, 

Be  conquered  by  my  instant  prayer : 
Speak,  or  thou  never  hence  shalt  move. 
And  tell  me  if  thy  name  be  Love. 

2  'Tis  Love!  'tis  Love  I  thou  diedst  for  me! 
I  hear  thy  whisper  in  my  heart ; 

The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee ; 

Pure,  universal  love  thou  art : 
To  me,  to  all,  thy  bowels  move ; 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 

3  My  prayer  hath  power  with  God ;  the 

grace 

Unspeakable  I  now  receive ; 
Through  faith  I  see  thee  face  to  face, 

I  see  thee  face  to  face,  and  live! 
In  vain  I  hav^  not  wept  and  strove ; 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 


4  I  know  thee,  Saviour,  who  thou  art, 
Jesus,  the  feeble  sinner's  Friend ; 

Nor  wilt  thou  with  the  night  depart. 
But  stay  and  love  me  to  the  end : 

Thy  mercies  never  shall  remove ; 

Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

THIRD  PART. 

»o\j  Victorious  rapture. 

1  The  Sun  of  righteousness  on  me 
Hath  risen  with  healing  in  his  wings : 

Withered  my  nature's  strength,  from  thee 

My  soul  its  life  and  succor  brings : 
My  help  is  all  laid  up  above ; 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 

2  Contented  now,  upon  my  thigh 

I  halt,  till  life's  short  journey  end ; 
All  helplessness,  all  weakness,  I 

On  thee  alone  for  strength  depend. 
Nor  have  I  power  from  thee  to  move ; 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 

3  Lame  as  I  am,  I  take  the  prey ; 

Hell,  earth,  and  sin,  with  ease  o'ercome; 
I  leap  for  joy,  pursue  my  way, 

And  as  a  bounding  hart  fly  home. 
Through  all  eternity  to  prove 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 

Charles  Wesl^. 
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[L.  P.  M.   Tune,  NaahvlUe.   Page  178.] 
Everlasting  praises. 

1  I  'll  praise  my  Maker  while  I  've  breath. 
And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death. 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers ; 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past, 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last. 

Or  immortality  endures. 

2  Happy  the  man  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God ;  he  made  the  sky. 

And  earth,  and  seas,  with  all  their  train ; 
His  truth  forever  stands  secure ; 
He  saves  the  oppressed,  he  feeds  the  poor, 

And  none  shall  find  his  promise  vain. 

3  The  Lord  pours  eye-sight  on  the  blind ; 
The  Lord  supports  the  fainting  mind  ; 

He  sends  the  laboring  conscience  peace; 
He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress. 
The  widow  and  the  fatherless. 

And  grants  the  prisoner  sweet  release. 

4  I  '11  praise  him  while  he  lends  me  breath, 
And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death. 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers ; 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past. 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN —PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
FADE,  FADE,  EACH  EARTHLY  JOY.     6,4,6.  Tubodoeb  E.  Pmkim. 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy;  Je-BQB  is    mine.       Break  every    tender    tie;       Je  -  siu  is  mine. 
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1  Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Break  every  tender  tie ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Dark  is  the  wilderness. 
Earth  has  no  resting-place, 
Jesus  alone  can  bless ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

2  Tempt  not  my  soul  away ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Here  would  I  ever  stay ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Perishing  things  of  clay, 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day, 
Pass  from  my  heart  away ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

3  Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Lost  in  this  dawning  bright, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried 
Left  but  a  dismal  void ; 
Jesus  has  satisfied; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

4  Farewell,  mortality; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Welcome,  eternity ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Welcome,  O  loved  and  blest. 
Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest. 
Welcome,  my  Saviour's  breast; 

Jesus  is  mine^ 

Horatliu  Bonar. 
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#4/4     I  give  myself  to  Thee, 

1  Saviour,  who  died  for  me, 

1  give  myself  to  thee ; 
Thy  love,  so  full,  so  free, 

Claims  all  my  powers. 
Be  this  my  purpose  high. 
To  serve  thee  till  I  die. 
Whether  my  path  shall  lie 

'Mid  thorns  or  flowers. 

2  But,  Lord,  the  flesh  is  weak; 
Thy  gracious  aid  I  seek, 

For  thou  the  word  must  speak, 

That  makes  me  strong. 
Then  let  me  hear  thy  voice. 
Thou  art  my  only  choice ; 

0  bid  my  heart  rejoice, 
Be  thou  my  song. 

3  May  it  be  joy  to  me 
To  follow  only  thee ; 
Thy  faithful  servant  be, 

Thine  to  the  end. 
For  thee,  I  '11  do  and  dare. 
For  thee,  the  cross  I  '11  bear. 
To  thee  direct  my  prayer, 

On  thee  depend. 

4  Saviour,  with  me  abide ; 
Be  ever  near  my  side ; 
Support,  defend,  and  guide ; 

I  look  to  thee. 

1  lay  my  hand  in  thine. 
And  fleeting  joys  resign. 
If  I  may  call  thee  mine 

Eternally, 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
AHIELi.       C.  P.   M.  Arr.  BT  LowxLL  Mason. 
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I  4«5      J!faA:e  jffiw  praise  glorious, 

1  O  COULD  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 

0  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth. 
Which  in  my  Saviour  shine, 

1  'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  divine. 

2  I  'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt. 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin,  and  wrath  divine ; 
I  *d  sing  his  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  I  'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears. 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wears. 

Exalted  on  his  throne ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  his  glories  known. 

4  Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home. 

And  I  shall  see  his  face ; 

Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

A  blest  eternity  I  '11  spend. 

Triumphant  in  his  grace. 

flkunuel  M^dle^ 


276 


#44  Always  rejoicing 

1  How  happy,  gracious  Lord,  are  we, 
Divinely  drawn  to  follow  thee ! 

Whose  hours  divided  are 
Betwixt  the  mount  and  multitude-; 
Our  day  is  spent  in  doing  good. 

Our  night  in  praise  and  prayer. 

2  With  us  no  melancholy  void. 
No  moment  lingers  unemployed. 

Or  unimproved,  below : 
Our  weariness  of  life  is  gone. 
Who  live  to  serve  our  God  alone. 

And  only  thee  to  know. 

3  The  winter's  night,  the  summer's  day, 
Glide  imperceptibly  away. 

Too  short  to  sing  thy  praise ; 
Too  few  we  find  the  happy  hours. 
And  haste  to  join  those  heavenly  powers 

In  everlasting  lays. 

4  With  all  who  chant  thy  name  on  high, 
And,  "  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, — 

A  bright,  harmonious  throng ! 
We  long  thy  praises  to  repeat, 
And  ceaseless  sing  around  thy  seat 

The  new,  eternal  song. 

Charles  Weslej. 
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ask,    is     given  :    God  comes  down ;  the  God  and  Lord     Who    made  both  earth  and  heaven. 
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PIRST  PART. 

•  4&      My  help  Cometh  from  tlie  Lord, 

Ps.  121:  2. 

1  To  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
The  everlasting  hills ; 

Streaming  thence  in  fresh  supplies, 

My  soul  the  Spirit  feels  : 
Will  he  not  his  help  afford  ? 

Help,  while  yet  I  ask,  is  given : 
God  comes  down ;  the  God  and  Lord 

Who  made  both  earth  and  heaven. 

2  Faithful  soul,  pray  always ;  pray, 
And  still  in  God  confide ; 

He  thy  feeble  steps  shall  stay, 

Nor  suffer  thee  to  slide ; 
Lean  on  thy  Redeemer's  breast ; 

He  thy  quiet  spirit  keeps  ; 
Rest  in  him,  securely  rest ; 

Thy  Watchman  never  sleeps. 

3  Neither  sin,  nor  earth,  nor  hell, 
Thy  Keeper  can  surprise ; 

Careless  slumbers  cannot  steal 

On  his  all-seeing  eyes ; 
He  is  Israel's  sure  defense; 

Israel  all  his  care  shall  prove ; 

Kept  by  watchful  providence. 

And  ever-waking  love. 

Charles  Weslejr. 
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746     The  Lord  i»  thy  Keeper. —V^,  121:  5. 

1  See  the  Lord,  thy  Keeper,  stand 
Omnipotently  near : 

Lo !  he  holds  thee  by  thy  hand. 

And  banishes  thy  fear : 
Shadows  with  his  wings  thy  head ; 

Guards  from  all  impending  harms ; 
Round  thee  and  beneath  are  spread 

The  everlasting  arms. 

2  Christ  shall  bless  thy  going  out. 
Shall  bless  thy  coming  in ; 

Kindly  compass  thee  about. 
Till  thou  art  saved  from  sin ; 

Like  thy  spotless  Master,  thou. 
Filled  with  wisdom,  love,  and  power, 

Holy,  pure,  and  perfect  now. 
Henceforth,  and  evermore. 

Caiarles  Weal^. 
Doxology.  7,  e.  8. 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Thy  Godhead  we  adore. 
Join  we  with  the  heavenly  host 

To  praise  thee  evermore ! 
Live,  by  earth  and  heaven  adored. 

The  Three  in  One,  the  One  in  Three; 
Holy,  holy,  holy.  Lord, 

All  glory  be  to  thee  ! 

Charles  Weslegr. 
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T4T  Preciousness  of  Jemu. 

1  How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours 
When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see ! 

Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and  sweet 
flowers. 

Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  to  me ; 
The  midsummer  sun  shines  but  dim, 

The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gay ; 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  him, 

December's  as  pleasant  as  May. 

2  His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume. 
And  sweeter  than  music  his  voice; 

His  presence  disperses  my  gloom, 
And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice ; 

I  should,  were  he  always  thus  nigh. 
Have  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear ; 

No  mortal  so  happy  as  I, 

My  summer  would  last  all  the  year. 

3  Content  with  beholding  his  face. 
My  all  to  his  pleasure  resigned. 

No  changes  of  season  or  place 
Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind : 

While  blest  with  a  sense  of  his  love, 
A  palace  a  toy  would  appear ; 

And  prisons  would  palaces  prove. 
If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 
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4  My  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  thine. 
If  thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song, 

Say,  why  do  I  languish  and  pine  ? 
And  why  are  my  winters  so  long  ? 

0  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  my  sky. 
Thy  soul-cheering  presence  restore ; 

Or  take  me  to  thee  up  on  high. 
Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more. 

John  ITewton. 

•  4  O     Lotiging  for  closer  comrn'union. 

1  Thou  Shepherd  of  Israel,  and  mine. 
The  joy  and  desire  of  my  heart, 

For  closer  communion  I  pine, 
I  long  to  reside  where  thou  art : 

The  pasture  I  languish  to  find. 
Where  all,  who  their  Shepherd  obey. 

Are  fed,  on  thy  bosom  reclined. 
And  screened  from  the  heat  of  the  day. 

2  'Tis  there,  with  the  lambs  of  thy  flock, 
There  only,  I  covet  to  rest ; 

To  lie  at  the  foot  of  the  rock. 
Or  rise  to  be  hid  in  thy  breast : 

'Tis  there  I  would  always  abide. 
And  never  a  moment  depart. 

Concealed  in  the  cleft  of  thy  side. 
Eternally  held  in  thy  heart. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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74  y     ^TAe  tender  mercy  of  the  Lord, 

1  O  BLESS  the  Lord ,  my  soul ! 
His  grace  to  thee  proclaim ; 

And  all  that  is  within  me,  join 
To  bless  his  holy  name. 

2  The  Lord  forgives  thy  sins, 
Prolongs  thy  feeble  breath ; 

He  healeth  thine  infirmities, 
And  ransoms  thee  from  death. 

3  He  clothes  thee  with  his  love, 
Upholds  thee  with  his  truth ; 

And  like  the  eagle  he  renews 
The  vigor  of  thy  youth. 

4  Then  bless  his  holy  name 

Whose  grace  hath  made  thee  whole ; 
Whose  loving-kindness  crowns  thy  days 
O  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 

Isaao  Watts,  alt. 

iWJ  Pray  evermore, 

1  Come  at  the  morning  hour, 
Come,  let  us  kneel  and  pray ; 

Prayer  is  the  Christian  pilgrim's  staff 
To  walk  with  God  all  day. 

2  At  noon,  beneath  the  Rock 
Of  a^es,  rest  and  pray ; 

Sweet  is  that  shelter  from  the  sun 
In  weary  heat  of  day. 

3  At  evening,  in  thy  home. 
Around  its  altar,  pray ; 

And  finding  there  the  house  of  God, 
With  heaven  then  close  the  day. 
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4  When  midnight  veils  our  eyes, 

O  it  is  sweet  to  say, 
"I  sleep,  but  my  heart  waketh.  Lord, 

With  thee  to  watch  and  pray/* 

#  ^x         Heaven  upon  earth. 

1  My  God,  my  Life,  my  Love, 
To  thee,  to  thee  I  call; 

1  cannot  live  if  thou  remove, 

For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  Thy  shining  grace  can  cheer 
This  dungeon  where  I  dwell ; 

'Tis  paradise  when  thou  art  here ; 
If  thou  depart,  'tis  hell. 

3  The  smilings  of  thy  face. 
How  amiable  they  are ! 

'Tis  heaven  to  rest  in  thine  embrace. 
And  nowhere  else  but  there. 

4  Not  all  the  harps  above 
Can  make  a  heavenly  place. 

If  God  his  residence  remove. 
Or  but  conceal  his  face. 

5  Thou-  art  the  sea  of  love. 
Where  all  my  pleasures  roll : 

The  circle  where  my  passions  move, 
And  center  of  my  soul. 

Isaao  Watts. 
Doxology. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  forever  be. 

John  Wesley. 
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THE     HOUR    OF     PRAYER.        8,8,8,4.         Rbv.  John  Bacchus  Dtkm. 
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lO^  iTAe  Aowr  of  pt^ayer. 

2  Blest  is  that  tranquil  hour  of  mom, 
And  blest  that  solemn  hour  of  eve, 

When,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upborne. 
The  world  I  leave. 

3  Then  is  my  strength  by  thee  renewed  ; 
Then  are  my  sins  by  thee  forgiven ; 

Then  dost  thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

4  No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 
Here  for  my  every  want  I  find ; 

SUPPLICATION.      S.  M. 
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What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for  grief. 
What  peace  of  mind. 

5  Hushed  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear ; 
My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay ; 

And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

6  Lord,  till  I  reach  that  blissful  shore, 
No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be. 

As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  thee. 

CSharlotte  Elliott. 
Joseph  Basnbt. 
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I  0«5       The  spirit  of  prayer, 
1  The  praying  spirit  breathe. 

The  watching  power  impart, 
From  all  entanglements  beneath 

Call  off  my  peaceful  heart ; 
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My  feeble  mind  sustain. 

By  worldly  thoughts  oppressed ; 
Appear,  and  bid  me  turn  again 

To  my  eternal  rest. 

2  Swift  to  my  rescue  come, 

Thine  own  this  moment  seize ; 
Gather  my  wandering  spirit  home. 

And  keep  in  perfect  peace : 
Suffered  no  more  to  rove 

O'er  all  the  earth  abroad. 
Arrest  the  prisoner  of  thy  love. 

And  shut  me  up  in  God. 

Ghailas  Weilflj. 
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•  O  4         /  lay  vny  sins  on  Jesus, 

2  1  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus ; 
All  fullness  dwells  in  him ; 

He  healeth  my  diseases, 
He  doth  my  soul  redeem : 

I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 
My  burdens  and  my  cares ; 

He  from  them  all  releases, 
He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 

3  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 
This  weary  soul  of  mine ; 

His  right  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  his  breast  recline : 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord  ; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes, 

His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 
Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild ; 

I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

The  Father's  holy  child : 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng, 
To  sing  with  saints  his  praises. 

And  learn  the  angels'  song. 

Horatiits  Bonar. 


280 


•  OO    Ne)}€r  separated  from  Christ, 

1  I  KNOW  no  life  divided, 

O  Lord  of  life,  from  thee ; 
In  thee  is  life  provided 

For  all  mankind  and  me: 

1  know  no  death,  O  Jesus, 
Because  I  live  in  thee ; 

Thy  death  it  is  which  frees  us 
From  death  eternally. 

2  I  fear  no  tribulation. 
Since,  whatsoe'er  it  be, 

It  makes  no  separation 
Between  my  Lord  and  me. 

If  thou,  my  God  and  Teacher, 
Vouchsafe  to  be  my  own. 

Though  poor,  I  shall  be  richer 
Than  monarch  on  his  throne. 

3  If,  while  on  earth  I  wander, 
My  heart  is  light  and  blest, 

Ah,  what  shall  I  be  yonder. 
In  perfect  peace  and  rest  ? 

O  blessed  thought !  in  dying 
We  go  to  meet  the  Lord, 

Where  there  shall  be  no  sighing, 
A  kingdom  our  reward. 

Oarl  J.  P.  Bpitta.   Tv.  ^  B.  MaMie. 
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I    LOVE    TO    TELL    THE    STORY.       7,  6.  Whxiam  6.  Fimhu. 
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love    to    tell  the  sto  -  rj,     Be  -  cause  I  know  'tis 


:tc^==t: 


Chorus. 


story,   Twill  be  my  theme  in  glory,  To    tell 


the  old,  old    sto  -  ry     Of    Je-sas  and  his  love. 


/t>D  Hove  to  tell  the  story. 

1  I  LOVE  to  tell  the  story, 

Of  unseen  things  above, 
Of  Jesus  and  his  glory, 

Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 

1  love  to  tell  the  story, 
Because  I  know  *tis  true ; 

It  satisfies  my  longings, 
As  nothing  else  can  do. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

'Twill  be  my  theme  in  glory, 
To  tell  the  old,  old  story 
Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 

2  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 
More  wonderful  it  seems 

Than  all  the  golden  fancies 

Of  all  our  golden  dreams. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story. 

It  did  so  much  for  me ; 
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And  that  is  just  the  reason 
I  tell  it  now  to  thee. 

3  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 
Tis  pleasant  to  repeat 

What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 
More  wonderfully  sweet. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story; 
For  some  have  never  heard 

The  message  of  salvation 
From  God's  own  holy  word. 

4  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 
For  those  who  know  it  best 

Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 
To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 

And  when,  in  scenes  of  glofy, 
I  sing  the  new,  new  song, 

'Twill  be  the  old,  old  story 
That  I  have  loved  so  long. 

Catluuflne 
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1.  My    God,       I         am    thine ;  what   a     com  -   fort     di  -  vine,    What   a      bless  -  ing     to 
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And  my    heart  doth  re 
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jjpice    at     the    sound  of     his    name. 
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•  O  •  TAtf  foretaste  of  endless  bliss. 

2  True  pleasures  abound  in  the  rapturous 

sound, 
And  whoever  hath  found  it,  hath  paradise 

found : 
My  Redeemer  to  know,  to  feel  his  blood  flow, 
This  is  life  everlasting — 'tis  heaven  below. 

3  Yet  onward  I  haste  to  the  heavenly  feast ; 
That  indeed  is  the  fullness,  but  this  is  the 

taste ; 
And  this  I  shall  prove,  till  with  joy  I  remove 
To  the  heaven  of  heavens  in  Jesus's  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

^  [10,11.   Tuue,  Lyons.    Page  168.] 

T5o  WorlcUy  vanity  rejiounced. 

O  TELL  me  no  more  of  this  world's  vain 

store. 
The  time  for  such  trifles  with  me  now  is  o'er; 
A    country    I've   found  where   true   joys 

abound. 
To  dwell   I'm  determined  on  that  happy 

ground. 

2  The  souls  that  believe  in  paradise  live. 
And  me  in  that  number  will  Jesus  receive: 
My  soul,  don't  delay ;  he  calls  thee  away ; 
Rise,  follow  thy  Saviour,  and  bless  the  glad 
day. 
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3  No  mortal  doth  know  what  he  can  bestow. 
What  light,  strength,  and  comfort — go  after 

him,  go ; 
Lo,  onward  I  move  to  a  city  above, 
None  guesses  how  wondrous  my  journey 

will  prove. 

4  Great  spoils  I  shall  win  from  death,  hell, 

and  sin, 
'Midst  outward  afflictions  shall  feel  Christ 

within : 
And  when  I  *m  to  die,  "  Receive  me,"  I  '11  cry. 
For  Jesus  hath  loved  me,  I  cannot  tell  why : 

5  But  this  I  do  find,  we  two  are  so  joined. 
He'll  not  live  in  glory  and  leave  me  be- 
hind: 

So  this  is  the  race  I'm  running  through 

grace, 
Henceforth,  till  admitted  to  see  my  Lord's 

face. 

6  And  now  I  'm  in  care  my  neighbors  may 

share 
These  blessings :  to  seek  them  will  none  of 

you  dare.^ 
In  bondage,  O  why,  and  death  will  you  lie. 
When  one  here  assures  you  friee  grace  is  so 

nigh? 

John  GambolA. 
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MEDITATION.        11,8.  Frekmam  Lrwis,  arr.  by  h.  p.  MaiH. 
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1.  O      ThoQ,  in  whose  presence  xaj   >oul  takes  de-light,      On  whom  in  af  -  fliction    I    call, 

1^  ^  .a.    JL   . 
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My    com-fort   by    day,  and  my  song  in  the  night,    My       hope,  my  sal  -  va  -  tion,  my    all ! 
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II  I       '       I 

Toy  .^  Beloved. 

2  Where  dost  thou,  dear  Shepherd,  resort 

with  thy  sheep. 
To  feed  them  in  pastures  of  love  ? 
Say,  why  in  the  valley  of  death  should  I  weep. 
Or  alone  in  this  wilderness  rove  ? 

3  O  why  should  I  wander  an  alien  from  thee. 

Or  cry  in  the  desert  for  bread  ? 
Thy  foes  will  rejoice  when  my  sorrows  they  see. 
And  smile  at  the  tears  I  have  shed. 

4  Ye  daughters  of  Zion,  declare,  have  you 

seen 
The  star  that  on  Israel  shone  .'* 


Say,  if  in  your  tents  my  Beloved  has  been. 
And  where  with  his  flocks  he  is  gone. 

5  He  looks !  and  ten  thousands  of  angels 

rejoice. 
And  myriads  wait  for  his  word  ; 
He  speaks!  and  eternity,  filled  with  his  voice, 
Re-echoes  the  praise  of  the  Lord. 

6  Dear   Shepherd,  I  hear,  and  will  follow 

thy  call ; 
I  know  the  sweet  sound  of  thy  voice  : 
Restore  and  defend  me,  for  thou  art  my  all, 
And  in  thee  I  will  ever  rejoice. 

Joseph  Swain. 


I    NEED    THEE    EVERY    HOUR.      6,4,7. 


1. 1      need  thee  every  hour,  Most  gracious  Lord  ;  No  tender  voict 


Bry.  Bobbrt  Lowry. 
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1. 1      need  thee  every  hour,  Most  gracious  Lord  ;  No  tender  voice  like  thine  Can  peace  afford. 
2. 1      need  thee  every  hour;  Stay  thou  near  by ;  Temptations  lose  their  power  When  thou  art  nigh. 
3. 1      need  thee  every  hour,  In        joy     or  pain ;  Oome  quickly  and  a-bide,     Or     life    is    vain. 
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Befrain. 


I  need  thee,  O    I  need  thee;  Every  hour  I  need  thee;  O  bless  me  now,  my  Saviour,  I  come  to  thee ! 


g^FTr  Tire 


TuU     I  need  Thee  every  hour, 
4.  I  need  thee  every  hour ; 

Teach  me  thy  will ; 
And  thy  rich  promises 

In  me  fultill. 

(19) 


5  I  need  thee  every  hour, 

Most  Holy  One ; 
O  make  me  thine  indeed, 

Thou  blessed  Son ! 
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Mrs.  Annie  8.  Hawks. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
BROWNE.       6,  8,  4.  ♦  Mws  Mabt  A»ini  Browki. 
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view  the  verdant  scene,  Where  limpid      wa  •  ters  gent  -  ly  glide  Through  past    -   nres  green. 


/ul  Exultant  tnist, 

1  My  Shepherd's  mighty  aid, 
His  dear  redeeming  love, 

His  all-protecting  power  displayed, 

I  joy  to  prove : 
Led  onward  by  my  guide, 

I  view  the  verdant  scene, 
Where  limpid  waters  gently  glide 

Through  pastures  green. 

2  In  error's  maze  my  soul 
Shall  wander  now  no  more ; 

His  Spirit  shall,  with  sweet  control, 

The  lost  restore ; 
My  willing  steps  shall  lead 

In  paths  of  righteousness ; 
His  power  defend ;  his  bounty  feed ; 

His  mercy  bless. 


3  Affliction's  deepest  gloom 
Shall  but  his  love  display ; 

He  will  the  vale  of  death  illume 

With  living  ray : 
My  failing  flesh  his  rod 

Shall  thankfully  adore ; 
My  heart  shall  vindicate  my  God 

For  evermore. 

4  His  goodness  ever  nigh, 
His  mercy  ever  free. 

Shall  while  I  live,  shall  when  I  die, 

Still  follow  me ; 
Forever  shall  my  soul 

His  boundless  blessings  prove ; 
And  while  eternal  ages  roll, 

Adore  and  love. 

Tlumiaa  Boberts. 


OLIVET.      6,  4. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN— PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 
OLIVET.      6,  A.—Continued. 
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iU/^  Be/ore  the  cross. 

1  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine : 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away, 
O  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  thine. 

2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  tainting  heart, 

*My  zeal  inspire; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be,- 
A  living  fire. 

NEW     HAVEN.      6,  4. 


3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread. 

Be  thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day. 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream. 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll; 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 
O  bear  me  safe  above, — 

A  ransomed  soul. 

Bay  Balmer. 


Thomas  Hastimchi. 
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Saviour  di  -   vine:     Now  hear  me 


I 


*^ 


while   I  pray,    Take  all  my  gttilt     a  •  way,     O       let  me    from  this  day     Be     wholly    thine. 
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1.  O     where     are    Ungs    and     em  -  piree     now, 


Of  old        that    went       and    came? 
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I OO  Tlie  Church  immovable. 

1  O  WHERE  are  kings  and  empires  now, 
Of  old  that  went  and  came  ? 

But,  Lord,  thy  Church  is  praying  yet, 
A  thousana  years  the  same. 

2  We  mark  her  goodly  battlements, 
And  her  foundations  strong; 

We  hear  within  the  solemn  voice 
Of  her  unending  song. 

3  For  not  like  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Thy  holy  Church,  O  God ! 

Though  earthquake  shocks  are  threaten- 
ing her, 
And  tempests  are  abroad ; 

4  Unshaken  as  eternal  hills. 
Immovable  she  stands, 

A  mountain  that  shall  fill  the  earth, 
A  house  not  made  by  hands. 

A.  Olevelaad  Ooxe. 
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Founded  on  a  Rock. 
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1  With  stately  towers  and  bulwarks  strong, 
Unrivaled  and  alone, 

Loved  theme  of  many  a  sacred  song, 
God's  holy  city  shone. 

2  Thus  fair  was  Zion's  chosen  seat. 
The  glory  of  all  lands ; 

Yet  fairer,  and  in  strength  complete. 
The  Christian  temple  stands. 

3  The  faithful  of  each  clime  and  age 
This  glorious  Church  compose ; 

Built  on  a  Rock,  with  idle  rage 
The  threatening  tempest  blows. 

4  Fear  not ;  though  hostile  bands  alarm. 
Thy  God  is  thy  defense ; 

And  weak  and  powerless  every  arm 
Against  Omnipotence. 


Harriet  Auber. 


/DO  The  kingdoms  one. 

1  Happy  the  souls  to  Jesus  joined. 
And  saved  by  g^ace  alone ; 

Walking  in  all  his  ways,  they  find 
Their  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

2  The  Church  triumphant  in  thy  love. 
Their  mighty  joys  we  know : 

They  sing  the  Lamb  in  hymns  above. 
And  we  in  hymns  below. 

3  Thee  in  thy  glorious  realm  they  praise. 
And  bow  before  thy  throne ; 

We  in  the  kingdom  of  thy  grace : 
The  kingdoms  are  but  one. 

4  The  holy  to  the  holiest  leads. 
And  thence  our  spirits  rise ; 

For  he  that  in  thy  statutes  treads 
Shall  meet  thee  in  the  skies. 

Charles  Wesley. 

I  Ul)  TJie  sure  FoundaJHon. 

1  Behold  the  sure  Foundation-stone 
Which  God  in  Zion  lays. 

To  build  our  heavenly  hopes  upon. 
And  his  eternal  praise. 

2  Chosen  of  God,  to  sinners  dear, 
We  now  adore  thy  name; 

We  trust  our  whole  salvation  here. 
Nor  can  we  suffer  shame. 

3  The  foolish  builders,  scribe  and  priest. 
Reject  it  with  disdain ; 

Yet  on  this  Rock  the  Church  shall  rest. 
And  envy  rage  in  vain. 

4  What  though  the  gates  of  hell  withstood  ? 
Yet  must  this  building  rise ; 

'Tis  thine  own  work.  Almighty  God, 
And  wondrous  in  our  eyes. 
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ZION.      8,  7,  4. 


Thomas  IlAsnNGA. 


I 


» 


^^eM 


==iM 


^T^ 


13 


7=^ 


i 


-n-r 


t=i 


9 


2g: 


* 


^  (On    the  moTintain'stop     ap -pear-ing, 
(  Welcome  news  to      2u  -  on    oear-ing, 


Lo!   the 
Zi  -  on, 


sa   • 
long 


cred  her  -  aid  stands, 


in    hos  -  tile  lands  :  5  Mourning 


A 


i 


I 


-N- 


g-ig  f  i  'g 


captive!  Godhimself  shall  loose  thy  bands.  Mourning  captive!  God    himself  shall  loose  thy  bands. 
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I  b  T  G^«?  w«««  /or  Zion. 

1  On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 
Lo !  the  sacred  herald  stands, 

Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 
Zion»  long  in  hostile  lands  : 

Mourning  captive ! 
God  himself  shall  loose  thy  bands. 

2  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful  ? 
Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved  ? 

Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 
By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved  ? 

Cease  thy  mourning ; 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 

3  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee ; 
He  himself  appears  thy  Friend  ; 

All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee ; 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end : 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  will  surely  send. 

4  Peace  and  joy  shall  now  attend  thee ; 
All  thy  warfare  now  is  past ; 

God  thy  Saviour  will  defend  thee ; 
Victory  is  thine  at  last ; 

All  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest. 

Thomas  Kelly. 

Tt)0     Jehovahf  the  defeine  of  Zion, 

1  Zion  stands  with  hills  surrounded, 
Zion,  kept  by  power  divine : 

All  her  foes  shall  be  confounded, 
Though  the  world  in  arms  combine : 

Happy  Zion, 
What  a  favored  lot  is  thine ! 

2  Every  human  tie  may  perish ; 
Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove ; 

Mothers  cease  their  own  to  cherish ; 
Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove ; 


But  no  changes 
Can  attend  Jehovah's  love. 

3  In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee, 
Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  more  bright, 

But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee ; 
Thou  art  precious  in  his  sight : 

God  is  with  thee, 
God,  thine  everlasting  light. 

Thomas  Kelly. 
[CM.    Tune,  St.  Ann's.    Page  286.] 
769  The  trull/  blest, 

1  How  lovely  are  thy  dwellings,  Lord, 
From  noise  and  trouble  free ! 

How  beautiful  the  sweet  accord 
Of  souls  that  pray  to  thee ! 

2  Lord  God  of  hosts  that  reign 'st  on  high ! 
They  are  the  truly  blest 

Who  only  will  on  thee  rely, 
In  thee  alone  will  rest. 

3  They  pass  refreshed  the  thirsty  vale, 
The  cfry  and  barren  ground. 

As  through  a  fruitful,  watery  dale, 
Where  springs  and  showers  abound. 

4  They   journey   on    from    strength     to 

strength. 

With  joy  and  gladsome  cheer. 

Till  all  before  our  God  at  length 

In  Zion's  courts  appear. 

John  Milton. 

Doxology. 
Great  Jehovah !  we  adore  thee, 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
God  the  Spirit,  joined  in  glory 
On  the  same  eternal  throne : 

Endless  praises 
To  Jehovah,  Three  in  One. 
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1  I  LOVE  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
The  house  of  thine  abode, 

The  Church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  Church,  O  God ! 
Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye. 
And  graven  on  thv  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend  ; 

To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given. 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways. 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her -hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

5  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last. 
To  Zion  shall  be  given 

The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

Timotliy  Dwlffht.  . 

Ill       For  a  revival, 

1  O  Lord,  thy  work  revive. 
In  Zion's  gloomy  hour, 

And  let  our  dying  graces  live 
By  thy  restoring  power. 

2  O  let  thy  chosen  few 
Awake  to  earnest  prayer; 

Their  covenant  again  renew. 
And  walk  in  fillail  fear. 


8  Thy  Spirit  then  will  speak 
Through  lips  of  humble  clay, 

Till  hearts  of  adamant  shall  break. 
Till  rebels  shall  obey. 

4  Now  lend  thy  gracious  ear ; 

Now  listen  to  our  cry : 
O  come,  and  bring  salvation  near; 

Our  souls  on  thee  rely. 

PhoBbe  E. 


I  72  The  Churches  confidence  and securify, 

1  Who  in  the  Lord  confide. 
And  feel  his  sprinkled  blood, 

In  storms  and  hurricanes  abide 
Firm  as  the  mount  of  God : 

Steadfast,  and  fixed,  and  sure. 
His  Zion  cannot  move ; 

His  faithful  people  stand  secure 
In  Jesus'  guardian  love. 

2  As  round  Jerusalem 
The  hilly  bulwarks  rise. 

So  God  protects  and  covers  them 

From  all  their  enemies. 
On  eveiy  side  he  stands, 

And  for  his  Israel  cares ; 
And  safe  in  his  almighty  hands 

Their  souls  forever  bears. 
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Doxoloffy, 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  forever  be. 


THE  CHURCH— GENERAL  HYMNS. 
APPLETON.      U  M. 
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773  The  forty-sixih  Paalm, 

1  God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints, 
When  storms  of  sharp  distress  invade ; 

Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints, 
Behold  him  present  with  his  aid. 

2  Let  mountains  from  their  seats  be  hurled 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there. 

Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world, — 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 

3  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar ; 
In  sacrecl  peace  our  souls  abide ; 

While  every  nation,  every  shore. 

Trembles,  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 

4  There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God, 

Life,  love,  and  joy,  still  gliding  through. 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 

5  That  sacred  stream,  thine  holy  word. 
Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  controls ; 

Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford, 

And  g^ve  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 

6  Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love. 
Secure  against  a  threatening  hour; 

Nor  can  her  firm  foundation  move, 
Built  on  his  truth,  and  armed  with  power. 

IMMO  Watts. 

774  The  river  of  life. 

1  Great  Source  of  being  and  of  love ! 
Thou  waterest  all  the  worlds  above ; 
And  all  the  joys  which  mortals  know, 
From  thine  exhaustless  fountain  flow. 


2  A  sacred  spring,  at  thy  command. 
From  Zion's  mount,  in  Canaan's  land. 
Beside  thy  temple  cleaves  the  ground. 
And  pours  its  limpid  stream  around. 

3  Close  by  its  banks,  in  order  fair. 
The  blooming  trees  of  life  appear ; 
Their  blossoms  fragrant  odors  give. 
And  on  their  fruit  the  nations  live. 

4  Flow,  wondrous    stream,  with    glory 

crowned. 
Flow  on  to  earth's  remotest  bound ; 
And  bear  us,  on  thy  gentle  wave. 
To  him  who  all  thy  virtues  gave. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

I  7D      Awake^  Jerusalem^  awake/ 

1  Awake,  Jerusalem,  awake! 
No  longer  in  thy  sins  lie  down : 

The  garment  of  salvation  take ; 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  strength  put  on. 

2  Shake  off  the  dust  that  blinds  thy  sight, 
And  hides  the  promise  from  thine  eyes  ; 

Arise,  and  struggle  into  light ; 
The  great  Deliverer  calls,  **  Arise !  *' 

3  Shake  off  the  bands  of  sad  despair ; 
Zion,  assert  thy  liberty ; 

Look  up,  thy  broken  heart  prepare, 
And  God  shall  set  the  captive  free. 

4  Vessels  of  mercy,  sons  of  grace. 
Be  purged  from  every  sinful  stain ; 

Be  like  your  Lord,  his  word  embrace, 
Nor  bear  his  hallowed  name  in  vain. 

Charles  WesleF* 
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i  i  U         Qod  in  the  midst  of  her, 

1  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
Zion,  city  of  our  God ; 

He,  whose  word  cannot  be  broken, 
Formed  thee  for  his  own  abode ; 

On  the  Rock  of  ages  founded, 
What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 

With  salvation's  walls  surrounded. 
Thou  mayst  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

2  See,  the  streams  of  living  waters. 
Springing  from  eternal  love, 

Still  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters. 
And  all  fear  of  want  remove . 

Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 
Ever  flows  our  thirst  to  assuage? 

Grace,  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  giver, 
Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Round  each  habitation  hovering, 
See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear. 

For  a  glory  and  a  covering. 
Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near! 

He  who  gives  us  daily  manna. 
He  who  listens  when  we  cry. 

Let  him  hear  the  loud  hosanna 
Rising  to  his  throne  on  high. 

^ohn  Newton. 
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777  Ood  her  everlasting  light, 

1  Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken : 

O  my  people,  faint  and  few. 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken, 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you. 
Scenes  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  your  ways ; 
You  shall  name  your  walls  "  Salvation," 

And  your  gates  shall  all  be  "  Praise." 

3  There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden, 

Pleasures  without  end  shall  flow. 
For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewarding. 

All  his  bounty  shall  bestow. 
Still  in  undisturbed  possession. 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign  ; 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppression. 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again. 

3  Ye,  no  more  your  suns  descending. 

Waning  moons  no  more  shall  see; 
But,  your  griefs  forever  ending. 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me : 
God  shall  rise,  and,  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to  day  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  glory, 

God  your  everlasting  light. 

WiUiiun  Oowpsr, 
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1.  Daughter    of   Zi-on,  a-wake  from  thy  sadness;  Awake,  for  thy  foes  shall  oppress  thee  no  more'; 
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BrigLto'erthyhillsdawns  the  day-star  of  gladness;  A -rise,   for  the  night  of  thy   sorrow    is    o'er. 


■  ■  O  Daughter  of  Zion, 

2  Strong  were  thy  foes;  but  the  arm  that 
subdued  them, 
And  scattered  their  legions,  was  mightier 
far; 
They  fled  like  the  chaff  from  the  scourge 
that  pursued  them ; 
Vain  were  their  steeds  and  their  chariots 
of  war. 


ROSEFIELD.      7,  61. 


3  Daughter  of  Zion,  the  power  that  hath 
saved  thee 
Extolled  with  the  harp  and  the  timbrel 
should  be ; 
Shout,  for  the  foe  is  destroyed  that  enslaved 
thee; 
The  oppressor  is  vanquished,  and  Zion  is 
free! 

Unknown. 
Est.  Abbaham  Henri  C^ssab  Halan. 
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Hail  her    as    their  guiding  star;  Till  her  sons  from  zone  to  zone,  Make  thy  great  salvation  known. 
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Tit/    ^or  /^  extension  of  (he  Church. 
1  On  thy  Church,  O  Power  divine. 
Cause  thy  glorious  face  to  shine, 
Till  the  nations,  from  afar. 
Hail  her  as  their  guiding  star ; 
Till  her  sons  from  zone  to  zone, 
Make  thy  great  salvation  known. 
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2  Then  shall  God,  with  lavish  hand, 
Scatter  blessine^s  o'er  the  land ; 
Earth  shall  yield  her  rich  increase, 
Every  breeze  shall  whisper  peace, 
And  the  world's  remotest  bound 
With  the  voice  of  praise  resound. 

Harriet  Anber. 
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1  How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight. 
When  those  who  love  the  Lord 

In  one  another's  peace  delight, 
And  so  fulfill  his  word ! 

2  When  pach  can  feel  his  brother's  sigh. 
And  with  him  bear  a  part! 

When  sorrow  flows  from  eye  to  eye, 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart! 

3  When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride. 
Our  wishes  all  above, 

Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide. 
And  show  a  brother's  love! 

4  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream. 
Through  every  bosom  flow. 

And  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem. 
In  every  action  glow. 

5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 
The  happy  souls  above ; 

And  he's  an  heir  of  heaven  who  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 

Joseph  Swain. 

•  oX  Come  with  tis. 

1  Come  in,  thou  blessed  of  the  Lord, 
Stranger  nor  foe  art  thou : 

We  welcome  thee  with  warm  accord. 
Our  friend,  our  brother,  now. 

2  The  hand  of  fellowship,  the  heart 
Of  love,  we  offer  thee : 

Leaving  the  world,  thou  dost  but  part 
From  lies  and  vanity. 

3  Come  with  us  ;  we  will  do  thee  good. 
As  God  to  us  hath  done ; 
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Stand  but  in  him,  as  those  have  stood 
Whose  faith  the  victory  won. 

4  And  when,  by  turns,  we  pass  away. 

As  star  by  star  grows  dim. 

May  each,  translated  into  day, 

Be  lost  and  found  in  him. 

James  Montgomexy. 

I O^        United — though  separate. 

1  Blest  be  the  dear  uniting  love, 
That  will  not  let  us  part : 

Our  bodies  may  far  off  remove. 
We  still  are  one  in  heart. 

2  Joined  in  one  spirit  to  our  Head, 
Where  he  appoints  we  go ; 

And  still  in  Jesus'  footsteps  tread. 
And  show  his  praise  below. 

3  O  may  we  ever  walk  in  him. 
And  nothing  know  beside ; 

*  Nothing  desire,  nothing  esteem. 
But  Jesus  crucified. 

4  Closer  and  closer  let  us  cleave 
To  his  beloved  embrace ; 

Expect  his  fullness  to  receive. 
And  grace  to  answer  grace. 

5  Partakers  of  the  Saviour's  grace. 
The  same  in  mind  and  heart. 

Nor  joy,  nor  grief,  nor  time,  nor  place, 
Nor  life,  nor  death  can  part. 

6  Then  let  us  hasten  to  the  day 
Which  shall  our  flesh  restore ; 

When  death  shall  all  be  done  away. 

And  bodies  part  no  more. 

Charles  WedaF. 


J 


THE  CHURCH— FELLOWSHIP  AND   UNITY. 
CORNELL.       C.  M.  John  Hknbt  Gobhsll. 


^ 


t 


i 


^ 


3 


\ 


t 


<:  3   i  '^  ■  J 


1.    Our    God       is    love ;    and 


g^ 


all       his  saints   His 

I.    > 


im  -   age     bear       be  -  low: 


m 


f 


f: 


A. 


^ 


1 


1=1 


<n  J( 


:^=^ 


/TN 


/t> 


i 


^^i=S: 


T-^-w^rt 


S^iffi 


The    heart    with   love     to 


1 


B 


Gk>d 


U       1 
inspired, 


I 

With    love 


^ 


to 


man 


will 


^^ 


glow. 

-5-. 


E 


1 — r 


Increase  our  faith,  confirm  our  hope, 
And  perfect  us  in  love. 

5  Up  into  thee,  our  living  Head, 
Let  us  in  all  things  grow. 

Till  thou  hast  made  us  free  indeed, 
And  spotless  here  below. 

6  Then,  when  the  mighty  work  is  wrought. 
Receive  thy  ready  bride : 

Give  us  in  heaven  a  happy  lot 
With  all  the  sanctified. 

Charles  Wesler. 

fOO       The  loadstone  of  His  love, 

1  Jesus,  united  by  thy  grace. 
And  each  to  each  endeared. 

With  confidence  we  seek  thy  face. 
And  know  our  prayer  is  heard. 

2  Still  let  us  own  our  common  Lord, 
And  bear  thine  easy  yoke ; 

A  band  of  love,  a  threefold  cord. 
Which  never  can  be  broke. 

3  Make  us  into  one  spirit  drink ; 
Baptize  into  thy  name  ; 

And  let  us  always  kindly  think. 
And  sweetly  speak,  the  same. 

4  Touched  by  the  loadstone  of  thy  love, 
Let  all  our  hearts  agree. 

And  ever  toward  each  other  move, 
And  ever  move  toward  thee. 

Oharles  Weslej. 
Doxology, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tate  and  Brady. 


I O  •>     LovCy  the  test  of  discipleship. 

1  Our  God  is  love ;  and  all  his  saints 
His  image  bear  below : 

The  heart  with  love  to  God  inspired, 
With  love  to  man  will  glow. 

2  Teach  us  to  love  each  other.  Lord, 
As  we  are  loved  by  thee ; 

None  who  are  truly  bom  of  God 
Can  live  in  enmity. 

3  Heirs  of  the  same  immortal  bliss. 
Our  hopes  and  fears  the  same, 

With  bonds  of  love  our  hearts  unite, 
With  mutual  love  inflame. 

4  So  may  the  unbelieving  world 
See  how  true  Christians  love ; 

And  glorify  our  Saviour's  grace, 
And  seek  that  grace  to  prove. 

Thomas  OotteriU. 

784  r/i«  law  of  Christ. 

1  Try  us,  O  Qod,  and  search  the  ground 
Of  every  sinful  heart ; 

Whate'er  of  sin  in  us  is  found, 
O  bid  it  all  depart. 

2  If  to  the  right  or  left  we  stray. 
Leave  us  not  comfortless ; 

But  guide  our  feet  into  the  way 
Of  everlasting  peace. 

3  Help  us  to  help  each  other.  Lord, 
Each  other's  cross  to  bear ; 

Let  each  his  friendly  aid  afford. 
And  feel  his  brother's  care. 

4  Help  us  to  build  each  other  up. 
Our  little  stock  improve ; 
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i  OD  Rejoicing  in  hope. 

1  Lift  up  your  hearts  to  things  above, 
Ye  followers  of  the  Lamb, 

And  join  with  us  to  praise  his  love, 
And  glorify  his  name. 

2  To  Jesus'  name  give  thanks  and  sing, 
Whose  mercies  never  end : 

Rejoice !  rejoice !  the  Lord  is  King ; 
The  King  is  now  our  friend ! 

3  We  for  his  sake  count  all  things  loss ; 
On  earthly  good  look  down ; 

And  joyfully  sustain  the  cross, 
Till  we  receive  the  crown. 

4  O  let  us  stir  each  other  up. 
Our  faith  by  works  to  approve. 

By  holy,  purifying  hope, 
And  the  sweet  task  of  love. 

5  Let  all  who  for  the  promise  wait. 
The  Holy  Ghosf  receive ; 

And,  raised  to  our  unsinning  state. 
With  God  in  Eden  live : — 

6  Live,  till  the  Lord  in  glory  come. 
And  wait  his  heaven  to  share : 

He  now  is  fitting  up  your  home ; 
Go  on,  we  '11  meet  you  there. 

Charleo  Wesley. 

I  O  I      Te  are  come  unto  MoutU  Sion. 
Heb.  12:  22. 

1  Not  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord, 
The  tempest,  fire,  and  smoke ; 

Not  to  the  thunder  of  that  word 
Which  God  on  Sinai  spoke  ; — 

2  But  we  are  come  to  Zion's  hill. 
The  city  of  our  God  ; 

Where  milder  words  declare  his  will. 
And  speak  his  love  abroad. 


3  Behold  the  innumerable  host 
Of  angels  clothed  in  light ! 

Behold  the  spirits  of  the  just, 
Whose  faith  is  turned  to  sight! 

4  Behold  the  blest  assembly  there, 
Whose  names  are  writ  in  heaven, 

And  God,  the  Judge  of  all,  declare 
Their  vilest  sins  forgiven ! 

6  The  saints  on  earth  and  all  the  dead 
But  one  communion  make ; 

All  join  in  Christ,  their  living  Head, 
And  of  his  grace  partake. 

6  In  such  society  as  this 
My  weary  soul  would  rest : 

The  man  that  dwells  where  Jesus  is. 
Must  be  forever  blest. 

Isaao  Watts. 

Too  The  bond  of  love. 

1  The  glorious  universe  around. 
The  heavens  with  all  their  train. 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  are  firmly  bound 
In  one  mysterious  chain. 

2  In  one  fraternal  bond  of  love. 
One  fellowship  of  mind, 

The  saints  below  and  saints  above 
Their  bliss  and  glory  find. 

3  Here,  in  their  house  of  pilgrimage, 
Thy  statutes  are  their  song ; 

There,  through  one  bright,  eternal  age, 
Thy  praises  they  prolong. 

4  Lord,  may  our  union  form  a  part 
Of  that  thrice  happy  whole ; 

Derive  its  pulse  from  thee,  the  heart. 
Its  life  from  thee,  the  soul. 
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ARMENIA.       C.  M.  SYLVANU8  Billings  Pond. 


Toy     Harmony  aftd  joy  unspeakable. 

1  All  praise  to  our  redeeming  Lord, 
Who  joins  us  by  his  grace, 

And  bids  us,  each  to  each  restored, 
Together  seek  his  face. 

2  He  bids  us  build  each  other  up ; 
And,  gathered  into  one. 

To  our  high  calling's  glorious  hope, 
We  hand  in  hand  go  on. 

3  The  gift  which  he  on  one  bestows, 
We  all  delight  to  prove ; 

The  grace  through  every  vessel  flows. 
In  purest  streams  of  love.  I 

ELIZABETHTO\A^N.      C.  M. 


4  E'en  now  we  think  and  speak  the  same. 
And  cordially  agree. 

United  all,  through  Jesus'  name. 
In  perfect  harmony. 

5  We  all  partake  the  joy  of  one ; 
The  common  peace  we  feel ; 

A  peace  to  sensual  minds  unknown, 
A  joy  unspeakable. 

6  And  if  our  fellowship  below 
In  Jesus  be  so  sweet, 

What  height  of  rapture  shall  we  know 
When  round  his  throne  we  meet ! 

Charlea  Wealej. 
Geobos  Kinoblst. 


1.  Jeni8,gTeftt  Shepiierd  of  the  sheep,  To  thee  for  help  we  fly; 


Thy  little  flock  in  safety  keep,  For  0,  the  wolf  is  ugh! 


T  yU  Safety  in  union. 

1  Jesus,  great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
To  thee  for  help  we  fly ; 

Thy  little  flock  in  safety  keep, 
For  O,  the  wolf  is  nigh ! 

2  He  comes,  of  hellish  malice  full. 
To  scatter,  tear,  and  slay ; 

He  seizes  every  straggling  soul 
As  his  own  lawfulprey. 

3  Us  into  thy  protection  take, 
And  gather  with  thine  arm ; 

Unless  the  fold  we  first  forsake. 
The  wolf  can  never  harm. 
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4  We  laugh  to  scorn  his  cruel  power 
While  by  our  Shepherd's  side ; 

The  sheep  he  never  can  devour, 
Unless  he  first  divide. 

5  O  do  not  suffer  him  to  part 
The  souls  that  here  agree ; 

But  make  us  of  one  mind  and  heart. 
And  keep  us  one  in  thee. 

6  Together  let  us  sweetly  live. 
Together  let  us  die ; 

And  each  a  starry  crown  receive. 
And  reign  above  the  sky. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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TyX         Welcome  to  Church  fellowship. 

1  Brethren  in  Christ,  and  well  beloved, 
To  Jesus  and  his  servants  dear, 

Enter,  and  show  yourselves  approved; 
Enter,  and  find  that  God  is  here. 

2  Welcome  from  earth :  lo,  the  right  hand 
Of  fellowship  to  you  we  eive ! 

With  open  hearts  and  hands  we  stand, 
And  you  in  Jesus*  name  receive. 

3  Jesus,  attend ;  thyself  reveal ; 

Are  we  not  met  in  thy  great  name  ? 
Thee  in  the  midst  we  wait  to  feel ; 
We  wait  to  catch  the  spreading  flame. 

4  Truly  our  fellowship  below 
With  thee  and  with  the  Father  is : 

In  thee  eternal  life  we  know. 
And  heaven's  unutterable  bliss. 

5  Though  but  in  part  we  know  thee  here. 
We  wait  thy  coming  from  above ; 

And  we  shall  then  behold  thee  near, 
And  be  forever  lost  in  love. 

OhsTles  Wedegr. 

FIB8T  PAST. 

i\3  /Z     driving  together  for  the  faith  of  the 

gospel. 

1  Unchangeable,  almighty  Lord, 
Our  souls  upon  thy  truth  we  stay ; 

Accomplish  now  thy  faithful  word. 
And  give,  O  g^ve  us  all  one  way. 

2  O  let  us  all  join  hand  in  hand, 
Who  seek  redemption  in  thy  blood ; 

Fast  in  one  mind  and  spirit  stand, 
And  build  the  temple  of  our  God. 
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3  Thou  only  canst  our  wills  control. 
Our  wild,  unruly  passions  bind. 

Tame  the  old  Adam  in  our  soul, 
And  make  us  of  one  heart  and  mind. 

4  Speak  but  the  reconciling  word, — 
The  winds  shall  cease,  the  waves  sub- 
side; 

We  all  shall  praise  our  common  Lord, 
Our  Jesus,  and  him  crucified. 

Oharles  Wedej. 

BBOOITD  PABT. 

•  y  O     One  fold  and  one  Shepherd. 

1  Giver  of  peace  and  unity, 

Send  down  thy  mild,  pacific  Dove ; 
We  all  shall  then  in  one  agree. 
And  breathe  the  spirit  of  thy  love. 

2  We  all  shall  think  and  speak  the  same 
Delightful  lesson  of  thy  grace ; 

One  undivided  Christ  proclaim. 
And  jointly  glory  in  thy  praise. 

3  O  let  us  take  a  softer  mold. 
Blended  and  gathered  into  thee ; 

Under  one  Shepherd  make  one  fold, 
Where  all  is  love  and  harmony. 

4  Regard  thine  own  eternal  prayer. 
And  send  a  peaceful  answer  clown ; 

To  us  thy  Father's  name  declare ; 
Unite  and  perfect  us  in  one. 

5  So  shall  the  world  believe  and  know 
That  God  hath  sent  thee  from  above. 

When  thou  art  seen  in  us  below, 
And  every  soul  displays  thy  love. 

Oharles  W«d«y. 
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«  «74-      TA€  heavenly  Chiest  invited. 

1  Saviour  of  all,  to  thee  we  bow, 
And  own  thee  faithful  to  thy  word ; 

We  hear  thy  voice,  and  open  now 
Our  hearts  to  entertain  our  Lord. 

2  Come  in,  come  in,  thou  heavenly  Guest ; 
Delight  in  what  thyself  hast  given  ; 

On  thy  own  gifts  and  graces  feast. 
And  make  the  contrite  heart  thy  heaven. 

3  Smell  the  sweet  odor  of  our  prayers ; 
Our  sacrifice  of  praise  approve ; 

And  treasure  up  our  gracious  tears, 
Who  rest  in  thy  redeeming  love. 

4  Beneath  thy  shadow  let  us  sit ; 

Call  us  thy  friends,  and  love,  and  bride, 
And  bid  us  freely  drink  and  eat 
Thy  dainties,  and  be  satisfied. 

Charlee  Wesley. 

•  Ho  Gloruma  and  spotless, 

1  Jesus,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow. 
Great  Builder  of  thy  Church  below, 

If  now  thy  Spirit  move  my  breast, 
Hear,  and  fulfill  thine  own  request. 

2  The  few  that  truly  call  thee  Lord, 
And  wait  thy  sanctifying  word. 

And  thee  their  utmost  Saviour  own, — 
Unite  and  perfect  them  in  one. 

3  O  let  them  all  thy  mind  express, 
Stand  forth  thy  chosen  witnesses. 
Thy  power  unto  salvation  show, 
And  perfect  holiness  below. 
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4  In  them  let  all  mankind  behold 
How  Christians  lived  in  days  of  old ; 
Mighty  their  envious  foes  to  move, 
A  proverb  of  reproach — and  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

•  «7  0  One  now,  one  forever. 

1  Still  one  in  life  and  one  in  death, 
One  in  our  hope  of  rest  above. 

One  in  our  joy,  our  trust,  our  faith. 
One  in  each  other's  faithful  love ; 

2  Yet  must  we  part,  and  parting  weep  ; 
What  else  has  earth  for  us  in  store? 

Our  farewell  pangs,  how  sharp  and  deep ! 
Our  farewell  words,  how  sad  and  sore ! 

3  Yet  shall  we  meet  again  in  peace, 
To  sing  the  song  of  festal  joy. 

Where  none  shall  bid  our  gladness  cease. 
And  none  our  fellowship  destroy : 

4  Where  none  shall  beckon  us  away, 
Nor  bid  our  festival  be  done ; 

Our  meeting-time  the  eternal  day, 
Our  meeting-place  the  eternal  throne. 

5  There,  hand  in  hand,  firm-linked  at  last, 
And  heart  to  heart  enfolded  all, 

We  '11  smile  upon  the  troubled  past. 
And  wonder  why  we  wept  at  all. 

Horatins  Bonar. 
Doxoloffy. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Thomas  Ken* 
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1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love ; 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne, 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes. 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear ; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 
It  gives  us  inward  pain ; 

But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart. 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 
Our  courage  by  the  way ; 

While  each  in  expectation  lives. 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

6  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 
And  sin  we  shall  be  free ; 

And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reig^ 
Through  all  eternity. 

John  Fawoett. 

4  \jO         Meetinff,  after  absence. 

1  And  are  we  yet  alive, 
And  see  each  other's  face  ? 

Glory  and  praise  to  Jesus  give, 
For  his  redeeming  grace. 

Preserved  by  power  divine 
To  full  salvation  here. 
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Again  in  Jesus'  praise  we  join, 
And  in  his  sight  appear. 

2  What  troubles  have  we  seen. 
What  conflicts  have  we  passed, 

Fightings  without,  and  fears  within. 

Since  we  assembled  last  1 
But  out  of  all  the  Lord 

Hath  brought  us  by  his  love ; 
And  still  he  doth  his  help  afford. 

And  hides  our  life  above. 

3  Then  let  us  make  our  boast 
Of  his  redeeming  power. 

Which  saves  us  to  the  uttermost. 
Till  we  can  sin  no  more ; 

Let  us  take  up  the  cross. 
Till  we  the  crown  obtain; 

And  gladly  reckon  all  things  loss, 

So  we  may  Jesus  gain. 

Charles  Wedef. 

/  •/  y  Blest  communion, 

1  Blest  are  the  sons  of  peace. 
Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are  one ; 

Whose  kind  designs  to  serve  and  please 
Through  all  their  actions  run. 

2  Blest  is  the  pious  house 
Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet; 

Their  songs  of  praise,  their  mingled 
vows, 
Make  their  communion  sweet. 

3  Thus  on  the  heavenly  hills 
The  saints  are  blest  above. 

Where  joy  like  morning  dew  distills, 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 

iMMOWsttS. 
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OUU    On«  Lordy  ofufaith^  one  baptism. 

Eph.  4:  5. 

1  One  sole  baptismal  sig^, 
One  Lord  below,  above, 

One  faith,  one  hope  divine, 
One  only  watchword,  love : 
From  different  temples  though  it  rise. 
One  song  ascendeth  to  the  skies. 

2  Our  Sacrifice  is  one ; 

One  Priest  before  the  throne. 
The  slain,  the  risen  Son, 

Redeemer,  Lord  alone : 
Thou  who  didst  raise  him  from  the  dead. 
Unite  thy  people  in  their  Head. 

3  O  may  that  holy  prayer. 
His  tenderest  and  his  last. 

His  constant,  latest  care 
Ere  to  his  throne  he  passed. 
No  longer  unfulfilled  remain. 
The  world's  offense,  his  people's  stain ! 

4  Head  of  thy  Church  beneath. 
The  catholic,  the  true. 

On  all  her  members  breathe. 
Her  broken  frame  renew: 
Then  shall  thy  perfect  will  be  done, 
When  Christians  love  and  live  as  one. 

George  BoUnson. 

oUJ.     Bear  ye  one  another"^ s  hurdetu, 

1  Thou  God  of  truth  and  love. 

We  seek  thy  perfect  way. 
Ready  thy  choice  to  approve, 

Thy  providence  to  obey ; 
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Enter  into  thy  wise  design. 

And  sweetly  lose  our  will  in  thine. 

2  Why  hast  thou  cast  our  lot 
In  the  same  age  and  place? 

And  why  together  brought 
To  see  each  other's  face ; 
To  join  with  softest  sympathy, 
And  mix  our  friendly  souls  in  thee? 

3  Didst  thou  not  make  us  one. 
That  we  might  one  remain ; 

Together  travel  on. 
And  bear  each  other's  pain ; 
Till  all  thy  utmost  goodness  prove. 
And  rise  renewed  in  perfect  love  ? 

4  Surely  thou  didst  unite 
Our  kindred  spirits  here. 

That  all  hereafter  might 
Before  thy  throne  appear ; 
Meet  at  the  marriage  of  tne  Lamb, 
And  all  thy  gracious  love  proclaim. 

6  Then  let  us  ever  bear 

The  blessed  end  in  view. 
And  join,  with  mutual  care, 
To  fight  our  passage  through ; 
And  kindly  help  each  other  on, 
Till  all  receive  the  starry  crown. 

6  O  may  thy  Spirit  seal 

Our  souls  unto  that  day. 
With  all  thy  fullness  fill, 
And  then  transport  away, — 
Away  to  our  eternal  rest. 
Away  to  our  Redeemer's  breast  f 

Charles 
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OU<4  Sweet  counsel. 

1  Glory  be  to  God  above, 

God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Make  we  mention  of  his  love, 
Publish  we  his  praise  below : 

2  Called  together  by  his  grace. 
We  are  met  in  Jesus'  name ; 

See  with  joy  each  other's  face. 
Followers  of  the  bleeding  Lamb. 

3  Build  we  each  the  other  up ; 
Pray  we  for  our  faith's  increase ; 

Solid  comfort,  settled  hope, 
Constant  joy,  and  lasting  peace. 

4  More  and  more  let  love  abound ; 
Let  us  never,  never  rest. 

Till  we  are  in  Jesus  found. 
Of  our  paradise  possessed. 

Oharles  Wesley. 

oUo        Zove,  the  bond  of  union. 

1  While  we  walk  with  God  in  light, 
God  our  hearts  doth  still  unite ; 
Dearest  fellowship  we  prove, 
Fellowship  in  Jesus'  love : 
Sweetly  each,  with  each  combined, 
In  the  bonds  of  duty  joined, 

Feels  the  cleansing  blood  applied. 
Daily  feels  that  Christ  hath -died. 

2  Still,  O  Lord,  our  faith  increase. 
Cleanse  from  all  unrighteousness; 
Thee  the  unholy  cannot  see, 
Make,  O  make  us  meet  for  thee ; 
Every  vile  affection  kill. 

Root  out  every  seed  of  ill, 

Utterly  abolish  sin, 

Write  thy  law  of  love  within. 
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3  Hence  may  all  our  actions  flow. 

Love  the  proof  that  Christ  we  know; 

Mutual  love  the  token  be, 

Lord,  that  we  belong  to  thee : 

Love,  thine  image,  love  impart ; 

Stamp  it  now  on  every  heart: 

Only  love  to  us  be  given ; 

Lord,  we  ask  no  other  heaven. 

Charles  Wetfej. 

oU4         Of  one  heart  and  mind, 

1  Jesus,  Lord,  we  look  to  thee; 
Let  us  in  thy  name  agree ; 
Show  thyself  the  Prince  of  peace ; 
Bid  our  jars  forever  cease. 

2  By  thy  reconciling  love. 
Every  stumbling-block  remove ; 
Each  to  each  unite,  endear, 
Come,  and  spread  thy  banner  here. 

3  Make  us  of  one  heart  and  mind. 
Courteous,  pitiful,  and  kind. 
Lowly,  meek,  in  thought  and  word. 
Altogether  like  our  Lord. 

4  Let  lis  for  each  other  care, 
Each  the  other's  burden  bear ; 
To  thy  Church  the  pattern  give. 
Show  how  true  believers  live. 

5  Free  from  anger  and  from  pride. 
Let  us  thus  in  God  abide ; 

All  the  depths  of  love  express, 
All  the  heights  of  holiness. 

6  Let  us  then  with  joy  remove 
To  the  family  above ; 

On  the  wings  of  angels  fly ; 
Show  how  true  believers  die. 

Charles  Wedflj. 
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oUO  Witnesses  for  Jesus. 

1  Come,  and  let  us  sweetly  join, 
Christ  to  praise  in  hymns  divine ; 
Give  we  all,  with  one  accord, 
Glory  to  our  common  Lord ; 
Hands,  and  hearts,  and  voices  raise ; 
Sing  as  in  the  ancient  days ; 
Antedate  the  joys  above, 
Celebrate  the  feast  of  love. 

2  Strive  we,  in  affection  strive ; 
Let  the  purer  flame  revive, 
Such  as  in  the  martyrs  glowed, 
Dying  champions  for  their  God : 
We  like  them  may  live  and  love ; 
Called  we  are  their  joys  to  prove. 
Saved  with  them  from  future  wrath. 
Partners  of  like  precious  faith. 

3  Sing  we,  then,  in  Jesus*  name. 
Now  as  yesterday  the  same ; 
One  in  every  time  and  place, 
Full  for  all  of  truth  and  grace : 
We  for  Christ,  our  Master,  stand, 
Lights  in  a  benighted  land : 

We  our  dying  Lord  confess ; 
We  are  Jesus'  witnesses. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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oUO  Many,  but  one. 

1  Christ,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow. 
Perfecting  the  saints  below, 

Hear  us,  who  thy  nature  share. 
Who  thy  mystic  body  are. 
Join  us,  in  one  spirit  join. 
Let  us  still  receive  of  thine ; 
Still  for  more  on  thee  we  call. 
Thou  who  fillest  all  in  all. 

2  Move,  and  actuate,  and  guide. 
Divers  gifts  to  each  divide ; 
Placed  according  to  thy  will. 
Let  us  all  our  work  fulfill ; 
Never  from  our  office  move ; 
Needful  to  each  other  prove ; 
Let  us  daily  growth  receive. 
More  and  more  in  Jesus  live. 

3  Sweetly  may  we  all  agree. 
Touched  with  softest  sympathy ; 
Kindly  for  each  other  care ; 
Every  member  feel  its  share. 
Many  are  we  now  and  one, 
We  who  Jesus  have  put  on ; 
Names,  and  sects,  and  parties  fall : 
Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  in  all. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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UNITY.        6,  B.  Lowell  Mason. 
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oU T     H^A«i  shall  we  meet  cK/ain? 

1  When  shall  we  meet  again, 
Meet  ne'er  to  sever  ? 

When  will  peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  forever? 
Our  hearts  will  ne'er  repose, 
Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows, 
In  this  dark  vale  of  woes. 

Never — no,  never! 

2  When  shall  love  freely  flow 
Pure  as  life's  river? 

When  shall  sweet  friendship  glow 

Changeless  forever? 
Where  joys  celestial  thrill. 
Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  fill, 
And  fears  of  parting  chill 

Never — no,  never ! 
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3  Up  to  that  world  of  light 
Take  us,  dear  Saviour ; 

May  we  all  there  unite, 

Happy  forever; 
Where  kindred  spirits  dwell, 
There  may  our  music  swell. 
And  time  our  joys  dispel 

Never — no,  never ! 

4  Soon  shall  we  meet  again, 
Meet  ne'er  to  sever; 

Soon  shall  peace  wreathe  her  ch^un 

Round  us  forever; 
Our  hearts  will  then  repose 
Secure  from  worldly  woes ; 
Our  songs  of  praise  shall  close 

Never — no,  never! 

▲larto  A.  "Watts. 
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o  U  O        Mtnhter^  prayw, 

2  As  laborers  in  thy  vineyard, 
Send  us,  O  Christ,  to  be 

Content  to  bear  the  burden 

Of  weary  days  for  thee ; 
We  ask  no  other  wages, 

When  thou  shalt  call  us  home, 
But  to  have  shared  the  travail 

Which  makes  thy  kingdom  come. 

3  Come  down,  thou  Holy  Spirit! 
And  fill  our  souls  with  light, 

Clothe  us  in  spotless  raiment. 

In  linen  clean  and  white ; 
Beside  thy  sacred  altar 

Be  with  us,  where  we  stand, 
To  sanctify  thy  people 

Through  all  this  happy  land. 

John  B.  B.  MonseU. 

[G.  P.  M.   Tune,  Merlbah.    Page  858.] 

0  U  y    Entire  dependence  <yn  Christ. 

1  Except  the  Lord  conduct  the  plan, 
The  best  concerted  schemes  are  vain. 

And  never  can  succeed ; 
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We  spend  our  wretched  strength  for 

naught ; 
But  if  our  works  in  thee  be  wrought. 
They  shall  be  blest  indeed. 

2  Lord,  if  thou  didst  thyself  inspire 
Our  souls  with  this  intense  desire 

Thy  goodness  to  proclaim ; 
Thy  glory  if  we  now  intend, 
O  let  our  deeds  begin  and  end 

Complete  in  Jesus'  name. 

3  Now,  Jesus,  now  thy  love  impart. 
To  govern  each  devoted  heart. 

And  fit  us  for  thy  will ; 
Deep  founded  in  the  truth  of  grace. 
Build  up  thy  rising  Church,  and  place 

The  city  on  the  hill. 

4  O  let  our  love  and  faith  abound ; 
O  let  our  lives,  to  all  around. 

With  purest  luster  shine; 
That  all  around  our  works  may  see, 
And  give  the  glory,  Lord,  to  thee, 

The  heavenly  light  divine. 

Charles  Weslegr* 
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0  AU  Heralds  of  the  cross, 

1  Go  forth,  ye  heralds,  in  My  name, 
Sweetly  the  gospel  trumpet  sound ; 

The  glorious  jubilee  proclaim. 
Where'er  the  human  race  is  found. 

2  The  joyful  news  to  all  impart, 

And  teach  them  where  salvation  lies ; 
With  care  bind  up  the  broken  heart. 
And  wipe  the  tears  from  weeping  eyes. 

3  Be  wise  as  serpents,  where  you  go, 
But  harmless  as  the  peaceful  dove ; 

And  let  your  heaven-taught  conduct  show 
Ye  are  commissioned  from  above. 

4  Freely  from  me  ye  have  received, 
Freely,  in  love,  to  others  give ; 

Thus  shall  your  doctrines  be  believed. 
And,  by  your  labors,  sinners  live. 

John  Logan. 
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He  giveth  the  increase. 


1  High  on  his  everlasting  throne. 
The  King  of  saints  his  work  surveys ; 

Marks  the  dear  souls  he  calls  his  own. 
And  smiles  on  the  peculiar  race. 

2  He  rests  well  pleased  their  toils  to  see ; 
Beneath  his  easy  yoke  they  move ; 

With  all  their  heart  and  strength  agree 
In  the  sweet  labor  of  his  love. 

3  See  where  the  servants  of  the  Lord, 
A  busy  multitude,  appear; 

For  Jesus  day  and  night  employed, 
His  heritage  they  toil  to  clear. 
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4  The  love  of  Christ  their  hearts  constrains, 
And  strengthens  their  unwearied  hands ; 

They  spend  their  sweat,  and  blood,  and 
pains. 
To  cultivate  Immanuel's  lands. 

5  Jesus  their  toil  delighted  sees. 
Their  industry  vouchsafes  to  crown ; 

He  kindly  gives  the  wished  increase, 
And  sends  the  promised  blessing  down. 

Ansostna  O.  Spancenbers.   Tr.  by  '•  Weeliy. 

0  JL/^        The  ministry  instituted 

1  The  Saviour,  when  to  heaven  he  rose. 
In  splendid  triumph  o'er  his  foes. 
Scattered  his  gifts,  on  men  below. 

And  still  his  royal  bounties  flow. 

2  Hence  sprang  the  apostles'  honored  name. 
Sacred  beyond  heroic  fame: 

In  humbler  forms,  before  our  eyes. 
Pastors  and  teachers  hence  arise. 

3  From  Christ  they  all  their  gifts  derive. 
And,  fed  by  Christ,  their  graces  live ; 
While,  guarded  by  his  mighty  hand, 
'Midst  all  the  rage  of  hell  they  stand. 

4  So  shall  the  bright  succession  run 
Through  all  the  courses  of  the  sun ; 
While  unborn  churches,  by  their  care, 
Shall  rise  and  flourish  large  and  fair. 

6  Jesus,  now  teach  our  hearts  to  know 
The  spring  whence  all  these  blessings  flow ; 
Pastors  and  people  shout  thy  praise. 
Through  the  long  round  of  endless  days. 

PhiUp  Z>oddxld8is. 
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PIRST  PART. 

ol<i5  Boldness  in  the  gospel. 

1  Shall  I,  for  fear  of  feeble  man, 
The  Spirit's  course  in  me  restrain  ? 
Or,  undismayed  in  deed  and  word, 
Be  a  true  witness  of  my  Lord  ? 

2  Awed  by  a  mortal's  frown,  shall  I 
Conceal  the  word  of  God  most  high? 
How  then  before  thee  shall  I  dare 
To  stand,  or  how  thine  anger  bear.^ 

3  Shall  I,  to  soothe  the  unholy  throng, 
Soften  thy  truth,  or  smooth  my  tongue. 
To  gain  earth's  gilded  toys,  or  flee 
The  cross  endured,  my  Lord,  by  thee  ? 

4  What,  then,  is  he  whose  scorn  I  dread. 
Whose  wrath  or  hate  makes  me  afraid? 
A  man !  an  heir  of  death !  a  slave 

To  sin  !  a  bubble  on  the  wave ! 

6  Yea,  let  men  rage ;  since  thou  wilt  spread 
Thy  shadowing  wings  around  my  head ; 
Since  in  all  pain  thy  tender  love 
Will  still  my  sure  refreshment  prove. 

Johann  J.  Winkler.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 

SECOND   PART. 

0  J.4  Christ^ s  constraining  love. 

1  Saviour  of  men,  thy  searching  eye 
Doth  all  mine  inmost  thoughts  descry ; 
Doth  aught  on  earth  my  wishes  raise, 
Or  the  world's  pleasures,  or  its  praise  ? 

2  The  love  of  Christ  doth  me  constrain 
To  seek  the  wandering  souls  of  men ; 
With  cries,  entreaties,  tears,  to  save, — 
To  snatch  them  from  the  gaping  grave. 
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3  For  this  let  men  revile  my  name ; 
No  cross  I  shun,  I  fear  no  shame : 

All  hail,  reproach ;  and  welcome,  pain ; 
Only  thy  terrors,  Lord,  restrain. 

4  My  life,  my  blood,  I  here  present, 
If  for  thy  truth  they  may  be  spent ; 
Fulfill  thy  sovereign  counsel,  Lord ; 
Thy  will  be  done,  thy  name  adored. 

5  Give  me  thy  strength,  O  God  of  power : 
Then  let  winds  blow,  or  thunders  roar, 
Thy  faithful  witness  will  I  be : 

*Tis  fixed ;  I  can  do  all  through  thee. 

Jobann  J.  Winkler.   Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 

olO        The  atigels  of  the  Churches. 

1  Draw  near,  O  Son  of  God,  draw  near: 
Us  with  thy  flaming  eye  behold ; 

Still  in  thy  Church  do  thou  appear. 
And  let  our  candlestick  be  gold. 

2  Still  hold  the  stars  in  thy  right  hand, 
And  let  them  in  thy  luster  glow, 

The  lights  of  a  benighted  land, 
The  angels  of  thy  Church  below. 

3  Make  good  their  apostolic  boast ; 
Their  high  commission  let  them  prove ; 

Be  temples  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
And   filled  with   faith,  and  hope,  and 
love. 

4  Give  them  an  ear  to  hear  thy  word ; 
Thou  speakest  to  the  churches  now : 

And  let  all  tongues  confess  their  Lord  • 
Let  every  knee  to  Jesus  bow. 

Cbarles  Wesley. 
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OLiMUTZ.       S.  M.  OBiooBiAir  Chant,  abb.  bt  Lowbll  Mamv. 
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oAO      Laborers  in  the  viiieyard, 

1  And  let  our  bodies  part, 
To  different  climes  repair ; 

Inseparably  joined  in  heart 
The  friends  of  Jesus  are. 

2  O  let  us  still  proceed 
In  Jesus*  work  below; 

And,  following  our  triumphant  Head, 
To  further  conquests  go. 

3  The  vineyard  of  the  Lord 
Before  his  laborers  lies ; 

And  lo !  we  see  the  vast  reward 
Which  waits  us  in  the  skies. 

4  O  that  our  heart  and  mind 
May  evermore  ascend. 

That  haven  of  repose  to  find, 
Where  all  our  labors  end  ; 

5  Where  all  our  toils  are  o'er, 
Our  suffering  and  our  pain ! 

Who  meet  on  that  eternal  shore 
Shall  never  part  again. 

6  O  happy,  happy  place, 
Where  saints  and  angels  meet ! 

There  we  shall  see  each  other's  face. 
And  all  our  brethren  greet : 

7  The  Church  of  the  first-born, 
We  shall  with  them  be  blest, 

And,  crowned  with  endless  joy,  return 
To  our  eternal  rest. 

Charles  Wealej. 

OxT  Success  certain. 

1  Lord,  if  at  thy  command 

The  word  of  life  we  sow. 
Watered  by  thy  almighty  hand. 

The  seed  shall  surely  grow : 
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The  virtue  of  thy  grace 
A  large  .increase  shall  give, 

And  multiply  the  faithful  race 
Who  to  thy  glory  live. 

2  Now,  then,  the  ceaseless  shower 

Of  gospel  blessings  send, 
And  let  the  soul-converting  power 

Thy  ministers  attend. 
On  multitudes  confer 

The  heart-renewing  love, 
And  by  the  joy  of  grace  prepare 

For  fuller  joys  above. 

Charles  Wadeir. 

0  X  O       The  laborers  are  few. 

1  Lord  of  the  harvest,  hear 
Thy  needy  servants'  cry ; 

Answer  our  faith's  eff*ectual  prayer, 
And  all  our  wants  supply. 

2  On  thee  we  humbly  wait ; 
Our  wants  are  in  thy  view ; 

The  harvest,  truly,  Lord,  is  great. 
The  laborers  are  few. 

3  Convert  and  send  forth  more 
Into  thy  Church  abroad. 

And  let  them  speak  thy  word  of  power. 
As  workers  with  their  God. 

4  O  let  them  spread  thy  name, 
Their  mission  fully  prove ; 

Thy  universal  grace  proclaim, 
Thine  all  redeeming  love. 

Charles  WeSlsF* 
Doxohgy. 
To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  forever  be. 

John  WeslsF* 
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0  Ay         For  the  success  of  ministers, 

1  Father  of  mercies,  bow  thine  ear, 
Attentive  to  our  earnest  prayer : 

We  plead  for  those  who  plead  for  thee ; 
Successful  pleaders  may  they  be. 

2  O  clothe  their  words  with  power  divine, 
And  let  those  words  be  ever  thine ; 

To  them  thy  sacred  truth  reveal ; 
Suppress  their  fear,  inflame  their  zeal. 

3  Teach  them  to  sow  the  precious  seed  ; 
Teach  them  thy  chosen  flock  to  feed  ; 
Teach  them  immortal  souls  to  gain, 
Nor  let  them  labor.  Lord,  in  vain. 

4  Let  thronging  multitudes  around 
Hear  from  their  lips  the  joyful  sound ; 
In  humble  strains  thy  grace  implore, 
And  feel  thy  Spirit's  living  power. 

Bei^smin  Beddome. 
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[L.  M.   Missionary  Chant    Page  220.] 
The  commission, 

1  "  Go,  preach  my  gospel,"  saith  the  Lord, 
"  Bid  the  whole  world  my  grace  receive ; 

He  shall  be  saved  who  trusts  my  word ; 
He  shall  be  damned  who  won't  believe. 

2**1  '11  make  your  g^eat  commission  known ; 

And  ye  shall  prove  my  gospel  true. 
By/  all  the  works  that  I  have  done. 

By  all  the  wonders  ye  shall  do. 

3  "  Teach  all  the  nations  my  commands, 
I  'm  with  you  till  the  world  shall  end ; 

All  power  is  trusted  in  my  hands, 
I  c^n  destroy,  and  I  defend." 


Isaac  Watts. 
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[S.  M.   Tune,01mutz.   Page  806.] 
Thejoy/tU  sound. 

1  How  beauteous  are  their  feet 
Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill. 

Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues. 
And  words  of  peace  reveal ! 

2  How  charming  is  their  voice. 
How  sweet  the  tidings  are ! 

"Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King; 
He  reigns  and  triumphs  here." 

3  How  happy  are  our  ears, 
That  hear  the  joyful  sound. 

Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for. 
And  sought,  but  never  found  1 

4  How  blessed  are  our  eyes. 
That  see  this  heavenly  light ! 

Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long. 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

6  The  watchmen  join  their  voice. 

And  tuneful  notes  employ ; 
Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs, 

And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 

6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 
Through  all  the  earth  abroad ; 

Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 

Isaao  Watts. 

Boxoloffi/. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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Thomas  Kea. 
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0/«/©       T'A*  minister* 8  only  bunness, 

1  Jesus  !  the  name  high  over  all, 
In  hell,  or  earth,  or  sky  ; 

Angels  and  men  before  it  fall, 
And  devils  fear  and  fly. 

2  Jesus !  the  name  to  sinners  dear 
The  name  to  sinners  g^ven  ; 

It  scatters  all  their  guilty  fear ; 
It  turns  their  hell  to  heaven. 

3  Jesus  the  prisoner's  fetters  breaks, 
And  bruises  Satan's  head ; 

Power  into  strengthless  souls  he  speaks. 
And  life  into  the  dead. 

4  O  that  the  world  might  taste  and  see 
The  riches  of  his  grace ! 

The  arms  of  love  that  compass  me 
Would  all  mankind  embrace. 

5  His  only  righteousness  I  show, 
His  saving  truth  proclaim : 

'Tis  all  my  business  here  below. 
To  cry,  "Behold  the  Lamb!" 

6  Happy,  if  with  my  latest  breath 
I  may  but  gasp  his  name ; 

Preach  him  to  all,  and  cry  in  death, 
"Behold,  behold  the  Lamb! " 

Cbarlee  Wealej. 

8  2  O  The  pastoral  office. 

1  Let  Zion's  watchmen  all  awake, 
And  take  the  alarm  they  g^ve ; 

Now  let  them  from  the  mouth  of  God 
Their  solemn  charge  receive. 


2  'Tis  not  a  cause  of  small  import 
The  pastor's  care  demands ; 

But  what  might  fill  an  angel's  heart. 
And  filled  a  Saviour's  hands. 

3  They  watch  for  souls  for  which  the  Lord 
Did  heavenly  bliss  forego ; 

For  souls  which  must  forever  live 
In  raptures  or  in  woe. 

4  May  they  that  lesus,  whom  they  preach. 
Their  own  Redeemer  see ; 

And  watch  thou  daily  o'er  their  souls. 
That  they  may  watch  for  thee. 

Philip  Doddridge. 


Clothed  with  saXvatioii, 
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1  Jesus,  the  word  of  mercy  give, 
And  let  it  swiftly  run ; 

And  let  the  priests  themselves  believe. 
And  put  salvation  on. 

2  Jesus,  let  all  thy  servants  shine 
Illustrious  as  the  sun ; 

And,  bright  with  borrowed  rays  divine. 
Their  glorious  circuit  run. 

3  As  giants  may  they  run  their  race. 
Exulting  in  their  might ; 

As  burning  luminaries,  chase 
The  gloom  of  hellish  night. 

4  As  the  bright  Sun  of  righteousness. 
Their  healing  wings  display ; 

And  let  their  luster  still  increase 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 
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0>50       Training  the  soldiers  of  Christ. 

1  Captain  of  our  salvation,  take 
The  souls  we  here  present  to  thee. 

And  fit  for  thy  great  service  make 

These  heirs  of  immortality; 
And  let  them  in  thine  image  rise, 
And  then  transplant  to  paradise. 

2  Unspotted  from  the  world,  and  pure. 
Preserve  them  for  thy  glorious  cause, 

Accustomed  daily  to  endure 

The  welcome  burden  of  thy  cross ; 
Inured  to  toil  and  patient  pain. 
Till  all  thy  perfect  mind  they  gain. 

3  Train  up  thy  hardy  soldiers.  Lord, 
In  all  their  Captain's  steps  to  tread ; 

Or  send  them  to  proclaim  the  word, 

Thy  gospel  through  the  world  to  spread ; 
Freely  as  they  receive  to  give. 
And  preach  the  death  by  which  we  live. 

Charles  Wesley. 

0  /i  O  Baptismal  hymn. 

1  I  AM  baptized  into  thy  name, 

O  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost! 
Among  thy  seed  a  place  I  claim. 

Among  thy  consecrated  host ; 
Buried  with  Christ  and  dead  to  sin, 
Thy  Spirit  now  shall  live  within. 
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2  My  loving  Father,  here  dost  thou 
Proclaim  me  as  thy  child  and  heir ; 

Thou,  faithful  Saviour,  bidd'st  me  now 

The  fruit  of  all  thy  sorrows  share ; 
Thou,  Holy  Ghost,  wilt  comfort  me 
When  darkest  clouds  around  I  see. 

3  Hence,  Prince  of  darkness !  hence,  my 

foe! 

Another  Lord  hath  purchased  me ; 
My  conscience  tells  of  sin,  yet  know. 

Baptized  in  Christ,  I  fear  not  thee : 
Away,  vain  world!  sin,  leave  me  now! 
I  turn  from  you ;  God  hears  my  vow. 

4  And  never  let  me  waver  more, 

O  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ; 
Till  at  thy  will  this  life  is  o'er, 

Still  keep  me  in  thy  faithful  host, 
So  unto  thee  I  live  and  die. 
And  praise  thee  evermore  on  high. 

J.  J.  Ramtweh.   Tr.  by  Miss  O.  Winkworth. 

Doxohgy, 

Immortal  honor,  endless  fame, 
Attend  the  almighty  Father's  name : 
The  Saviour  Son  be  glorified. 
Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died  ; 
And  equal  adoration  be. 
Eternal  Comforter,  to  thee ! 

John  Dryden. 
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O^  §    Suffer  the  little  ones  to  come  unio  Me. 

1  See,  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stands 
With  all-engaging  charms ; 

Hark,  how  he  calls  the  tender  lambs, 
And  folds  them  in  his  arms! 

2  "  Permit  them  to  approach,"  he  cries, 
"  Nor  scorn  their  humble  name  ; 

For  'twas  to  bless  such  souls  as  these 
The  Lord  of  angels  came." 

3  We  bring  them.  Lord,  in  thankful  hands, 
And  yield  them  up  to  thee ; 

Joyful  that  we  ourselves  are  thine. 
Thine  let  our  offspring  be. 

PhiUp  Doddridge. 

0  /4  O   Children  in  the  arms  of  Jesiis. 

1  Behold  what  condescending  love 
Jesus  on  earth  displays ! 

To  little  children  he  extends 
The  riches  of  his  grace. 

2  He  still  the  ancient  promise  keeps. 
To  our  forefathers  given  ; 

Our  infants  in  his  arms  he  takes. 
And  calls  them  heirs  of  heaven. 

3  Forbid  them  not,  whom  Jesus  calls. 
Nor  dare  the  claim  resist. 

Since  his  own  lips  to  us  declare 
Of  such  will  heaven  consist. 

4  With  flowing  tears,  and  thankful  hearts. 
We  give  them  up  to  thee ; 

Receive  them.  Lord,  into  thine  arms ; 
Thine  may  they  ever  be. 

John  Peacock,  Aiiffostus  M.  Toplady. 

0  /4  y  Significance  of  baptism. 

1  O  Lord,  while  we  confess  the  worth 
Of  this  the  outward  seal, 
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Do  thou  the  truths  herein  set  forth 
To  every  heart  reveal. 

2  Death  to  the  world  we  here  avow, 
Death  to  each  fleshly  lust; 

Newness  of  life  our  calling  now, 
A  risen  Lord  our  trust. 

3  And  we,  O  Lord,  who  now  partake 
Of  resurrection  life. 

With  every  sin,  for  thy  dear  sake. 
Would  be  at  constant  strife. 

4  Baptized  into  the  Father's  name. 
We  'd  walk  as  sons  of  God ; 

Baptized  in  thine,  we  own  thy  claim 
As  ransomed  by  thy  blood. 

5  Baptized  into  the  Holy  Ghost, 
We  *d  keep  his  temple  pure. 

And  make  thy  grace  our  only  boast. 
And  by  thy  strength  endure. 

Mary  P.  Bowly. 

[8.  M.    Tune,  Dennis.    Page  29S.] 
OOU         Rites  inefficacious. 

1  Rites  cannot  change  the  heart. 
Undo  the  evil  done. 

Or  with  the  uttered  name  impart 
The  nature  of  thy  Son. 

2  To  meet  our  desperate  want. 
There  gushed  a  crimson  flood : 

O  from  his  heart's  o'erflowing  font 
Baptize  this  soul  with  blood! 

3  Be  grace  from  Christ  our  Lord, 
And  love  from  God  supreme. 

By  the  communing  Spirit  poured 
In  a  perpetual  stream ! 

WUllamM 
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0  O  A  The  sacramental  seal. 

1  Come,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Honor  the  means  ordained  by  thee ; 

Make  good  our  apostolic  boast, 
And  own  thy  glorious  ministry. 

2  We  now  thy  promised  blessing  claim  ; 
Sent  to  disciple  all  mankind, 

Sent  to  baptize  into  thy  name. 

We  now  thy  promised  presence  find. 

3  Father,  in  these  reveal  thy  Son  ; 

In  these,  for  whom  we  seek  thy  face. 
The  hidden  mystery  make  known. 
The  inward,  pure,  baptizing  grace. 

4  Jesus,  with  us  thou  always  art ; 
Effectual  make  the  sacred  sign ; 

The  gift  unspeakable  impart. 
And  bless  the  ordinance  divine. 

6  Eternal  Spirit,  from  on  high, 

Baptizer  of  our  spirits  thou, 
The  sacramental  seal  apply. 

And  witness  with  the  water  now. 

Charles  Weslej. 

oe5/4         At  a  child^s  baptism, 

1  This  child  we  dedicate  to  thee, 
O  God  of  grace  and  purity ! 

Shield  it  from  sin  and  threatening  wrong. 
And  let  thy  love  its  life  prolong. 

2  O  may  thy  Spirit  gently  draw 
Its  willing  soul  to  keep  thy  law ; 
May  virtue,  piety,  and  truth. 
Dawn  even  with  its  dawning  youth. 

3  We,  too,  before  thy  gracious  sight. 
Once  shared  the  blest  baptismal  rite, 
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And  would  renew  its  solemn  vow 

With  love,  and  thanks,  and  praises,  now. 

4  Grant  that,  with  true  and  faithful  heart. 
We  still  may  act  the  Christian's  part. 
Cheered  by  each  promise  thou  hast  given, 
And  laboring  for  the  prize  in  heaven. 

Tr.  liy  8.  Qllauui. 

[L.  M.  61.   Tune,  Selena.    Page  88.] 

000  The  Lor d^ 8  Supper  instituted. 

1  In  that  sad,  memorable  night. 
When  Jesus  was  for  us  betrayed. 

He  left  his  death-recording  rite : 

He  took,  and  blest,  and  brake  the  bread  ; 
And  gave  his  own  their  last  bequest. 
And  thus  his  love's  intent  expressed : 

2  "  Take,  eat,  this  is  my  body,  given 
To  purchase  life  and  peace  for  you. 

Pardon,  and  holiness,  and  heaven : 
Do  this,  my  dying  love  to  show: 
Accept  your  precious  legacy. 
And  thus,  my  friends,  remember  me." 

3  He  took  into  his  hands  the  cup, 
To  crown  the  sacramental  feast. 

And,  full  of  kind  concern,  looked  up. 

And  gave  to  them  what  he  had  blest ; 
And,  "  Drink  ye  all  of  this,"  he  said, 
"In  solemn  memory  of  the  dead. 

4  "  This  is  my  blood,  which  seals  the  new 
Eternal  covenant  of  my  grace ; 

My  blood,  so  freely  shed  for  you. 
For  you  and  all  the  sinful  race ; 
My  blood,  that  speaks  your  sins  forgiven. 
And  justifies  your  claim  to  heaven." 

Gharles  Weslay. 
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0  O  4  The  invitation, 

1  The  King  of  heaven  his  table  spreads. 
And  blessings  crown  the  board ; 

Not  paradise,  with  all  its  joys, 
Could  such  delight  afford. 

2  Pardon  and  peace  to  dying  men, 
And  endless  life  are  given, 

Through  the  rich  blood  that  Jesus  shed 
To  raise  our  souls  to  heaven. 

3  Millions  of  souls,  in  glory  now, 
Were  fed  and  feasted  here ; 

And  millions  more,  still  on  the  way. 
Around  the  board  appear. 

4  All  things  are  ready,  come  away. 
Nor  weak  excuses  frame ; 

Crowd  to  your  places  at  the  feast. 
And  bless  the  Founder's  name. 

PhUip  Doddridge. 

Oe50         Approaching  tlie  table 

1  Jesus,  at  whose  supreme  command. 
We  now  approach  to  God, 

Before  us  in  thy  vesture  stand. 
Thy  vesture  dipped  in  blood. 

2  The  tokens  of  thy  dying  love 
O  let  us  all  receive, 

And  feel  the  quickening  Spirit  move. 
And  sensibly  believe. 

3  The  cup  of  blessing,  blest  by  thee. 
Let  it  thy  blood  impart ; 

The  bread  thy  mystic  body  be, 
To  cheer  each  languid  heart. 
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4  The  living  bread  sent  down  from  heaven. 

In  us  vouchsafe  to  be : 
Thy  flesh  for  all  the  world  is  given. 

And  all  may  live  by  thee. 

Oharles  Wesilegr. 

000  Graiefvl  remembrance. 

1  According  to  thy  gracious  word. 
In  meek  humility. 

This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord, 
I  will  remember  thee ! 

2  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake. 
My  bread  from  heaven  shall  be ; 

Thy  testamental  cup  I  take. 
And  thus  remember  thee ! 

3  Gethsemane  can  I  forget  ? 
Or  there  thy  conflict  see, 

Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat. 
And  not  remember  thee  ? 

4  When  to  the  cross  I  turn  mine  eyes. 
And  rest  on  Calvary, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  my  Sacrifice, 
I  must  remember  thee ! 

5  Remember  thee,  and  all  thy  pains, 
And  all  thy  love  to  me ; 

Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains. 
Will  I  remember  thee ! 

6  And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb 
And  mind  and  memory  flee. 

When  thou  shalt  in  thy  kingdom  come, 
Jesus,  remember  me ! 

James  KontsoBm^^s 
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1  O  LOVE  divine !  O  matchless  grace ! 
Which  in  this  sacred  rite 

Shines  forth  so  full,  so  free,  in  rays 
Of  purest  living  light. 

2  O  wondrous  death !  O  precious  blood ! 
For  us  so  freely  spilt, 

To  cleanse  our  sin-polluted  souls 
From  every  stain  of  guilt. 

3  O  covenant  of  life  and  peace. 
By  blood  and  suffering  sealed  ! 

All  the  rich  gifts  of  gospel  grace 
Are  here  to  faith  revealed. 

4  Jesus,  we  bow  our  souls  to  thee. 
Our  life,  our  hope,  our  all. 

While  we,  with  thankful,  contrite  hearts. 
Thy  dying  love  recall. 

6  O  may  thy  pure  and  perfect  love 

Be  written  on  our  minds ; 
Nor  earth,  nor  self,  nor  sin  obscure 

The  ever-radiant  lines. 

Bdward  Tumey. 

000  The  %acred  feast. 

1  In  memory  of  the  Saviour's  love. 
We  keep  the  sacred  feast, 

Where  every  humble,  contrite  heart 
Is  made  a  welcome  guest. 

2  By  faith  we  take  the  bread  of  life. 
With  which  our  souls  are  fed ; 

The  cup,  in  token  of  his  blood, 
That  was  for  sinners  shed. 

3  Under  his  banner  thus  we  sing 
The  wonders  of  his  love, 

And  thus  anticipate  by  faith 
The  heavenly  feast  above. 

Unknown. 
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oOif  Gratitude  and  love. 

1  If  human  kindness  meets  return, 
And  owns  the  grateful  tie; 

If  tender  thoughts  within  us  bum 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh ; 

2  O  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 
The  gratitude  we  owe 

To  him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell. 
And  save  from  endless  woe  ? 

3  While  yet  in  anguish  he  surveyed 
Those  pangs  he  would  not  flee, 

What  love  his  latest  words  displayed ! 
*'  Meet,  and  remember  me." 

4  Remember  thee !  thy  death,  thy  shame. 
The  grief  which  thou  didst  bear ! 

0  memory,  leave  no  other  name 
So  deeply  graven  there. 

Oerard  T.  Kocl. 

840  He  died  for  me. 

1  That  doleful  night  before  his  death. 
The  Lamb,  for  sinners  slain, 

Did,  almost  with  his  dying  breath, 
This  solemn  feast  ordain. 

2  To  keep  the  feast.  Lord,  we  have  met. 
And  to  remember  thee : 

Help  each  poor  trembler  to  repeat, 
**  For  me  he  died,  for  me ! " 

3  Thy  sufferings.  Lord,  each  sacred  sign 
To  our  remembrance  brings  ; 

We  eat  the  bread,  and  drink  the  wine. 
But  think  on  nobler  things. 

4  O  tune  our  tongues,  and  set  in  frame 
Each  heart  that  pants  for  thee. 

To  sing,  *'  Hosanna  to  the  Lamb, 
The  Lamb  that  died  for  me ! " 

Joseph  Eart. 
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o4:  J.  Universal  gladnesa. 

1  Glory  to  God  on  high, 

Our  peace  is  made  with  Heaven ; 
The  Son  of  God  came  down  to  die, 
That  we  might  be  forgiven. 

2  His  precious  blood  was  shed, 
His  body  bruised,  for  sin : 

Remember  this  in  eating  bread, 
And  this  in  drinking  wine. 

3  Approach  his  royal  board, 
In  his  rich  garments  clad  ; 

Join  every  tongue  to  praise  the  Lord, 
And  every  heart  be  glad. 

4  The  Father  gives  the  Son ; 
The  Son,  his  flesh  and  blood ; 

The  Spirit  seals ;  and  faith  puts  on 
The  righteousness  of  God. 

Joseph  Hart. 

84/4        A  foretaste  of  gloty. 

1  O  WHAT  delight  is  this, 
Which  now  in  Christ  we  know. 

An  earnest  of  our  glorious  bliss, 
Our  heaven  begun  below  I 

2  When  he  the  table  spreads, 
How  royal  is  the  cheer! 

With  rapture  we  lift  up  our  heads, 
And  own  that  God  is  here. 

3  The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 
Who  died  to  die  no  more. 

Let  all  the  ransomed  sons  of  men. 
With  all  his  hosts,  adore. 
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4  Let  earth  and  heaven  be  joined. 

His  glories  to  display. 
And  hymn  the  Saviour  of  mankind 

In  one  eternal  day. 

Charles  Wesleiy. 

0  4  eJ    His  the  pain — ours  the  Joy, 

1  No  gospel  like  this  feast 
Spread  for  Thy  Church  by  thee; 

Nor  prophet  nor  evangelist 
Preach  the  glad  news  so  free. 

2  All  our  redemption  cost, 
All  our  redemption  won; 

All  it  has  won  for  us,  the  lost ; 
All  it  cost  thee,  the  Son. 

3  Thine  was  the  bitter  price. 
Ours  is  the  free  gift,  given ; 

Thine  was  the  blood  of  sacrifice. 
Ours  is  the  wine  of  heaven. 

4  Here  we  would  rest  midway. 
As  on  a  sacred  height. 

That  darkest  and  that  brightest  day 
Meeting  before  our  sight. 

5  From  that  dark  depth  of  woes 
Thy  love  for  us  has  trod. 

Up  to  the  heights  of  blest  repose 
Thy  love  prepares  with  God ; 

6  Till  from  self  s  chains  released. 
One  sight  alone  we  see, 

Still  at  the  cross,  as  at  the  feast. 
Behold  thee,  only  thee. 

J.  C.  Byle. 


THE  CHURCH— ORDINANCES:  tHE  LORD'S  SUPPEk. 


NASSAU.      7,  61. 


JOHANN  ROBJENHifLLUI. 


I 


a 


Hi 


t 


b^ 


t 


-1^ 


fit 


i 


-<s^- 


:a 


•»- 


:<£ 


i: 


r 


m 


1.  Ma   -   ny     cen  -   tu  -  lies     have  fled         Since     our    Sav    -  iour   broke    the    bread, 
-^ f^—r^ T--r^ ^      .fg    '    ^^ ^—rd      J    P      ."g^ ^^-W- 


And      this     sa    -   ored     feast     or  -  dained, 

^ ^- 


^idr-r— P 


^ 


^ 


er      by 


his      Ohnrch  re  -  tained : 


?:2i=£ 


F 


?2: 


-»>- 


:^ 


p^^ 


P 


IZg 


J — \- 


t 


■2t 


-&- 


Those    his       bod 


-^ 


^^^^5r 


ft"^ 


te 


zg 


* 


1^ 


H 


who      dis  -    cern,      Thus    shall   meet     till     his        re  -  turn. 


1 


fcfc 


?z: 


^ 


s 


i 


:^ 


S^ 


2Z: 


i 


-.^ 


?z: 


£i4 


■^ 


X 


.(52- 


-;-i 


f 


t 


n 


044    T'Atf  memorial  feast  maintained. 

2  Through  the  Church's  long  eclipse, 
When,  from  priest  or  pastor's  lips. 
Truth  divine  was  never  heard, — 
'Mid  the  famine  of  the  word, 
Still  these  symbols  witness  gave 
To  his  love  who  died  to  save. 

3  All  who  bear  the  Saviour's  name. 
Here  their  common  faith  proclaim ; 
Though  diverse  in  tongue  or  rite, 
Here,  one  body,  we  unite ; 
Breaking  thus  one  mystic  bread, 
Members  of  one  common  Head. 

4  Come,  the  blessed  emblems  share. 
Which  the  Saviour's  death  declare ; 
Come,  on  truth  immortal  feed; 
For  his  flesh  is  meat  indeed : 
Saviour,  witness  with  the  sign. 
That  our  ransomed  souls  are  thine. 

Josiah  Oonder. 

845  Till  He  come. 

1  **TiLL  He  come:"  O  let  the  words 
Linger  on  the  trembling  chords ; 
Let  the  little  while  between 
In  their  golden  light  be  seen ; 
Let  us  think  how  heaven  and  home 
Lie  beyond  that  — **  Till  he  come." 

2  When  the  weary  ones  we  love 
Enter  on  their  rest  above, 
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Seems  the  earth  so  poor  and  vast. 
All  our  life-joy  overcast? 
Hush,  be  eveiy  murmur  dumb ; 
It  is  only—"  Till  he  come." 

3  See,  the  feast  of  love  is  spread. 
Drink  the  wine,  and  break  the  bread ; 
Sweet  memorials, — till  the  Lord 
Call  us  round  his  heavenly  board ; 
Some  from  earth,  from  glory  some. 
Severed  only  — "  Till  he  come." 

Bdward  H.  Biokersteth. 

[8.  M.  Tune,  Prayer.   Pa^e  814.] 

0  4  O  Our  PaschcU  Zamh, 

1  Let  all  who  truly  bear 

The  bleeding  Saviour's  name, 
Their  faithful  hearts  with  us  prepare. 
And  eat  the  Paschal  Lamb. 

2  This  eucharistic  feast 
Our  every  want  supplies. 

And  still  we  by  his  death  are  blest. 
And  share  his  sacrifice. 

3  Who  thus  our  faith  employ. 
His  sufferings  to  record. 

E'en  now  we  mournfully  enjoy 
Communion  with  our  Lord. 

4  We  too  with  him  are  dead. 
And  shall  with  him  arise ; 

The  cross  on  which  he  bows  his  head 
Shall  lift  us  to  the  skies. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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o4:  T    Praise  to  our  victorious  King, 

1  At  the  Lamb's  high  feast  we  sing 
Praise  to  our  victorious  King, 
Who  hath  washed  us  in  the  tide 
Flowing  from  his  pierc6d  side ; 

2  Praise  we  him,  whose  love  divine 
Gives  his  sacred  blood  for  wine, 
Gives  his  body  for  the  feast, 
Christ  the  Victim,  Christ  the  Priest. 

3  Where  the  paschal  blood  is  poured, 
Death's  dark  angel  sheathes  his  sword ; 
Israel's  hosts  triumphant  go 
Through  the  wave  that  drowns  the  foe. 

4  Praise  we  Christ,  whose  blood  was  shed. 
Paschal  Victim,  paschal  Bread ; 

With  sincerity  and  love 
Eat  we  manna  from  above. 

5  Mighty  Victim  from  the  sky ! 
Hell's  fierce  powers  beneath  thee  lie ; 
Thou  hast  conquered  in  the  fight, 
Thou  hast  brought  us  life  and  light : 

6  Now  no  more  can  death  appall, 
Now  no  more  the  grave  enthrall ; 
Thou  hast  opened  paradise. 
And  in  thee  thy  saints  shall  rise. 

Boman  Brevlasy.   Tr.  bj  S.  Campbell. 

0  4: 0   Discerning  the  Lord^s  body, 

1  Jesus,  all-redeeming  Lord, 
Magnify  thy  dying  word  ; 

In  thine  ordinance  appear ; 

Come,  and  meet  thy  followers  here. 

2  In  the  rite  thou  hast  enjoined. 
Let  us  now  our  Saviour  find ; 
Drink  thy  blood  for  sinners  shed, 
Taste  thee  in  the  broken  bread. 
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3  Thou  our  faithful  hearts  prepare ; 
Thou  thy  pardoning  grace  declare ; 
Thou  that  hast  for  sinners  died. 
Show  thyself  the  Crucified ! 

4  All  the  power  of  sin  remove ; 
Fill  us  with  thy  perfect  love ; 
Stamp  us  with  the  stamp  divine ; 
Seal  our  souls  forever  thine. 

Charles  Wesley. 

[7,6.   Tune,  St  HUda.   Page  280.] 

849  Angds' food. 

1  O  Bread  to  pilg^ms  given, 
O  Food  that  angels  eat, 

O  Manna  sent  from  heaven. 
For  heaven-born  natures  meet ; 

Give  us,  for  thee  long  pining. 
To  eat  till  richlv  filled ; 

Till,  earth's  delignts  resigning, 
Our  every  wish  is  stilled. 

2  O  Water,  life  bestowing, 
From  out  the  Saviour's  heart, 

A  fountain  purely  flowing, 

A  fount  of  love  thou  art : 
O  let  us,  freely  tasting. 

Our  burning  thirst  assuage ; 
Thy  sweetness,  never  wasting. 

Avails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Jesus,  this  feast  receiving. 
We  thee  unseen  adore ; 

Thy  faithful  word  believing. 
We  take,  and  doubt  no  more : 

Give  us,  thou  true  and  loving. 
On  earth  to  live  in  thee ; 

Then,  death  the  veil  removing. 
Thy  glorious  face  to  see. 

Worn  the  Latin.   Tr.  tagr  B. 
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0  O  U  Until  He  come. 

1  By  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  restored, 
We  keep  the  memory  adored. 

And  show  the  death  of  our  dear  Lord, 
Until  he  come. 

2  His  body  broken  in  our  stead 
Is  here,  in  this  memorial  bread ; 
And  so  our  feeble  love  is  fed. 

Until  he  come. 

3  His  fearful  drops  of  agony, 
His  life-blood  shed  for  us  we  see : 
The  wine  shall  tell  the  mystery. 

Until  he  come. 

ST.   ALBAN.       L.  M. 


4  And  thus  that  dark  betrayal  night. 
With  the  last  advent  we  unite — 
The  shame,  the  glory,  by  this  rite. 

Until  he  come. 

5  Until  the  trump  of  God  be  heard. 
Until  the  ancient  graves  be  stirred, 
And  with  the  great  commanding  word, 

The  Lord  shall  come. 

6  O  blessed  hope !  v^dth  this  elate 
Let  not  our  hearts  be  desolate. 

But  strong  in  faith,  in  patience  wait. 
Until  he  come ! 

George  Bawaon. 
St.  Alban's  Titme  Book. 
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0  Ox    Figure  and  means  of  saving  grace. 

1  Author  of  our  salvation,  thee. 
With  lowly,  thankful  hearts,  we  praise ; 

Author  of  this  g^eat  mystery, 
Figure  and  means  of  saving  grace. 

2  The  sacred,  true,  effectual  sign. 
Thy  body  and  thy  blood  it  shows ; 

The  glorious  instrument  divine, 
Thy  mercy  and  thy  strength  bestows. 

3  We  see  the  blood  that  seals  our  peace ; 
Thy  pardoning  mercy  we  receive ; 

The  bread  doth  visibly  express 

The  strength  through  which  our  spirits 
live. 

4  Our  spirits  drink  a  fresh  supply. 
And  eat  the  bread  so  freely  given. 

Till,  borne  on  eagle  wings,  we  fly. 

And  banquet  with  our  Lord  in  heaven. 

Cluurles  Wealej. 
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00/4         Rejoicing  at  the  table. 

1  To  Jesus,  our  exalted  Lord, 

The  name  by  heaven  and  earth  adored. 
Fain  would  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
A  cheerful  song  of  sacred  praise. 

2  But  all  the  notes  which  mortals  know. 
Are  weak,  and  languishing,  and  low ; 
Far,  far  above  our  humble  songs. 

The  theme  demands  immortal  tongues. 

3  Yet  while  around  his  board  we  meet. 
And  humbly  worship  at  his  feet, 

O  let  our  warm  affections  move. 
In  glad  returns  of  grateful  love. 

4  Let  humble,  penitential  woe, 

In  tears  of  godly  sorrow  flow ; 

And  thy  forgiving  smiles  impart 

Life,  hope,  and  joy  to  every  heart. 

Anne  Steele. 
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0  O  e5         The  heavenly  hanqtieU 

1  Jesus  spreads  his  banner  o'er  us, 
Cheers  our  famished  souls  with  food ; 

He  the  banquet  spreads  before  us, 
Of  his  mystic  flesh  and  blood. 

Precious  banquet ;  bread  of  heaven ; 
Wine  of  gladness,  flowing  free ; 

May  we  taste  it,  kindly  given, 
In  remembrance,  Lord,  of  thee. 

2  In  thy  holy  incarnation, 

When  the  angels  sang  thy  birth ; 
In  thy  fasting  and  temptation ; 

In  thy  labors  on  the  earth ; 
In  thy  trial  and  rejection ; 

In  thy  sufferings  on  the  tree ; 
In  thy  glorious  resurrection ; 

May  we,  Lord,  remember  thee. 

BosweU  Eark. 

OO^    The  SpiriVa  (piickening  iiijlitences. 
1  Come,  thou  everlasting  Spirit, 

Bring  to  every  thankful  mind 
All  the  Saviour  s  dying  merit. 

All  his  sufferings  for  mankind : 
True  Recorder  of  his  passion. 

Now  the  living  faith  impart ; 


mmnti 


Now  reveal  his  great  salvation 
Unto  every  faithful  heart. 

2  Come,  thou  Witness  of  his  dying ; 

Come,  Remembrancer  divine ; 
Let  us  feel  thy  power  applying 

Christ  to  every  soul,  and  mine : 
Let  us  groan  thy  inward  groaning ; 

Look  on  him  we  pierced,  and  g^eve ; 

All  partake  the  grace  atoning, 

.All  the  sprinkled  blood  receive, 

Charles  Wesley. 

[8, 7, 4.   Tune,  Eegent  Square.   P.  819.] 

000  Bless  us  in  parting. 

1  Now  in  parting.  Father,  bless  us  ; 
Saviour,  still  thy  peace  bestow ; 

Gracious  Comforter,  be  with  us, 
As  we  from  thy  table  go. 

Bless  us,  bless  us. 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  now. 

2  Bless  us  here,  while  still  as  strangers 
Onward  to  our  home  we  move  ; 

Bless  us  with  eternal  blessings. 
In  our  Father's  house  above, 

Ever,  ever 
Dwelling  in  the  light  of  love. 
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0  O  O    Christ  (he  Head  and  Corner  Stone. 

2  To  this  temple,  where  we  call  thee, 
Come,  O  Lord  of  hosts,  to-day : 

With  thy  wonted  loving-kindness. 
Hear  thy  servants  as  they  pray ; 

And  thy  fullest  benediction 
Shed  within  its  walls  alway. 

3  Here  vouchsafe  to  all  thy  servants 
What  they  ask  of  thee  to  gain, 

What  they  gain  from  thee  forever 

With  the  blessed  to  retain, 
And  hereafter  in  thy  glory 

Evermore  with  thee  to  reign. 

From  the  Latin.   Tr.  by  J.  M.  Neale. 

[7.   Tune,  Hall.    Page  202.] 
oO^        Christy  the  Corner-stmie. 

1  On  this  stone,  now  laid  with  prayer, 
Let  thy  church  rise,  strong  and  fair ; 
Ever,  Lord,  thy  name  be  known. 
Where  we  lay  this  corner-stone. 

2  Let  thy  holy  Child,  who  came 
Man  from  error  to  reclaim, 
And  for  sinners  to  atone. 

Bless,  with  thee,  this  corner-stone. 

3  May  thy  Spirit  here  give  rest 
To  the  heart  by  sin  oppressed, 
And  the  seeds  of  truth  be  sown. 
Where  we  lay  thjs  comer-stone. 
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4  Open  wide,  O  God,  thy  door. 
For  the  outcast  and  the  poor. 
Who  can  call  no  house  their  own, 
Where  we  lay  this  corner-stone. 

5  By  wise  master-builders  squared, 
Here  be  living  stones  prepared 
For  the  temple  near  thy  throne, — 
Jesus  Christ  its  Corner-stone. 

John  Pierpont. 

[7.   Tune,  Nuremberg.   Page  800.] 

0  O  O  Prayer  and  praise. 

1  Lord  of  hosts !  to  thee  we  raise 
Here  a  house  of  prayer  and  praise  : 
Thou  thy  people's  hearts  prepare. 
Here  to  meet  for  praise  and  prayer. 

2  Let  the  living  here  be  fed 

With  thy  word,  the  heavenly  bread : 
Here,  in  hope  of  glory  blest, 
May  the  dead  be  laid  to  rest. 

3  Here  to  thee  a  temple  stand, 
While  the  sea  shall  gird  the  land : 
Here  reveal  thy  mercy  sure, 
While  the  sun  and  moon  endure. 

4  Hallelujah  !  earth  and  sky 
To  the  joyful  sound  reply : 
Hallelujah !  hence  ascend 

Prayer  and  praise  till  time  shall  end. 

James  Montgomery. 
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OOif  Laying  the  foundation. 

1  O  Lord  of  hosts,  whose  glory  fills 
The  bounds  of  the  eternal  hills, 
And  yet  vouchsafes,  in  Christian  lands. 
To  dwell  in  temples  made  with  hands; 

2  Grant  that  all  we  who  here  to-day 
Rejoicing  this  foundation  lay, 
May  be  m  very  deed  thine  own, 
Built  on  the  precious  Comer-stone. 

3  Endue  the  creatures  with  thy  grace 
That  shall  adorn  thy  dwelling-place ; 
The  beauty  of  the  oak  and  pine. 
The  gold  and  silver,  make  them  thine. 

4  To  thee  they  all  pertain  ;  to  thee 
The  treasures  of  the  earth  and  sea ; 
And  when  we  bring  them  to  thy  throne 
We  but  present  thee  with  thine  own. 

6  The  heads  that  guide  endue  with  skill ; 
The  hands  that  work  preserve  from  ill ; 
That  we,  who  these  foundations  lay. 
May  raise  the  topstone  in  its  day. 

J.  ICason  Neale. 

OOU    _  JehovalC 8  presence. 

1  Not  heaven's  wide  range  of  hallowed  space 
Jehovah's  presence  can  confine  ; 

Nor  angels'  claims  restrain  his  grace, 
Whose  glories  through  creation  shine. 

2  It  beamed  on  Eden's  guilty  days, 

And  traced  redemption's  wondrous  plan  ; 
From  Calvary,  in  brightest  rays. 
It  glowed  to  guide  benighted  man. 

3  Its  sacred  shrine  it  fixes  there, 
Where  two  or  three  are  met  to  raise 


320 


Their  holy  hands  in  humble  prayer. 
Or  tune  their  hearts  to  grateful  praise. 

4  Be  this,  O  Lord,  that  honored  place. 
The  house  of  God,  the  gate  of  heaven ; 

And  may  the  fullness  of  thy  grace 
To  all  who  here  shall  meet  be  given. 

5  And  hence,  in  spirit,  may  we  soar 

To  those  bright  courts  where  seraphs 
bend; 
With  awe  like  theirs,  on  earth  adore. 
Till  with  their  anthems  ours  shall  blend. 

Unknown. 

0  O  A       God^s  gttardian  presence. 

1  This  stone  to  thee  in  faith  we  lay ; 
To  thee  this  temple.  Lord,  we  build ; 

Thy  power  and  goodness  here  display. 
And  be  it  with  thy  presence  filled. 

2  Here,  when  thy  people  seek  thy  face. 
And  dying  sinners  pray  to  live, 

Hear  thou  in  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place. 
And  when  thou  hearest.  Lord,  forgive ! 

3  Here,  when  thy  messengers  proclaim 
The  blessed  gospel  of  thy  Son, 

Still,  by  the  power  of  his  great  name. 
Be  mighty  signs  and  wonders  done. 

4  But  will  indecid  Jehovah  deign 
Here  to  abide,  no  transient  guest  ? 

Here  will  the  world's  Redeemer  reign? 
And  here  the  Holy  Spirit  rest? 

5  Thy  glory  never  hence  depart ; 

Yet  choose  not.  Lord,  this  house  alone ; 
Thy  kingdom  come  to  every  heart. 
In  ever)'  bosom  fix  thy  throne. 

James  Montgonievy. 
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0  O  /«    7^  earthli/  and  the  heavenly  temple. 

1  Enter  thy  temple,  glorious  King ! 
And  write  thy  name  upon  its  shrine, 

Thy  peace  to  shed,  thy  joy  to  bring, 
And  seal  its  courts  forever  thine. 

2  Abide  with  us,  O  Lord,  we  pray. 

Our  strength,  our  comfort,  and  our  light ; 
Sun  of  our  joy's  unclouded  day ! 
Star  of  our  sorrow's  troubled  night  I 

3  If  from  thy  paths  our  souls  should  stray, 
Yet  turn  to  seek  thy  pardoning  grace. 

Cast  not  our  contrite  prayer  away, 

But  hear  from  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place. 

4  Grant  us  to  walk  in  peace  and  love. 
And  find,  at  last,  some  humble  place 

In  that  great  temple  built  above. 
Where  dwell  thy  saints  before  thy  face. 

Mrs.  Sillily  H.  KiUer. 
ST.    FAITH.      L.  M. 
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000  A  humhle  offering  to  Jehovah. 

1  The  perfect  world,  by  Adam  trod. 
Was  the  first  temple,  built  by  God ; 
His  fiat  laid  the  corner-stone. 

And  heaved  its  pillars  one  by  one. 

2  He  hung  its  starry  roof  on  high. 
The  broad  expanse  of  azure  sky; 

He  spread  its  pavement,  green  and  bright. 
And  curtained  it  with  morning  light. 

3  The  mountains  in  their  places  stood. 
The  sea,  the  sky ;  and  all  was  good ; 
And  when  its  first  pure  praises  rang, 

*'  The  morning  stars  together  sang. ' 

4  Lord,  'tis  not  ours  to  make  the  sea. 
And  earth,  and  sky,  a  house  for  thee ; 
But  in  thy  sight  our  offering  stands, 

A  humbler  temple, "made  with  hands." 

Nathaniel  P.  WHlis. 
Bambkbg  Htmn  Book. 
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1.  Wkei  to  tke  exiled  seer  were  girea  Thou  rapturoas  news  of  highest  hearei,  All  glorioos  thoogh  the  risions  were,  Tet  heheheld  no  temple  there. 


0\)4  Seeking  a  tabernacle. 

2  The  new  Jerusalem  on  high 
Hath  one  pervading  sanctity ; 
No  sin  to  mourn,  no  grief  to  mar, 
God  and  the  Lamb  its  temple  are. 

3  But  we,  frail  sojourners  below. 
The  pilgrim  heirs  of  guilt  and  woe. 
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Must  seek  a  tabernacle  where 

Our  scattered  souls  may  blend  in  prayer. 

4  O  Thou,  who  o'er  the  cherubim 
Didst  shine  in  glories  veiled  and  dim. 
With  purer  light  our  temple  cheer, 
And  dwell  in  unveiled  glory  here. 

George  BoMaeoB. 
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MURRAY.      H.  M.  G«emah. 
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OWO       Invoking  Gfod^s presence. 

1  Great  King  of  glory,  come. 
And  with  thy  favor  crown 

This  temple  as  thy  home, 
This  people  as  thine  own: 
Beneath  this  roof,  O  deig^  to  show 
How  God  can  dwell  with  men  below. 

2  Here  may  thine  ears  attend 
Our  interceding  cries, 

And  grateful  praise  ascend, 
Like  incense,  to  the  skies : 
Here  may  thy  word  melodious  sound. 
And  spread  celestial  joys  around. 

MENDON.      L.  M. 
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3  Here  may  our  unborn  sons 
And  daughters  sound  thy  praise. 

And  shine,  like  polished  stones. 
Through  long-succeeding  days: 
Here,  Lord,  display  thy  saving  power. 
While  temples  stand  and  men  adore. 

4  Here  may  the  listening  throng 
Receive  thy  truth  in  love; 

Here  Christians  join  the  song 
Of  seraphim  above ; 
Till  all,  who  humbly  seek  thy  face. 
Rejoice  in  thy  abounding  grace. 
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O  O  D    Dedication  of  a  hall  of  science. 

2  His  mountains  lift  their  solemn  forms. 

To  watch  in  silence  o'er  the  land ; 
The  rolling  ocean,  rocked  with  storms. 

Sleeps  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 
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8  Beyond  the  heavens  he  sits  alone. 
The  universe  obeys  his  nod ; 

The  lightning-rifts  disclose  his  throne. 
And  thunders  voice   the   name  of 
God. 
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4  Thou  sovereign  God,  receive  this  gift 
Thy  virilling  servants  offer  thee; 

Accept  the  prayers  that  thousands  lift, 
And  let  these  halls  thy  temple  be. 

5  And  let  those  learn,  who  here  shall  meet, 
True  wisdom  is  with  reverence  crowned, 

And  Science  walks  with  humble  feet 
To  seek  the  God  that  Faith  hath  found. 

Caleb  T.  Winohester. 

0  O  f  T?ie  tokens  of  Ilia  ffrace. 

1  And  will  the  great  eternal  God 
On  earth  establish  his  abode  ? 

And  will  he,  from  his  radiant  throne, 
Accept  our  temples  for  his  own? 


2  These  walls  we  to  thy  honor  raise ; 
Long  may  they  echo  with  thy  praise : 
And  thou,  descending,  fill  the  place 
With  choicest  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

3  Here  let  the  great  Redeemer  reign. 
With  all  the  graces  of  his  train ; 
While  power  divine  his  word  attends, 
To  conquer  foes,  and  cheer  his  friends. 

4  And  in  the  great  decisive  day. 
When  God  the  nations  shall  survey. 
May  it  before  the  world  appear 
That  crowds  were  bom  to  glory  here. 

PhlUp  Doddridse. 


PORTUGUESE    HYMN.       11. 
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No  monarch  kneels  praying  to  hallow  the  fane. 


O  b  O     Where  is  the  hoftise  that  ye  build  tmto  Me  f 

Isa.  66: 1. 

2  More  simple  and  lowly  the  walls  that  we 

raise. 
And  humbler  the  pomp  of  procession  and 

praise. 
Where  the  heart  is  the  altar  whence  incense 

shall  roll, 
And  Messiah  the  King  who  shall  pray  for 

the  soul. 
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3  O  Father,  come  in !  but  not  in  the  cloud 
Which  filled  the  bright  courts  where  thy 

chosen  ones  bowed ; 
But  come  in  that  Spirit  of  glory  and  grace. 
Which  beams  on  the  soul  and  illumines  the 

race. 

4  O  come  in  the  power  of  thy  life-giving  word, 
And  reveal  to  each  heart  its  Redeemer  and 

Lord; 
Till  faith  bring  the  peace  to  the  penitent 

given. 
And  love  fill  the  air  with  the  fragrance  of 

heaven. 

6  The  pomp  of  Moriah  has  long  passed 

away, 
And  soon  shall  our  frailer  erection  decay ; 
But  the  souls  that  are  builded  in  worship 

and  love 
Shall  be  temples  to  God,  everlasting  above. 

Benrj  Ware,  Jr. 
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oOy  Dedication  hi/mn. 

1  O  THOU,  whose  own  vast  temple  stands, 
Built  over  earth  and  sea. 

Accept  the  walls  that  human  hands 
Have  raised  to  worship  thee ! 

2  Lord,  from  thine  inmost  glory  send. 
Within  these  courts  to  bide, 

The  peace  that  dwelleth  without  end. 
Serenely  by  thy  side ! 

3  May  erring  minds  that  worship  here 
Be  taught  the  better  way ; 

And  they  who  mourn,  and  they  who  fear, 
Be  strengthened  as  they  pray. 

4  May  faith  grow  firm,  and  love  grow  warm. 
And  pure  devotion  rise. 

While  round  these  hallowed  walls  the  storm 
Of  earthbom  passion  dies. 

William  O.  Bryant. 

OfU  Blessings  entreated. 

1  O  God,  though  countless  worlds  of  light 
Thy  power  and  glory  show, 

Though  round  thy  throne,  above  all  height, 
Immortal  seraphs  glow, — 

2  Yet,  Lord,  where'er  thy  saints  apart 
Are  met  for  praise  and  prayer. 

Wherever  sighs  a  contrite  heart. 
Thou,  gracious  God,  art  there. 

3  With  grateful  joy,  thy  children  rear 
This  temple.  Lord,  to  thee ; 

Long  may  they  sing  thy  praises  here. 
And  here,  thy  beauty*see. 

4  Here,  Saviour,  deign  thy  saints  to  meet ; 
With  peace  their  hearts  to  fill ; 
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And  here,  like  Sharon's  odors  sweet, 
May  grace  divine  distill. 

5  Here  may  thy  truth  fresh  triumphs 
win; 

Eternal  Spirit,  here. 
In  many  a  heart  now  dead  in  sin, 

A  living  temple  rear. 

J.  D.  Snowies.  > 

[8.  M.  Tune,  8t  Thomas.  Page  18«.] 
C/  I  X   The  honor  and  safety  of  a  nation, 

1  Great  is  the  Lord  our  God, 
And  let  his  praise  be  great ; 

He  makes  his  churches  his  abode, 
His  most  delightful  seat. 

2  These  temples  of  his  grace. 
How  beautiful  they  stand ! 

The  honors  of  our  native  place, 
And  bulwarks  of  our  land. 

3  In  Zion  God  is  known, 
A  refuge  in  distress ; 

How  bright  has  his  salvation  shone 
Through  all  her  palaces ! 

4  In  every  new  distress 
We  'U  to  his  house  repair ; 

We  '11  think  upon  his  wondrous  grace, 
And  seek  deliverance  there. 

Isaao  Watts. 
Doxology. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tate  and  Brady. 


THE  CHURCH— CHURCH  WORK;    CHILDREN  AND  YOUTH. 
SAVIOUR,  LIKE  A  SHEPHERD.      8,  7,  4.  Wilham  B.  Bbadbuet. 


«    (Savioar,  like  a  shepherd  lead  ns,  Much  we  need  thy  tenderestoare;  ) 
*  (In    thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  as,     For  oar  use  thy  folds  prepare:  )  Blessed    Je- 
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Jesus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,thine  we  are,  Blessed  Jesus,  Blessed  Jesus,Thou  hast  bought  as,thine  we  are. 


0  i  At       For  the  Shepherd^ 8  care. 

1  Saviour,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us, 
Much  we  need  thy  tenderest  care ; 

In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us, 
For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare : 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 

2  We  are  thine,  do  thou  befriend  us. 
Be  the  guardian  of  our  way ; 

Keep  thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us, 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray : 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Hear,  O  hear  us,  when  we  pray. 

3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us. 
Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 

Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free : 

Blessed  Jesus, 
We  will  early  turn  to  thee. 

4  Early  let  us  seek  thy  favor. 
Early  let  us  do  thy  will ; 

Blessed  Lord  and  only  Saviour, 
With  thy  love  our  bosoms  fill : 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still. 

Dorottajr  A.  Thmpp. 

0  #  O  For  early  piety, 

1  God  has  said,  **Forever  blessed 
Those  who  seek  me  in  their  youth ; 

They  shall  find  the  path  ot  wisdom. 
And  the  narrow  way  of  truth : " 

Guide  us,  Saviour, 
In  the  narrow  way  of  truth. 
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2  Be  our  strength,  for  we  are  weakness; 
Be  our  wisdom  and  our  guide  ; 

May  we  walk  in  love  and  meekness. 
Nearer  to  our  Saviour's  side : 

Naught  can  harm  us, 
While  we  thus  in  thee  abide. 

3  Thus,  when  evening  shades  shall  gather, 
We  may  turn  our  tearless  eye 

To  the  dwelling  of  our  Father, 
To  our  home  beyond  the  sky ; 

Gently  passing 
To  the  happy  land  on  high. 

TTnlmown. 

Of  4:  Children's  hymn. 

1  Children,  loud  hosannas  singing, 
Hymned  Thy  praise  in  olden  time, 

Judah's  ancient  temple  filling 
With  the  melody  sublime ; 

Infant  voices 
Joined  to  swell  the  holy  chime. 

2  Though  no  more  the  incarnate  Saviour 
We  behold  in  latter  days ; 

Though  a  temple  far  less  glorious 
Echoes  now  the  songs  we  raise ; 

Still  in  glory 
Thou  wilt  hear  our  notes  of  praise. 

3  Loud  we  '11  swell  the  pealing  anthem. 
All 'thy  wondrous  acts  proclaim, 

Till  all  heaven  and  earth  resounding, 
Echo  with  thy  glorious  name ; 

Hallelujah, 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb ! 

Xrs.  H.  B.  Steele. 
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0  #  O  TAc  Christian  child. 

1  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 
How  sweet  the  lily  grows ! 

How  sweet  the  breath,  beneath  the  hill, 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose ! 

2  Lo !  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 
The  paths  of  peace  have  trod ; 

Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet. 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

3  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 
The  lily  must  decay ; 

The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 
Must  shortly  fade  away. 

4  And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 
Of  man's  maturer  age 

Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power. 
And  stormy  passion's  rage. 

6  O  Thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 

Within  thy  Father's  shrine. 
Whose  years,   with    changeless  virtue 
crowned, 

Were  all  alike  divine ; 

6  Dependent  on  thy  bounteous  breath, 

We  seek  thy  grace  alone. 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death. 

To  keep  us  still  thine  own. 

Beglnald  Het)er. 

0  I  O  Children  praising  Christ, 

1  Come,  Christian  children,  come,  and  raise 
Your  voice  with  one  accord ; 

Come,  sing  in  joyful  songs  of  praise 
The  glories  of  your  Lord. 
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2  Sing  of  the  wonders  of  his  love. 
And  loudest  praises  give 

To  him  who  left  his  throne  above, 
And  died  that  you  might  live. 

3  Sing  of  the  wonders  of  his  truth. 
And  read  in  every  page 

The  promise  made  to  earliest  youth 
Fulfilled  to  latest  age. 

4  Sing  of  the  wonders  of  his  power. 
Who  with  his  own  right  arm 

Upholds  and  keeps  you  hour  by  hour, 
And  shields  from  every  harm. 

Unknown. 

oil     Blessedness  of  instructing  the  young. 

1  Delightful  work !  young  souls  to 

win. 
And  turn  the  rising  race 
From  the  deceitful  paths  of  sin, 
To  seek  redeeming  grace. 

2  Children  our  kind  protection  claim ; 
And  God  will  well  approve 

When  infants  learn  to  lisp  his  name. 
And  their  Redeemer  love. 

3  Be  ours  the  bliss,  in  wisdom's  way 
To  guide  untutored  youth, 

And  show  the  mind  which  went  astray 
The  Way,  the  Life,  the  Truth. 

4  Almighty  God,  thine  influence  shed, 
To  aid  this  blest  design  ; 

The  honors  of  thy  name  be  spread, 

And  all  the  glory  thine. 

Joseph  StrspluA. 
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0  i  Tj      Sunday-school  anniversary. 

1  Wilt  thou  hear  the  voice  of  praise 
Which  the  little  children  raise, 
Thou  who  art,  from  endless  days, 

Glorious  God  of  all  ? 
While  the  circling  year  has  sped. 
Thou  hast  heavenly  blessings  shed. 
Like  the  dew,  upon  each  head ; 

Still  on  thee  we  call. 

2  Still  thy  constant  care  bestow ; 
Let  us  each  in  wisdom  grow. 
And  in  favor  while  below, 

With  the  God  above. 
In  our  hearts  the  Spirit  mild, 
Which  adorned  the  Saviour-child, 
Gently  soothe  each  impulse  wild 

To  the  sway  of  love. 

3  Thine  example,  kept  in  view, 
Jesus,  help  us  to  pursue ; 
Lead  us  all  our  journey  through 

By  thy  guiding  hand ; 
And  when  life  on  earth  is  o'er. 
Where  the  blest  dwell  evermore. 
May  we  praise  thee  and  adore, 

An  unbroken  band. 

Mrs.  OaroUne  L.  Bloe. 
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0  /  y      Little  travelers  Zionward, 

1  Little  travelers  Zionward, 
Each  one  entering  into  rest. 

In  the  kingdom  of  your  .Lord, 
In  the  mansions  of  the  blest ; 

There,  to  welcome,  Jesus  waits. 
Gives  the  crowns  his  followers  win ; 

Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates ! 
Let  the  little  travelers  in ! 

2  Who  are  they  whose  little  feet, 
Pacing  life's  dark  journey  through, 

Now  have  reached  that  heavenly  seat. 
They  had  ever  kept  in  view  ? 

"I,  from  Greenland's  frozen  land ; " 
'*  I,  from  India's  sultry  plain  ; " 

"  I,  from  Afric's  barren  sand;" 
"I,  from  islands  of  the  main." 

3  '*  All  our  earthly  journey  past. 
Every  tear  and  pain  gone  by, 

Here  together  met  at  last. 

At  the  portal  of  the  sky ! " 
Each  the  welcome  "Come"  awaits, 

Conquerors  over  death  and  sin ! 

Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates ! 

Let  the  little  travelers  in ! 

Junes  Idmeston. 
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8  80  That  sweet  story  of  old. 

1  I  THINK,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story 

of  old, 
When  Jesus  was  here  among  men. 
How  he  called  little  children  as  lambs  to 

his  fold, 
I  should  like  to  have  been  with  him  then. 

2  I  wish  that  his  hands  had  been  placed 

on  my  head, 
That  his  arms  had  been  thrown  around 
me, 
That  I  might  have  seen  his  kind  look  when 
he  said, 
"  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me." 

3  Yet  still  to  his  footstool  in  prayer  I  may 

And  ask  for  a  share  in  his  love ; 
And  if  I  thus  earnestly  seek  him  below, 
I  shall  see  him  and  hear  him  above : 

COLMAN.      C.  M. 


4  In  that  beautiful  place  he  has  gone  to 
prepare. 

For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven ; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 

*'  For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 

Mrs.  Jemima  Lake. 
QQ^  [7.    Tune,  Hendon.   Page 2M.] 

OoX  A  blessing  for  teachers, 

1  Mighty  One,  before  whose  face 
Wisdom  had  her  glorious  seat. 

When  the  orbs  that  people  space 
Sprang  to  birth  beneath  thy  feet; 

2  Source  of  truth,  whose  beams  alone 
Light  the  mighty  world  of  mind ; 

God  of  love,  who  from  thy  throne 
Kindly  watchest  all  mankind ; 

3  Shed  on  those  who  in  thy  name 
Teach  the  way  of  truth  and  right, 

Shed  that  love's  undying  flame, 
Shed  that  wisdom's  guiding  light. 

William  C.  Bryant 
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8  82  The  children's  jubilee. 

2  Hosanna !  sound  from  hill  to  hill, 

^t7^?^,^P^^^^  ^^^^  Plai"^  to  plain. 
While  louder,  sweeter,  clearer  still. 
Woods  echo  to  the  strain. 

3  Hosanna !  on  the  wings  of  light, 
O  er  earth  and  ocean  fly. 
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Till  mom  to  eve,  and  noon  to  night. 
And  heaven  to  earth,  reply. 

4  Hosanna!  then,  our  song  shall  be; 

Hosanna  to  our  King ! 
This  is  the  children's  jubilee ; 

Let  all  the  children  sing. 

Jamea  SContgomei/. 
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000     TAc  Xorc?  '5  love  to  children, 

1  When,  his  salvation  bringing, 
To  Zion  Jesus  came, 

The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosanna  to  his  name  ; 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  him. 

But  as  he  rode  along, 
He  let  them  still  attend  him, 

And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 

2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 
His  love  to  children  still. 

Though  now  as  King  he  reigneth 
On  Zion's  heavenly  hill, 

We  '11  flock  around  his  banner. 
We  '11  bow  before  his  throne. 

And  cry  aloud,  "  Hosanna 
To  David's  royal  Son." 

3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 
Our  great  Redeemer's  praise, 

The  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 
Would  their  hosannas  raise. 

But  shall-  we  only  render 
The  tribute  of  our  words  ? 

No ;  while  our  hearts  are  tender. 
They  too  shall  be  the  Lord's. 

John  King. 
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00  4  Grateful  praise, 

1  We  bring  no  glittering  treasures, 
No  gems  from  earth's  deep  mine ; 

We  come,  with  simple  measures, 
To  chant  Thy  love  divine. 

Children,  thy  favors  sharing, 
Their  voice  of  thanks  would  raise ; 

Father,  accept  our  offering, 
Our  song  of  grateful  praise. 

2  The  dearest  gift  of  Heaven, 
Love's  written  word  of  truth, 

To  us  is  early  given, 

To  guide  our  steps  in  youth ; 
We  hear  the  wondrous  story, 

The  tale  of  Calvary ; 
We  read  of  homes  in  glory. 

From  sin  and  sorrow  free. 

3  Redeemer,  grant  thy  blessing? 
O  teach  lis  how  to  pray, 

That  each,  thy  fear  possessing. 
May  tread  life's  onward  way ; 

Then,  where  the  pure  are  dwelling 
We  hope  to  meet  again, 

And,  sweeter  numbers  swelling. 
Forever  praise  thy  name. 

Harriet  Phillips. 
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[7,6.   Tone,  Miriam.   Page 

0  8  O  Early  piety, 

1  1  LOVE  to  hear  the  story 
Which  angel  voices  tell, 

How  once  the  King  of  glory 
Came  down  on  earth  to  dwell 

1  am  both  weak  and  sinful, 

But  this  I  surely  know, 
The  Lord  came  down  to  save  me. 
Because  he  loved  me  so. 

2  I  'm  glad  my  blessed  Saviour 
Was  once  a  child  like  me. 

To  show  how  pure  and  holy 

His  little  ones  may  be ; 
And  if  I  try  to  follow 

His  footsteps  here  below. 
He  never  will  forget  me. 

Because  he  loves  me  so. 


3  To  sing  his  love  and  mercy 

My  sweetest  songs  I  '11  raise ; 
And  though  I  cannot  see  him 

I  know  he  hears  my  praise ; 
For  he  has  kindly  promised 

That  even  I  may  go 
To  sing  among  his  angels, 

Because  he  loves  me  so. 

Mm.  Xmily  H. 
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O  O  O      Sheplierd  of  tender  youth. 

2  Thou  art  our  holy  Lord, 
The  all-subduing  Word, 

Healer  of  strife : 
Thou  didst  thyself  abase, 
That  from  sin's  deep  disgrace 
Thou  mightest  save  our  race. 

And  give  us  life. 

3  Thou  art  the  great  High  Priest ; 
Thou  hast  prepared  the  feast 

Of  heavenly  love ; 
While  in  our  mortal  pain 
None  calls  on  thee  in  vain ; 
Help  thou  dost  not  disdain. 

Help  from  above. 

4  Ever  be  thou  our  guide, 
Our  shepherd  and  our  pride, 

Our  staff  and  song : 
Jesus,  thou  Christ  of  God, 
By  thy  perennial  word 
Lead  us  where  thou  hast  trod, 

Make  our  faith  strong. 

5  So  now,  and  till  we  die, 
Sound  we  thy  praises  high, 

And  joyful  sing : 
Infants,  and  the  glad  throng 
Who  to  thy  Church  belong. 
Unite  to  swell  the  song 

To  Christ  our  King. 

Cnement  of  Alexandria,  (aao.)  Tr.  bj  H.  M.  Dexter. 
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0  O  •       .Fhr  a  blesainff  on  children. 

1  Holy  Father,  send  thy  blessing 
On  thy  children  gathered  here; 

Let  them  all,  thy  name  confessing, 

Be  to  thee  forever  dear. 
Holy  Saviour,  who  in  meekness 

Didst  vouchsafe  a  child  to  be ; 
Guide  their  steps  and  help  their  weakness. 

Bless,  and  make  them  like  to  thee. 

2  Bear  the  lambs,  when  they  are  weary. 
In  thine  arms  and  at  thy  breast  i 

Through  life's  desert  dark  and  dreary 
Bring  them  to  thy  heavenly  rest. 

Spread  thy  wings  oJ  blessing  o'er  them, 
Holy  Spirit,  from  above; 

Guide,  and  lead,  and  go  before  them. 
Give  them  peace,  and  joy,  and  love. 

Unknown. 

8  O  8  The  lambs  enfolded, 

1  Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art  feeding 
With  the  shepherd's  kindest  care. 

All  the  feeble  gently  leading, 
While  the  lambs  thy  bosom  share ; 

Now,  these  little  ones  receiving, 
Fold  them  in  thy  gracious  arm ; 

There,  we  know,  thy  word  believing, 
Only  there,  secure  from  harm. 

2  Never,  from  thy  pasture  roving, 
Let  them  be  the  lion's  prey ; 

(22) 
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Let  thy  tenderness,  so  loving, 
Keep  them  all  life's  dangerous  way : 

Then,  within  thy  fold  eternal, 
Let  them  find  a  resting-place, 

Feed  in  pastures  ever  vernal. 
Drink  the  rivers  of  thy  grace. 

William  A.  Mnhlenbeng. 

ooll    He  shall  gather  the  Iambi  withhu  arm. 

l8a.40:lL 

1  Gracious  Saviour,  gentle  Shepherd, 
Little  ones  are  dear  to  thee ; 

Gathered  with  thine  arms,  and  carried 

In  thy  bosom  may  we  be ; 
:  Sweetly,  fondly,  safely  tended. 

From  all  want  and  danger  free.  :|: 

2  Tender  Shepherd,  never  leave  us 
From  thy  fold  to  go  astray ; 

By  thy  look  of  love  directed 
May  we  walk  the  narrow  way ; 

:Thus  direct  us,  and  protect  us, 
Lest  we  fall  an  easy  prey. :(: 

3  Taught  to  lisp  the  holy  praises 
Which  on  earth  thy  children  sing. 

Both  with  lips  and  hearts  unfeignid 
May  we  our  thank-offerings  bring ; 

:  Then  with  all  thy  saints  in  glory 
Join  to  praise  our  Lord  and  King.;|: 

Jane  B.  Looson  and  J.  Whlttemore. 
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0  y  U  The  evtis  of  intemperafice. 

1  Mourn  for  the  thousands  slain, 
The  youthful  and  the  strong ; 

Mourn  for  the  wine-cup's  fearful  reign, 
And  the  deluded  throng. 

2  Mourn  for  the  tarnished  gem — 
For  reason's  light  divine, 

Quenched  from  the  soul's  bright  diadem. 
Where  God  had  bid  it  shine. 

3  Mourn  for  the  ruined  soul — 
Eternal  life  and  light 

Lost  by  the  fiery,  maddening  bowl, 
And  turned  to  hopeless  night. 

4  Mourn  for  the  lost, — but  call. 
Call  to  the  strong,  the  free ; 

Rouse  them  to  shun  that  dreadful  fall, 
And  to  the  refuge  flee. 

5  Mourn  for  the  lost, — but  pray. 
Pray  to  our  God  above. 

To  break  the  fell  destroyer's  sway. 
And  show  his  saving  love. 

Unknown. 

0  y  X  Christian  sympathy, 

1  O  PRAISE  our  God  to-day, 
His  constant  mercy  bless. 

Whose  love  hath  helped  us  on  our  way. 
And  granted  us  success. 

2  His  arm  the  strength  imparts 
Our  daily  toil  to  bear ; 

His  grace  alone  inspires  our  hearts. 
Each  other's  load  to  share. 

3  O  happiest  work  below, 
Earnest  of  joy  above, 

To  sweeten,  many  a  cup  of  woe. 
By  deeds  of  holy  love ! 
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4  Lord,  may  it  be  our  choice 
This  blessed  rule  to  keep, 

*•  Rejoice  with  them  that  ao  rejoice. 
And  weep  with  them  that  weep." 

5  God  of  the  widow,  hear. 
Our  work  of  mercy  bless ; 

God  of  the  fatherless,  be  near. 
And  grant  us  good  success. 

Sir  Henxy  W.  Bsker. 

0\3^     Ye  have  done  it  unto  me. 

1  We  give  thee  but  thine  own, 
Whate'er  the  gift  may  be : 

All  that  we  have  is  thine  alone, 
A  trust,  O  Lord,  from  thee. 

2  May  we  thy  bounties  thus 
As  stewaras  true  receive. 

And  gladly,  as  thou  blessest  us. 
To  thee  our  first-fruits  give. 

3  O,  hearts  are  bruised  and  dead. 
And  homes  are  bare  and  cold, 

And  lambs  for  whom  the  Shepherd  bled. 
Are  straying  from  the  fold! 

4  To  comfort  and  to  bless. 
To  find  a  balm  for  woe. 

To  tend  the  lone  and  fatherless, 
Is  angels'  work  below. 

5  The  captive  to  release. 
To  God  the  lost  to  bring. 

To  teach  the  way  of  life  and  peace, — 
It  is  a  Christ-like  thing. 

6  And  we  believe  thy  word. 
Though  dim  our  faith  may  be ; 

Whate'er  for  thine  we  do,  O  Lord, 
We  do  it  unto  thee. 

William  W.  Hoir. 
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0  y  O  Acts  of  charity. 

1  Jesus,  my  Lord,  how  rich  thy  grace, 
Thy  bounties  how  complete! 

How  shall  I  count  the  matchless  sum  ? 
How  pay  the  mighty  debt? 

2  High  on  a  throne  of  radiant  light 
Dost  thou  exalted  shine ; 

What  can  ray  poverty  bestow. 
When  all  the  worlds  are  thine  ? 

3  But  thou  hast  brethren  here  below, 
The  partners  of  thy  grace, 

And  wilt  confess  their  humble  names 
Before  thy  Father's  face. 

4  In  them  thou  mayst  be  clothed  and  fed. 
And  visited  and  cheered ; 

And  in  their  accents  of  distress 
My  Saviour's  voice  is  heard. 

5  Thy  face  with  reverence  and  with  love, 
I  in  thy  poor  would  see ; 

0  rather  let  me  beg  my  bread. 
Than  hold  it  back  from  thee. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

Sy^  Sympathy  with  the  afflicted. 

1  Father  of  mercies,  send  thy  grace, 
All-powerful,  from  above, 

To  form  in  our  obedient  souls 
The  image  of  thy  love. 

2  O  may  our  sympathizing  breasts 
That  generous  pleasure  know, 

Kindly  to  share  in  others'  joy. 
And  weep  for  others'  woe. 

3  When  poor  and  helpless  sons  of  grief 
In  deep  distress  are  laid. 
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Soft  be  our  hearts  their  pains  to  feel. 
And  swift  our  hands  to  aid. 

4  So  Jesus  looked  on  dying  man, 
When,  throned  above  the  skies. 

And  in  the  Father's  bosom  blest. 
He  felt  compassion  rise. 

5  On  wings  of  love  the  Saviour  flew. 
To  bless  a  ruined  race ; 

We  would,  O  Lord,  thy  steps  pursue. 
Thy  bright  example  trace. 

FhiUp  Doddridce. 

O  y  O         Prayer  for  the  intemperate. 

1  'Tis  thine  alone,  almighty  Name, 
To  raise  the  dead  to  life. 

The  lost  inebriate  to  reclaim 
From  passion's  fearful  strife. 

2  What  ruin  hath  intemperance  wrought! 
How  widely  roll  its  waves ! 

How  many  myriads  hath  it  brought 
To  fill  dishonored  graves ! 

3  And  see,  O  Lord,  what  numbers  still 
Are  maddened  by  the  bowl, 

Led  captive  at  the  tyrant's  will 
In  bondage,  heart  and  soul. 

4  Stretch  forth  thy  hand,  O  God,  our  King, 
And  break  the  galling  chain ; 

Deliverance  to  the  captive  bring. 
And  end  the  usurper's  reign. 

5  The  cause  of  temperance  is  thine  own ', 
Our  plans  and  efforts  bless ; 

We  trust,  O  Lord,  in  thee  alone 
To  crown  them  with  success. 

Xdwin  7.  Hatfield 
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0  •/  D  The  box  of  spikenard. 

1  She  loved  her  Saviour,  and  to  him 
Her  costliest  present  brought ; 

To  crown  his  head,  or  grace  his  name. 
No  gift  too  rare  she  thought. 

2  So  let  the  Saviour  be  adored. 
And  not  the  poor  despised  ; 

Give  to  the  hungry  from  your  hoard, 
But  all,  give  all  to  Christ. 

3  Go,  clothe  the  naked,  lead  the  blind. 
Give  to  the  weary  rest ; 

For  sorrow's  children  comfort  find. 
And  help  for  all  distressed ; 

4  But  give  to  Christ  alone  thy  heart. 
Thy  faith,  thy  love  supreme ; 

Then  for  his  sake  thine  alms  impart. 
And  so  give  all  to  him. 

William  Cutter. 

0  y  t       Ye  have  the  poor  always  wUh  you. 

Matt.  26:11. 

1  Lord,  lead  the  way  the  Saviour  went, 
By  lane  and  cell  obscure, 

Ana  let  love's  treasures  still  be  spent. 
Like  his,  upon  the  poor. 

2  Like  him,  through  scenes  of  deep  distress. 
Who  bore  the  world's  sad  weight, 

We,  in  their  crowded  loneliness. 
Would  seek  the  desolate. 

3  For  thou  hast  placed  us  side  by  side 
In  this  wide  world  of  ill ; 

And  that  thy  followers  may  be  tried. 
The  poor  are  with  us  still. 

4  Mean  are  all  offerings  we  can  make ; 
Yet  thou  hast  taught  us,  Lord, 

If  jB^iven  for  the  Saviour's  sake, 
They  lose  not  their  reward. 

William  Groewell. 


334 


898  Thy  neighbor, 

1  Who  is  thy  neighbor?   He  whom  thou 
Hast  power  to  aid  or  bless ; 

Whose  aching  heart  or  burning  brow 
Thy  soothing  hand  may  press. 

2  Thy  neighbor.^    *Tis  the  fainting  poor, 
Whose  eye  with  want  is  dim; 

O  enter  thou  his  humble  door, 
With  aid  and  peace  for  him. 

3  Thy  neighbor?   He  who  drinks  the  cup 
When  sorrow  drowns  the  brim ; 

With  words  of  high,  sustaining  hope, 
Go  thou  and  comfort  him. 

4  Thy  neighbor?    Pass  no  mourner  by; 
Perhaps  thou  canst  redeem 

A  breaking  heart  from  misery ; 
Go,  share  thy  lot  with  him. 

WlUiam  B.  O.  Peabedy. 

0  y  y  For  the  inebriate, 

1  Life  from  the  dead,  Almighty  God, 
'Tis  thine  alone  to  g^ve ; 

To  lift  the  poor  inebriate  up, 
And  bid  the  helpless  live. 

2  Life  from  the  dead !  For  those  we  plead 
Fast  bound  in  passion's  chain, 

That,  from  their  iron  fetters  freed, 
They  wake  to  life  again. 

3  Life  from  the  dead  !  Quickened  by  thee, 
Be  all  their  powers  inclined 

To  temperance,  truth,  and  piety. 
And  pleasures  pure,  refined. 

4  And  may  they  by  thy  help  abide, 
The  tempter's  power  withstand; 

By  grace  restored  and  purified. 
In  Christ  accepted  stand. 
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2  A  messenger  from  God  was  there, 
To  break  his  chain  and  bid  him  rise ; 

And  lo !  the  saint,  as  free  as  air, 

Walked  forth  beneath  the  open  skies. 

3  Chains  yet  more  strong  and  cruel  bind 
The  victims  of  that  deadly  thirst 

Which  drowns  the  soul,  ana  from  the  mind 
Blots  the  bright  image  stamped  at  first. 

4  O  God  of  love  and  mercy,  deign 
To  look  on  those  with  pitying  eye 

Who  struggle  with  that  fatal  chain. 
And  send  them  succor  from  on  high ! 

5  Send  down,  in  its  resistless  might. 
Thy  gracious  Spirit,  we  implore. 

And  lead  the  captive  forth  to  light, 
A  rescued  soul,  a  slave  no  more ! 

William  O.  Bxyant. 
ifOX  Temperance  hymn, 

1  Bondage  and  death  the  cup  contains ; 
Dash  to  the  earth  the  poisoned  bowl! 

Softer  than  silk  are  iron  chains. 
Compared  with  those  that  chafe  the  soul. 

2  Hosannas,  Lord,  to  thee  we  sing. 
Whose  power  the  giant  fiend  obeys ; 

What  countless  thousands  tribute  bring, 
For  happier  homes  and  brighter  days ! 

3  Thou  wilt  not  break  the  bruised  reed, 
Nor  leave  the  broken  heart  unbound ; 

The  wife  regains  a  husband  freed  ! 
The  orphan  clasps  a  father  found ! 

4  Spare,  Lord,  the  thoughtless,  guide  the 

blind. 
Till  man  no  more  shall  deem  it  just 
To  live  by  forging  chains  to  bind 
His  weaker  Drother  in  the  dust. 

Lofliiui  M.  Bargemi. 


[CM.   Tune,  Return.    Page  884.] 
MU/^  Deeds  of  love  rewarded, 

1  How  blest  the  children  of  the  Lord, 
Who,  walking  in  his  sight. 

Make  all  the  precepts  of  his  word 
Their  study  and  delight! 

2  That  precious  wealth  shall  be  their  dower, 
Which  cannot  know  decay ; 

Which  moth  or  rust  shall  ne'er  devour. 
Or  spoiler  take  away. 

3  For  them  that  heavenly  light  shall  spread, 
Whose  cheering  rays  illume 

The  darkest  hours  of  life,  and  shed 
A  halo  round  the  tomb. 

4  Their  works  of  piety  and  love. 
Performed  through  Christ,  their  Lord, 

Forever  registered  above. 
Shall  meet  a  sure  reward. 

Hanrlet  Anber. 

[CM.    Tune,  Return.    Page 884.] 
yU<i  IVeasures  i?i  heaven. 

1  Rich  are  the  joys  which  cannot  die. 
With  God  laid  up  in  store ; 

Treasures  beyond  the  changing  sky. 
Brighter  than  golden  ore. 

2  The  seeds  which  piety  and  love 
Have  scattered  here  below. 

In  the  fair  fertile  fields  above 
To  ample  harvests  grow. 

3  All  that  my  willing  hands  can  give 
At  Jesus'  feet  I  lay ; 

Grace  shall  the  humble  gift  receive. 
Abounding  grace  repay. 
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ThiUp  Doddridge. 
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y  04   More  blesited  to  give  than  to  receive. 

Acts  20 :  35. 

1  Help  us,  O  Lord,  thy  yoke  to  wear, 
Delighting  in  thy  perfect  will ; 

Each  other's  burdens  learn  to  bear, 
And  thus  thy  law  of  love  fulfill. 

2  He  that  hath  pity  on  the  poor 
Lendeth  his  substance  to  the  Lord ; 

And,  lo !  his  recompense  is  sure, 
For  more  than  all  shall  be  restored. 

3  Teach  us,  with  glad,  ungrudging  heart. 
As  thou  hast  blest  our  various  store. 

From  our  abundance  to  impart 
A  liberal  portion  to  the  poor. 

4  To  thee  our  all  devoted  be. 

In  whom  we  breathe,  and  move,  and  live  ; 
Freely  we  have  received  from  thee ; 
Freely  may  we  rejoice  to  g^ve. 

Thomas  Cotterill. 

yOO  For  a  charitable  occasion. 

1  Dear  ties  of  mutual  succor  bind 
The  children  of  our  feeble  race, 

And  if  our  brethren  were  not  kind. 
This  earth  were  but  a  weary  place. 

2  We  lean  on  others  as  we  walk 

Life's  twilight  path,  with  pitfalls  strewn ; 
And  'twere  an  idle  boast  to  talk 
Of  treading  that  dim  path  alone. 

3  Amid  the  snares  misfortune  lays 
Unseen,  beneath  the  steps  of  all. 

Blest  is  the  love  that  seeks  to  raise. 
And  stay,  and  strengthen  those  who  fall ; 

4  Till,  taught  by  Him  who  for  our  sake 
Bore  every  form  of  life's  distress. 

With  every  passing  year  we  make 
The  sum  of  human  sorrow  less. 

WlUiam  O.  Biyaat. 
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[7.    Tune,  Pleyel's  Hymn.    Vage  141.] 
The  wanderer  exhorted. 

1  Brother,  hast  thou  wandered  far 
From  thy  Father's  happy  home, 

With  thyself  and  God  at  war.? 
Turn  thee,  brother ;  homeward  come. 

2  Hast  thou  wasted  all  the  powers 
God  for  noble  uses  gave  ? 

Squandered  life's  most  golden  hours? 
Turn  thee,  brother ;  God  can  save ! 

3  Is  a  mighty  famine  now 

In  thy  heart  and  in  thy  soul.? 
Discontent  upon  thy  brow.? 
Turn  thee ;  God  will  make  thee  whole. 

4  He  can  heal  thy  bitterest  wound. 
He  thy  gentlest  prayer  can  hear ; 

Seek  him,  for  he  may  be  found ; 
Call  upon  him ;  he  is  near. 

James  F.  Clarke. 

AA'y  [CM.    Tune.Betani.    PageSSl] 

y  U  T  The  guiding  star. 

1  As  shadows,  cast  by  cloud  and  sun. 
Flit  o'er  the  summer  grass. 

So,  in<thy  sight.  Almighty  One, 
Earth's  generations  pass. 

2  And  as  the  years,  an  endless  host. 
Come  swiftly  pressing  on. 

The  brightest  names  that  earth  can  boast 
Just  glisten  and  are  gone. 

3  Yet  doth  the  star  of  Bethlehem  shed 
A  luster  pure  and  sweet ; 

And  still  it  leads,  as  once  it  led. 
To  the  Messiah's  feet. 

4  O  Father,  may  that  holy  star 
Grow  every  year  more  bright. 

And  send  its  glorious  beams  afar 
To  fill  the  world  with  light. 
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yUo         Christy  the  Conqmror, 

1  Jesus,  immortal  King,  arise; 
Assert  thy  rightful  sway, 

Till  earth,  subdued,  its  tribute  brings. 
And  distant  lands  obey. 

2  Ride  forth,  victorious  Conqueror,  ride. 
Till  all  thy  foes  submit, 

And  all  the  powers  of  hell  resign 
Their  trophies  at  thy  feet. 

3  Send  forth  thy  word,  and  let  it  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around. 

Till  every  soul  beneath  the  sun 
Shall  hear  the  joyful  sound. 

4  O  may  the  great  Redeemer's  name 
Through  every  clime  be  known. 

And  heathen  gods,  forsaken,  fall. 
And  Jesus  reig^  alone. 

5  From  sea  to  sea,  from  shore  to  shore. 
Be  thou,  O  Christ,  adored. 

And  earth,  with  all  her  millions,  shout 
Hosannas  to  the  Lord. 

A.  C.  Hobart  Bejmonr. 
yOy   Returning  to  Zion  with  hymns  of  joy. 

1  Daughter  of  Zion,  from  the  dust 
Exalt  thy  fallen  head ; 

Again  in  thy  Redeemer  trust ; 
He  calls  thee  from  the  dead. 

2  Awake,  awake,  put  on  thy  strength. 
Thy  beautiful  array ; 

The  day  of  freedom  dawns  at  length. 
The  Lord's  appointed  day. 
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3  Rebuild  thy  walls,  thy  bounds  enlarge, 
And  send  thy  heralds  forth ; 

Say  to  the  South,  "Give  up  thy  charge  !" 
And,  "  Keep  not  back,  O  North ! " 

4  They  come,  they  come ;  thine  exiled  bands. 
Where'er  they  rest  or  roam, 

Have  heard  thy  voice  in  distant  lands. 
And  hasten  to  their  home. 

5  Thus,  though  the  universe  shall  burn, 
And  God  his  works  destroy, 

With  songs  thy  ransomed  shall  return, 
And  everlasting  joy. 

James  Montgomery. 

y  A  U       The  gospel  for  all  nations. 

1  Great  God,  the  nations  of  the  earth 
Are  by  creation  thine ; 

And  in  thy  works,  by  all  beheld. 
Thy  radiant  glories  shine. 

2  But,  Lord,  thy  greater  love  has  sent 
Thy  gospel  to  mankind, 

Unveiling  what  rich  stores  of  grace 
Are  treasured  m  thy  mmd. 

3  Lord,  when  shall  these  glad  tidings 

spread 
The  spacious  earth  around, 
Till  every  tribe  and  every  soul 
Shall  hear  the  joyful  sound  ? 

4  Smile,  Lord,  on  each  divine  attempt 
To  spread  the  eospel's  rays. 

And  build  on  sm  s  demolished  throne 

The  temples  of  thy  praise. 

Thomas  Qibbons* 
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y  11       The  seed  of  the  Church, 

1  Flung  to  the  heedless  winds. 
Or  on  the  waters  cast, 

The  martyrs*  ashes,  watched, 

ShaU  gathered  be  at  last ; 
And  from  that  scattered  dust. 

Around  us  and  abroad. 
Shall  spring  a  plenteous  seed 

Of  witnesses  for  God. 

2  The  Father  hath  received 
Their  latest  living  breath ; 

And  vain  is  Satan's  boast 

Of  victory  in  their  death : 
Still,  still,  though  dead,  they  speak. 

And,  trumpet-tongued,  proclaim, 
To  many  a  wakening  lancl. 

The  one  availing  name. 

ICartln  Iinttaer.   Tr.  by  W.  J.  Tax. 

_^  in»10.    Tune,  HanoTer.    Page  09.] 

IfX/i  ZiotCB  glad  morning. 

1  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad 

morning ! 

Joy  to  the  lands  that  in  darkness  have 
lain! 
Hushed  be  the  accents  of  sorrow  and  mourn- 
ing; 

Zion  in  triumph  begins  her  mild  reign. 

2  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad 

morning. 
Long  by  the  prophets  of  Israel  foretold ; 
Hail  to  the  millions  from  bondage  returning ; 
Gentiles  and  Jews  the  blest  vision  behold. 

3  Lo,  in  the  desert  rich  flowers  are  springing ; 
Streams  ever  copious  are  gliding  along ; 

Loud  from  the  mountain-tops  echoes  are 
ringing ; 
Wastes  rise  in  verdure,  and  mingle  in  song. 


4  See,  from  all  lands,  from  the  isles  of  the 
ocean, 

Praise  to  Jehovah  ascending  on  high ; 
Fallen  are  the  engines  of  war  and  commotion; 

Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky. 

Thomas  TTsstlngs 
[6,4.   Tune,Dort  Page  87.] 
913       Let  there  he  light. 

1  Thou,  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard. 

And  took  their  flight ; 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray. 
And  where  the  gospel  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

"  Let  there  be  light" 

2  Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring 
On  thy  redeeming  wing. 

Healing  and  sight. 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind ; 
O  now,  to  all  mankind, 

"  Let  there  be  light." 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love. 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  tny  flight ; 
Move  o'er  the  waters'  face 
By  thine  almighty  grace ; 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place* 

"  Let  there  be  light." 

4  Blessed  and  holy  Three, 
Glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might; 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride. 
O'er  the  world  far  and  wide, 

"  Let  there  be  light.' 
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To  bow  them  low  before  thee.  Lord ! 
And  glorify  thy  name. 

4  Truth  from  the  earth,  like  to  a  flower, 

Shall  bud  and  blossom  then, 
And  Justice,  from  her  heavenly  bower. 

Look  down  on  mortal  men. 

6  Thee  will  I  praise,  O  Lord,  my  God ! 

Thee  honor  and  adore 
With  my  whole  heart ;  and  blaze  abroad 

Thy  name  for  evermore ! 

John  Milton. 

•/ AD     The  earth  renewed  in  rigJUeou^rieaa. 

1  Almighty  Spirit,  now  behold 
A  world  by  sin  destroyed : 

Creating  Spirit,  as  of  old. 
Move  on  the  formless  void. 

2  Give  thou  the  word ;  that  healing  sound 
Shall  quell  the  deadly  strife ; 

And  earth  again,  like  Eden  crowned, 
Bring  forth  the  tree  of  life. 

3  If  sang  the  morning  stars  for  joy. 
When  nature  rose  to  view, 

What  strains  will  angel-harps  employ. 
When  thou  shall  S\  renew ! 

4  And  if  the  sons  of  God  rejoice 
To  hear  a  Saviour's  name, 

How  will  the  ransomed  raise  their  voice. 
To  whom  that  Saviour  came ! 

5  Lo,  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
Assembling  round  the  throne, 

The  new  creation  shall  ascribe 
To  sovereign  love  alone! 

James  Montgomery. 


HX^  Tlie  Morning  Star, 

1  Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart. 
Star  of  the  coming  day, 

Arise,  and  with  thy  morning  beams 
Chase  all  our  griefs  away ! 

2  Come,  blessed  Lord,  let  every  shore 
And  answering  island  sing 

The  praises  of  thy  royal  name. 
And  own  thee  as  their  King. 

3  Bid  the  whole  earth,  responsive  now 
To  the  bright  world  above. 

Break  forth  in  sweetest  strains  of  joy. 
In  memory  of  thy  love. 

4  Jesus,  thy  fair  creation  groans, 
The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea. 

In  unison  with  all  our  hearts. 
And  calls  aloud  for  thee. 

5  Thine  was  the  cross,  with  all  its  fruits 
Of  grace  and  peace  divine : 

Be  thine  the  crown  of  glory  now. 
The  palm  of  victory  thine ! 

Sir  Edward  Deinn7. 

•7±0  Reign  of  Christ  foretold. 

1  The  Lord  will  come,  and  not  be  slow ; 
His  footsteps  cannot  err; 

Before  him  Righteousness  shall  go, 
His  royal  harbinger. 

2  Mercy  and  Truth,  that  long  were  missed, 
Now  joyfully  are  met ; 

Sweet  Peace  and  Righteousness  have  kissed, 
And  hand  in  hand  are  set. 

3  The  nations  all  whom  thou  hast  made 
Shall  come,  and  all  shall  frame 
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•7 IT  That  glorious  anthem. 

1  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise, 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies ; 
That  song  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's. 

2  Let  thrones,  and  powers,  and  kingdoms 

be 
Obedient,  mighty  God,  to  thee ; 
And  over  land,  and  stream,  and  main. 
Now  wave  the  scepter  of  thy  reign. 

3  O  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell ; 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
Till  not  one  rebel  heart  remains. 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns. 

Mrs.  Yoke. 
i/Xo  The  time  to  favor  Zion. 

1  Sovereign  of  worlds!    display  thy 

power ; 
Be  this  thy  Zion's  favored  hour ; 
O  bid  the  morning  star  arise, 

0  point  the  heathen  to  the  skies. 

2  Set  up  thy  throne  where  Satan  reigns. 
In  western  wilds  and  eastern  plains ; 
Far  let  the  gospel's  sound  be  known; 
Make  thou  the  universe  thine  own. 

3  Speak,  and  the  world  shall  hear  thy  voice; 
Speak,  and  the  desert  shall  rejoice : 
Dispel  the  gloom  of  heathen  night ; 

Bid  every  nation  hail  the  light. 

Mrs.  Ydke. 

yA*^        ChriaVs  all-embracing  empire. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run ; 
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His  kingdom  spread  from  shore  to  shore. 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  From  north  to  south  the  princes  meet. 
To  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet ; 
While  western  empires  own  their  Lord, 
And  savage  tribes  attend  his  word. 

3  To  him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  his  head ; 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

4  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 

Isaao  Watts. 

y  /^  U  TViumphs  of  mercy. 

1  Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake ! 
Put  on  thy  strength,  the  nations  shake. 
And  let  the  world,  adoring,  see 
Triumphs  of  mercy  wrought  by  thee. 

2  Say  to  the  heathen,  from  thy  throne, 
'*  I  am  Jehovah,  God  alone :  " 

Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confound. 
And  cast  their  altars  to  the  ground. 

3  No  more  let  creature  blood  be  spilt. 
Vain  sacrifice  for  human  guilt ! 

But  to  each  conscience  be  applied 
The  blood  that  flowed  from  Jesus'  side. 

4  Almighty  God,  thy  grace  proclaim. 
In  every  land,  of  every  name ; 

Till  adverse  powers  before  thee  fall. 
And  crown  the  Saviour,  Lord  of  all. 

WUUam  Skrabaoleh  J^. 
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i/>5  A  T^A*  triumph  near. 

1  Eternal  Father,  thou  hast  said, 
That  Christ  all  glory  shall  obtain ; 

That  he  who  once  a  sufferer  bled 
Shall  o'er  the  world  a  conqueror  reign. 

2  We  wait  thy  triumph,  Saviour  King ; 
Long  ages  have  prepared  thy  way; 

Now  jul  abroad  thy  banner  fling, 
Set  time's  great  battle  in  array. 

3  Thy  hosts  are  mustered  to  the  field  ; 
"The  Cross!  the  Cross!"  the  battle-call; 

The  old  grim  towers  of  darkness  yield. 
And  soon  shall  totter  to  their  fall. 

4  On  mountain  tops  the  watch-fires  glow, 
Where  scattered  wide  the  watchmen  stand ; 

Voice  echoes  voice,  and  onward  flow 
The  joyous  shouts  from  land  to  land. 

6  O  fill  thy  Church  with  faith  and  power, 
Bid  her  long  night  of  weeping  cease ; 

To  groaning  nations  haste  the  hour 
Of  life  and  freedom,  light  and  peace. 

6  Come,  Spirit,  make  thy  wonders  known, 
Fulfill  the  Father's  high  decree ; 

Then  earth,  the  might  of  hell  o'erthrown. 
Shall  keep  her  last  great  jubilee. 

Bay  Palmer. 

y  -4  /4  Missionary  meeting. 

1  Assembled  at  thy  great  command. 
Before  thy  face,  dread  King,  we  stand ; 
The  voice  that  marshaled  every  star 
Has  called  thy  people  from  afar. 


2  We  meet  through  distant  lands  to  spread 
The  truth  for  which  the  martyrs  bled ; 
Along  the  line,  to  either  pole. 

The  anthem  of  thy  praise  to  roll. 

3  Our  prayers  assist ;  accept  our  praise ; 
Our  hopes  revive ;  our  courage  raise  ; 
Our  counsels  aid ;  to  each  impart 

The  single  eye,  the  faithful  heart. 

4  Forth  with  thy  chosen  heralds  come ; 
Recall  the  wandering  spirits  home ; 
From  Zion's  mount  send  forth  the  sound, 
To  spread  the  spacious  earth  around. 

William  B.  CoUyor. 

«l/«c5  The  latter-day  glory, 

1  Behold,  the  heathen  waits  to  know 
The  joy  the  gospel  will  bestow ; 

The  exiled  captive,  to  receive 
The  freedom  Jesus  has  to  give. 

2  Come,  let  us,  with  a  grateful  heart, 
In  this  blest  labor  share  a  part ; 

Our  prayers  and  offerings  gladly  bring 
To  aid  the  triumphs  of  our  King. 

3  Our  hearts  exult  in  songs  of  praise 
That  we  have  seen  these  latter  days. 
When  our  Redeemer  shall  be  known 
Where  Satan  long  hath  held  his  throne. 

4  Where'er  his  hand  hath  spread  the  skies. 
Sweet  incense  to  his  name  shall  rise ; 
And  slave  and  freeman,  Greek  and  Jew, 
By  sovereign  g^ace  be  formed  anew. 
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•7/44  ^or  eAjw*  anrf  Gentilea. 

1  Head  of  the  Church,  whose  Spirit  fills 
And  flows  through  every  faithful  soul, 

Unites  in  mystic  love,  and  seals 
Them  one,  and  sanctifies  the  whole ; 

2  "Come,  Lord,"  thy  glorious  Spirit  cries, 
And  souls  beneath  the  altar  groan ; 

"  Come,  Lord/'  the  bride  on  earth  replies, 
'*  And  perfect  all  our  souls  in  one." 

3  Pour  out  the  promised  gift  on  all ; 
Answer  the  universal  "  Come ! " 

The  fullness  of  the  Gentiles  call, 
And  take  thine  ancient  people  home. 

4  To  thee  let  all  the  nations  flow; 
Let  all  obey  the  gospel  word ; 

Let  all  their  bleeding  Saviour  know, 
Filled  with  the  glory  of  the  Lord. 

5  O  for  thy  truth  and  mercy's  sake 
The  purchase  of  thy  passion  claim ; 

Thine  heritage,  the  Gentiles,  take. 

And  cause  the  world  to  know  thy  name. 

Ohazles  Wesley. 

\j^O    Light  for  those  who  sit  in  darkness, 

1  Though  now  the  nations  sit  beneath 
The  darkness  of  o'erspreading  death, 
God  will  arise  with  light  divine. 

On  Zion's  holy  towers  to  shine. 

2  That  light  shall  shine  on  distant  lands, 
And  wandering  tribes,  in  joyful  bands. 
Shall  come,  thy  glory.  Lord,  to  see. 
And  in  thy  courts  to  worship  thee. 
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3  O  light  of  Zion,  now  arise ! 
Let  the  glad  morning  bless  our  eyes ; 
Ye  nations,  catch  the  kindling  ray, 
And  hail  the  splendors  of  the  day. 

Leonaird  BsooB. 

«7/iO     Prepare  ye  the  way  of  the  Lord. 

Matt  3:  3. 

1  Comfort,  ye  ministers  of  grace, 
Comfort  the  people  of  your  Lord ; 

O  lift  ye  up  the  fallen  race. 
And  cheer  them  by  the  gospel  word. 

2  Go  into  every  nation,  go ; 

Speak  to  their  trembling  hearts,  and  cry,— 
Glad  tidings  unto  all  we  show : 
Jerusalem,  thy  God  is  nigh. 

3  Hark !  in  the  wilderness  a  cry, 

A  voice  that  loudly  calls, — Prepare ! 
Prepare  your  hearts,  for  God  is  nigh, 
And  waits  to  make  his  entrance  there. 

4  The  Lord  your  God  shall  quickly  come ; 
Sinners,  repent,  the  call  obey : 

Open  your  hearts  to  make  him  room ; 
Ye  desert  souls,  prepare  the  way. 

5  The  Lord  shall  clear  his  way  through  all; 
Whate'er  obstructs,  obstructs  in  vain; 

The  vale  shall  rise,  the  mountain  fall. 
Crooked  be  straight,  and  rugged  plain. 

6  The  glory  of  the  Lord  displayed 
Shall  all  mankind  together  view; 

And  what  his  mouth  in  truth  hath  said. 

His  own  almighty  hand  shall  do. 

Charles  Weder. 
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1.  Shepherd     of   souls,  with    pity  •  ing       eye     The  thousands    of     oar     Is  -  rael   see ; 


y  /4  T     Souls  perishinff  for  lack  of  knowledge, 

1  Shepherd  of  souls,  with  pitying  eye 
The  thousands  of  our  Israel  see ; 

To  thee  in  their  behalf  we  cry. 
Ourselves  but  newly  found  in  thee. 

2  See  where  o'er  desert  wastes  they  err, 
And  neither  food  nor  feeder  have, 

Nor  fold,  nor  place  of  refuge  near. 
For  no  man  cares  their  souls  to  save. 

3  Thy  people,  Lord,  are  sold  for  naught. 
Nor  know,  they  their  Redeemer  nigh ; 

They  perish,  whom  thyself  hast  bought ; 
Their  souls  for  lack  of  knowledge  die. 

4  The  pit  its  mouth  hath  opened  wide, 
To  swallow  up  its  careless  prey : 

Why  should  they  die,  when  thou  hast  died, 
Hast  died  to  bear  their  sins  away? 

5  Why  should  the  foe  thy  purchase  seize  ? 
Remember,  Lord,  thy  d3ang  groans : 

The  meed  of  all  thy  sufferings  tnese; 
O  claim  them  for  thy  ransomed  ones ! 

OBisrles  Wesley. 

if/io        The  Saviour* 8  coming  awaited. 

1  Jesus,  thy  Church,  with  longing  eyes, 
For  thine  expected  coming  waits : 

When  will  the  promised  light  arise. 
And  glory  beam  on  Zion's  gates  ? 

2  E'en  now,  when  tempests  round  us  fall, 
And  wintry  clouds  o'ercast  the  sky, 

Thy  words  with  pleasure  we  recall. 
And  deem  that  our  redemption's  nigh. 
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3  O  come,  and  reign  o'er  every  land ; 
Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurled. 

All  nations  bow  to  thy  command, 
And  grace  revive  a  dying  world. 

4  Teach  us,  in  watchfulness  and  prayer, 
To  wait  for  thine  appointed  hour ; 

And  fit  us,  by  thy  grace,  to  share 
The  triumphs  of  thy  conquering  power. 

William  H.  Bathurst. 

929  For/unnenMon.. 

1  Look  from  thy  sphere  of  endless  day, 
O  God  of  mercy  and  of  might ! 

In  pity  look  on  those  who  stray. 
Benighted,  in  this  land  of  light. 

2  In  peopled  vale,  in  lonely  glen. 

In  crowded  mart,  by  stream  or  sea. 
How  many  of  the  sons  of  men 
Hear  not  the  message  sent  from  thee ! 

3  Send  forth  thy  heralds,  Lord,  to  call 
The  thoughtless  young,  the  hardened  old, 

A  scattered,  homeless  flock,  till  all 
Be  gathered  to  thy  peaceful  fold. 

4  Send  them  thy  mighty  word  to  speak, 
Till  faith  shall  dawn,  and  doubt  depart, 

To  awe  the  bold,  to  stay  the  weak. 
And  bind  and  heal  the  broken  heart. 

5  Then  all  these  wastes,  a  dreary  scene. 
That  make  us  sadden  as  we  gaze. 

Shall  grow  with  living  waters  green. 
And  lift  to  heaven  the  voice  of  praise. 

WlUiam  C.  Bvyant. 
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1/<5U  Missionary  hymn. 

1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains. 
From  India's  coral  strand ; 

Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 
Roll  down  their  golden  sand ; 

From  many  an  ancient  river, 
From  many  a  palmy  plain, 

They  call  us  to  deliver 
Tneir  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 
Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle  ; 

Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile  ? 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown ; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we,  whose  s6uls  are  lighted 
With  wisdom  from  on  high. 

Shall  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation  1  O  salvation ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 


344 


4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story. 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory. 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole : 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 

Beginald  Eeber. 

c^ol        Departing  missiofiaries. 

1  Roll  on,  thou  mighty  ocean ! 
And,  as  thy  billows  flow. 

Bear  messengers  of  mercy 

To  every  land  below. 
Arise,  ye  gales,  and  waft  them 

Safe  to  the  destined  shore ; 
That  man  may  sit  in  darkness. 

And  death's  black  shade,  no  more. 

2  O  thou  eternal  Ruler, 
Who  boldest  in  thine  arm 

The  tempests  of  the  ocean. 
Protect  them  from  all  harm ! 

Thy  presence.  Lord,  be  with  them, 
Wherever  they  may  be ; 

Though  far  from  us  who  love  them. 
Still  let  them  be  with  thee. 

James  SdnMStoB. 
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W^EBB.        7,  6.  GBOBas  James  Wkbb. 
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\7fJ/^    The  morning  light  is  breaking. 

1  The  morning  light  is  breaking ; 
The  darkness  disappears ; 

The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears ; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  See  heathen  nations  bending 
Before  the  God  we  love, 

And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
"While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3  Blest  river  of  salvation. 
Pursue  thine  onward  way ; 

Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 
Nor  in  thy  richness  stay : 

Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home ; 

Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 
Proclaim,  "  The  Lord  is  come ! " 

Samuel  P.  Smitli. 

•JtitS  Domestic  missions. 

1  Our  country's  voice  is  pleading, 

Ye  men  of  God,  arise ! 
His  providence  is  leading. 

The  land  before  you  lies ; 
Day-gleams  are  o'er  it  brightening, 

And  promise  clothes  the  soil ; 
Wide  fields,  for  harvest  whitening, 

Invite  the  reaper's  toil. 
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2  Go  where  the  waves  are  breaking 
On  California's  shore, 

Christ's  precious  gospel  taking, 

More  rich  than  golden  ore ; 
On  Alleghany's  mountains. 

Through  all  the  western  vale. 
Beside  Missouri's  fountains, 

Rehearse  the  wondrous  tale. 

3  The  love  of  Christ  unfolding. 
Speed  on  from  east  to  west. 

Till  all,  his  cross  beholding. 

In  him  are  fully  blest. 
Great  Author  o^  salvation. 

Haste,  haste  the  glorious  day. 
When  we,  a  ransomed  nation, 

Thy  scepter  shall  obey ! 

Mrs.  Maria  F.  Anderson. 

IjO^         The  universal  anthem. 

1  When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 
Flow  joyfully  along. 

When  hill  and  valley,  ringing 

With  one  triumphant  song. 
Proclaim  the  contest  ended. 

And  Him  who  once  was  slain, 
Again  to  earth  descended, 

In  righteousness  to  reign? 

2  Then  from  the  craggy  mountains 
The  sacred  shout  shall  fly  ; 

And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply. 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Shall  send  the  chorus  round, 
All  hallelujahs  swelling 

In  one  eternal  sound ! 

JamM  Edmeaton,  all. 
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hope    or    joy   foretell  ?  Trayeler,  yes ; 


it  brings  the   day,    Promised   day 


y  O  O        The  vfoichman's  report. 

2  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night ; 
Higher  vet  that  star  ascends. 

Traveler,  olessedness  and  light, 
Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends 

Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 
Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 

Traveler,  ages  are  its  own, 
See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth ! 

3  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 
For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 

Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  flight ; 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wandering  cease ; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home ! 
Traveler,  lo !  the  Prince  of  peace, 

Lo !  the  Son  of  God  is  come ! 

Btr  John  Bowzlng. 

936  TJie  word  glorified. 

1  See  how  great  a  flame  aspires, 
Kindled  by  a  spark  of  grace! 

Jesus*  love  the  nations  fires, 
Sets  the  kingdoms  on  a  blaze. 

To  bring  fire  on  earth  he  came ; 
Kindled  in  some  hearts  it  is : 
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O  that  all  might  catch  the  flame. 
All  partake  the  glorious  bliss ! 

2  When  he  first  the  work  begun, 
Small  and  feeble  was  his  day : 

Now  the  word  doth  swiftly  run; 

Now  it  wins  its  widening  way : 
More  and  more  it  spreads  and  grows. 

Ever  mighty  to  prevail ; 
Sin's  strongholds  it  now  o'erthrows. 

Shakes  the  trembling  gates  of  hell. 

3  Sons  of  God,  your  Saviour  praise! 
He  the  door  hath  opened  wide; 

He  hath  given  the  word  of  grace; 

Jesus*  word  is  glorified. 
Jesus,  mighty  to  redeem, 

He  alone  the  work  hath  wrought; 
Worthy  is  the  work  of  him, 

Him  who  spake  a  world  from  naught 

4  Saw  ye  not  the  cloud  arise. 
Little  as  a  human  hand  ? 

Now  it  spreads  along  the  skies. 
Hangs  o'er  all  the  thirsty  land ; 

Lo !  the  promise  of  a  shower 
Drops  already  from  above ; 

But  the  Lord  will  shortly  pour 
All  the  Spirit  of  his  love. 
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yoT         ChrisVs  universal  reign. 

1  Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious  time. 
When,  beneath  Messiah's  sway. 

Every  nation,  every  clime. 
Shall  the  gospel  call  obey. 

2  Mightiest  kings  his  power  shall  own ; 
Heathen  tribes  his  name  adore ; 

Satan  and  his  host,  o'erthrown. 
Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no  more. 

3  Then  shall  wars  and  tumults  cease ; 
Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain ; 

Righteousness,  and  joy,  and  peace, 
Undisturbed,  shall  ever  reign. 

4  Bless  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord ; 
Ever  praise  his  glorious  name ; 

All  his  mighty  acts  record, 

All  his  wondrous  love  proclaim. 

Harriet  Aaber. 
l/OO  The  song  of  jtd)ilee. 

1  Hark  !  the  song  of  jubilee  ; 
Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar. 

Or  the  fullness  of  the  sea. 
When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore : 

Hallelujah !  for  the  Lord 
God  omnipotent  shall  reign  ; 

Hallelujah !  let  the  word 
Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

2  Hallelujah ! — hark !  the  sound, 
From  the  center  to  the  skies. 

Wakes  above,  beneath,  around, 

All  creation's  harmonies : 
See  Jehovah's  banner  furled. 

Sheathed  his  sword:  he  speaks — 'tis  done. 
And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  his  Son. 
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3  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole 

With  illimitable  sway ; 
He  shall  reign,  when,  like  a  scroll. 

Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away ; 
Then  the  end ; — beneath  his  rod, 

Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall; 
Hallelujah !  Christ  in  God, 

God  in  Christ,  is  all  in  all. 

Jamea  Montgomery. 

i/Ocf        The  banner  of  the  cross. 

1  Go,  ye  messengers  of  God ; 
Like  the  beams  of  morning,  fly  ; 

Take  the  wonder-working  rod ; 
Wave  the  banner-cross  on  high. 

2  Where  the  lofty  minaret 
Gleams  along  the  morning  skies. 

Wave  it  till  the  crescent  set. 
And  the  '*  Star  of  Jacob  "  rise. 

3  Go  to  many  a  tropic  isle 
In  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 

Where  the  skies  forever  smile, 
And  the  oppressed  forever  weep. 

4  O'er  the  pagan's  night  of  care 
Pour  the  living  light  of  heaven ; 

Chase  away  his  dark  despair, 
Bid  him  hope  to  be  forgiven. 

5  Where  the  golden  gates  of  day 
Open  on  the  palmy  East, 

High  the  bleeding  cross  display  ; 
Spread  the  gospel's  richest  feast. 

6  Bear  the  tidings  round  the  ball. 
Visit  every  soil  and  sea ; 

Preach  the  cross  of  Christ  to  all, 
Christ,  whose  love  is  full  and  free. 

Joahoa  Maraden. 
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y  4-  U      Th£  conquest  of  the  ffospel. 

1  O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness. 
Cheered  by  no  celestial  ray, 

Sun  of  righteousness,  arising, 
Bring  the  bright,  the  glorious  day ! 

Send  the  gospel 
To  the  earth's  remotest  bound. 

2  Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness, — 
Grant  them.  Lord,  the  glorious  light : 

And,  from  eastern  coast  to  western. 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night ; 

And  redemption, 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 

3  Fly  abroad,  thou  mighty  Gospel ! 
Win  and  conquer,  never  cease ; 

May  thy  lasting,  wide  dominion 
Multiply  and  still  increase ; 

Sway  thy  scepter, 
Saviour,  all  the  world  around ! 

William  Williams. 

if*  A  The  Macedonian  cry. 

1  Souls  in  heathen  darkness  lying. 
Where  no  light  has  broken  through. 

Souls  that  Jesus  bought  by  dying, 
Whom  his  soul  in  travail  knew, — 

Thousand  voices 
Call  us,  o'er  the  waters  blue. 

2  Christians,hearken:  none  has  taught  them 
Of  his  love  so  deep  and  dear ; 

Of  the  precious  price  that  bought  them ; 
Of  the  nail,  the  thorn,  the  spear; 

Ye  who  know  him. 
Guide  them  from  their  darkness  drear. 
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3  Haste,  O  haste,  and  spread  the  tidings 
Wide  to  earth's  remotest  strand ; 

Let  no  brother's  bitter  chidings 
Rise  against  us  when  we  stand 

In  the  judgment. 
From  some  far,  forgotten  land, 

4  Lo !  the  hills  for  harvest  whiten, 
All  along  each  distant  shore ; 

Seaward  far  the  islands  brighten  ; 
Light  of  nations,  lead  us  o'er ! 

When  we  seek  them. 
Let  thy  Spirit  go  before. 

Mrs.  OeoQ  F.  Alezsader. 

y^/^      Melds  white  to  the  harvest, 

1  Who  but  thou,  almighty  Spirit, 
Can  the  heathen  world  reclaim? 

Men  may  preach,  but  till  thou  favor, 
Heathens  will  be  still  the  same : 

Mighty  Spirit! 
Witness  to  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Thou  hast  promised  by  thy  prophets 
Glorious  light  in  latter  days : 

Come,  and  bless  bewildered  nations;, 
Change  our  prayers  and  tears  to  praise; 

Promised  Spirit ! 
Round  the  world  dififuse  thy  rays. 

3  All  our  hopes,  and  prayers,  and  labors 
Must  be  vain  without  thine  aid : 

But  thou  wilt  not  disappoint  us. 
All  is  true  that  thou  nast  said : 

Faithful  Spirit! 
O'er  the  world  thine  influence  shed. 

jjBkaawn, 
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94  3        The  BjgU  of  the  world. 

1  Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling 
Borders  on  the  shades  of  death. 

Come,  and,  by  thyself  revealing, 
Dissipate  the  clouds  beneath. 

Thou,  new  heaven  and  earth's  Creator, 
In  our  deepest  darkness  rise ; 

Scattering  all  the  night  of  nature. 
Pouring  day  upon  our  eyes. 

2  Still  we  wait  for  thine  appearing; 
Life  and  joy  thy  beams  impart, 

Chasing  all  our  fears,  and  cheering 
Every  poor,  benighted  heart. 

Come,  and  manifest  thy  favor 
To  our  ruined,  guilty  race  ; 

Come,  thou  universal  Saviour ; 
Come,  and  bring  the  gospel  grace. 

3  Save  us  in  thy  great  compassion, 
O  thou  mild,  pacific  Prince ; 

Give  the  knowledge  of  salvation. 

Give  the  pardon  of  our  sins : 
By  thine  all-atoning  merit, 

Every  burdened  soul  release ; 
Every  weary,  wandering  spirit. 

Guide  into  thy  perfect  peace. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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1144    So  shall  He  8pri7ikle  many  nations, 

l8a.52:  15. 

1  Saviour,  sprinkle  many  nations. 
Fruitful  let  thy  sorrows  be ; 

By  thy  pains  and  consolations. 
Draw  the  Gentiles  unto  thee : 

Of  thy  cross  the  wondrous  story. 
Be  it  to  the  nations  told ; 

Let  them  see  thee  in  thy  glory. 
And  thy  mercy  manifold. 

2  Far  and  wide,  though  all  unknowing. 
Pants  for  thee  each  mortal  breast ; 

Human  tears  for  thee  are  flowing. 
Human  hearts  in  thee  would  rest ; 

Thirsting,  as  for  dews  of  even. 
As  the  new-mown  grass  for  rain. 

Thee  they  seek,  as  God  of  heaven, 
Thee,  as  Man  for  sinners  slain. 

3  Saviour,  lo !  the  isles  are  waiting, 
Stretched  the  hand,  and  strained  the  sight. 

For  thy  Spirit,  new  creating 

Love's  pure  flame  and  wisdom's  light ; 
Give  the  word,  and  of  the  preacher 

Speed  the  foot,  and  touch  the  tongue, 

Till  on  earth  by  every  creature 

Glory  to  the  Lamb  be  sung. 

A.  Odoveland  Ctoxe. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— WATCH  NIGHT  AND  NEW  YEAR. 
ST.   MARTIN'S.      C.  M.  ^^^  Wiu.iam  Tahbub. 
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•14  O         RenevDing  the  covenant. 

2  Give  up  ourselves,  through   Jesus* 

power, 
His  name  to  glorify ; 
And  promise,  in  this  sacred  hour, 
For  God  to  live  and  die. 

3  The  covenant  we  this  moment  make 
Be  ever  kept  in  mind ; 

We  will  no  more  our  God  forsake. 
Or  cast  his  words  behind. 

4  We  never  will  throw  off  his  fear 
Who  hears  our  solemn  vow ; 

And  if  thou  art  well  pleased  to  hear. 
Come  down,  and  meet  us  now. 

5  Thee,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Let  all  our  hearts  receive  ; 

Present  with  the  celestial  host. 
The  peaceful  answer  g^ve. 

6  To  each  the  covenant  blood  apply. 
Which  takes  our  sins  away ; 

And  register  our  names  on  high. 
And  keep  us  to  that  day. 

Cauurlee  Weslej. 

y40       Praise  and  thanksgiving. 

1  Sing  to  the  great  Jehovah's  praise ; 
All  praise  to  him  belongs ; 

Who  kindly  lengfthens  out  our  days, 
Demands  our  choicest  songs : 

2  His  providence  hath  brought  us  through 
Another  various  year ; 

We  all,  with  vows  and  anthems  new, 
Before  our  God  appear. 


3  Father,  thy  mercies  past  we  own, 
Thy  still  continued  care ; 

To  thee  presenting,  through  thy  Son, 
What  e'er  we  have  or  are. 

4  Our  lips  and  lives  shall  gladly  show 
The  wonders  of  thy  love. 

While  on  in  Jesus'  steps  we  go 
To  seek  thy  face  above. 

5  Our  residue  of  days  or  hours 
Thine,  wholly  thine,  shall  be ; 

And  all  our  consecrated  powers 
A  sacrifice  to  thee : 

6  Till  Jesus  in  the  clouds  appear 
To  saints  on  earth  forgiven. 

And  bring  the  grand  Sabbatic  year. 
The  jubilee  of  heaven. 

Gharlee  WMley. 

y4  T  A  midnight  song. 

1  Join,  all  ye  ransomed  sons  of  grace, 
The  holy  joy  prolong. 

And  shout  to  the  Redeemer's  praise 
A  solemn  midnight  song. 

2  Blessing,  and  thanks,  and  love,  and 

might, 
Be  to  our  Jesus  given. 
Who  turns  our  darkness  into  light, 
Who  turns  our  hell  to  heaven. 

3  Thither  our  faithful  souls  he  leads ; 
Thither  he  bids  us  rise. 

With  crowns  of  joy  upon  our  heads, 
To  meet  him  in  the  skies. 
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FROME.      C.  M.  HdohBond. 
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*/Tt  O  C/08C  of  the  year. 

1  Awake,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes, 
And  raise  your  voices  high : 

Awake,  and  praise  that  sovereign  love. 
That  shows  salvation  nigh. 

2  On  all  the  wings  of  time  it  flies. 
Each  moment  brings  it  near ; 

Then  welcome  each  declining  day, 
Welcome  each  closing  year. 

3  Not  many  years  their  rounds  shall  run. 
Nor  many  mornings  rise, 

Ere  all  its  glories  stand  revealed 
To  our  admiring  eyes. 

4  Ye  wheels  of  nature,  speed  your  course ! 
Ye  mortal  powers,  decay! 

Fast  as  ye  bring  the  night  of  death, 
Ye  bring  eternal  day. 

FhUip  I>oddxid«e. 

114  £7  The  opening  year, 

1  The  year  is  gone,  beyond  recall, 
With  all  its  hopes  and  fears, 

With  all  its  bright  and  gladdening  smiles. 
With  all  its  mourners*  tears ; 

2  Thy  thankful  people  praise  thee,  Lord, 
For  countless  gifts  received  ; 

And  pray  for  grace  to  keep  the  faith 
Which  saints  of  old  believed. 

3  To  thee  we  come,  O  gracious  Lord, 
The  newborn  year  to  bless ; 

Defend  our  land  from  pestilence ; 
Give  peace  and  plenteousness ; 
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4  Forgive  this  nation's  many  sins ; 
The  growth  of  vice  restrain ; 

And  help  us  all  with  sin  to  strive. 
And  crowns  of  life  to  gain. 

5  From  evil  deeds  that  stain  the  past 
We  now  desire  to  flee ; 

And  pray  that  future  years  may  all 
Be  spent,  good  Lord,  for  thee. 

6  O  Father,  let  thy  watchful  eye 
Still  look  on  us  in  love, 

That  we  may  praise  thee,  year  by  year, 
With  angel-hosts  above. 

From  the  Latin.   Tr.  by  V.  Pott. 

[8.  M.   Tune,  State  Street    Page  11&] 

yoU      Beginnmg  a  new  year. 

1  Our  few  revolving  years, 
How  swift  they  glide  away ! 

How  short  the  term  of  life  appears 
When  past — but  as  a  day ! — 

2  A  dark  and  cloudy  day, 
Clouded  by  grief  and  sin ; 

A  host  of  enemies  without, 
Distressing  fears  within. 

3  Lord,  through  another  year 
If  thou  permit  our  stay. 

With  diligence  may  we  pursue 
The  true  and  living  way. 

Benjamin  Beddome. 
Doxology. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tate  and  Brady. 
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A  living  sacnfice. 


1  Wisdom  ascribe,  and  might,  and  praise, 
To  God,  who  lengthens  out  our  days ; 
Who  spares  us  yet  another  year, 

And  makes  us  see  his  goodness  here : 

0  may  we  all  the  time  redeem. 
And  henceforth  live  and  die  to  him ! 

2  How  often,  when  his  arm  was  bared, 
Hath  he  our  sinful  Israel  spared ! 

"  Let  me  alone!"  his  mercy  cried, 
And  turned  the  vengeful  bolt  aside ; 
Indulged  another  kind  reprieve, 
And  strangely  suffered  us  to  live. 

3  Merciful  God,  how  shall  we  raise 
Our  hearts  to  pay  thee  all  thy  praise? 
Our  hearts  shall  beat  for  thee  alone ; 
Our  lives  shall  make  thy  goodness  known ; 
Our  souls  and  bodies  shall  be  thine, 

A  living  sacrifice  divine. 

Charles  Wesley. 

*/  O  /^  A  solemn  vigil. 

1  How  many  pass  the  guilty  night 
In  reveling  and  frantic  mirth  ! 

The  creature  is  their  sole  delight. 

Their  happiness  the  things  of  earth  : 
For  us  suffice  the  season  past ; 
We  choose  the  better  part  at  last. 

2  We  will  not  close  our  wakeful  eyes, 
We  will  not  let  our  eyelids  sleep, 
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But  humbly  lift  them  to  the  skies. 

And  all  a  solemn  vigil  keep ; 
So  many  years  on  sin  bestowed. 
Can  we  not  watch  one  night  for  God? 

3  We  can,  O  Jesus,  for  thy  sake, 
Devote  our  every  hour  to  thee ; 

Speak  but  the  word,  our  souls  shall  wake^ 

And  sing  with  cheerful  melody  : 
Thy  praise  shall  our  glad  tongues  employ. 
And  every  heart  shall  dance  for  joy. 

4  Blest  object  of  our  faith  and  love. 
We  listen  for  thy  welcome  voice ; 

Our  persons  and  our  works  approve, 
And  bid  us  in  thy  strength  rejoice; 
Now  let  us  hear  the  mighty  cry. 
And  shout  to  find  the  Bridegroom  nigh. 

5  Shout  in  the  midst  of  us,  O  King 
Of  saints,  and  let  our  joys  abound ; 

Let  us  rejoice,  give  thanks,  and  sing. 
And  triumph  in  redemption  found: 
We  ask  in  faith  for  every  soul ; 
O  let  our  glorious  joy  be  full ! 

6  O  may  we  all  triumphant  rise ; 
With  joy  upon  our  heads  return ; 

And,  far  above  these  nether  skies. 

By  thee  on  eagle  wings  upborne. 

Through  all  yon  radiant  circles  move, 

And  gain  the  highest  heaven  of  love! 

Charles  Wesley. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— WATCH  NIGHT  AND  NEW  YEAR. 
ZEBULON.      H.  M.  Lowkll  Hamr. 
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An-cient    of  endless  days ;  Who  lengthens  out  our  trials  here,  And  spares  ns  yet  anoth  -  er    year. 


«7  d  O  The  barren  Jiff-tree, 

1  The  Lord  of  earth  and  sky, 
The  God  of  ages,  praise. 

Who  reigns  enthroned  on  high, 
Ancient  of  endless  days ; 
Who  lengthens  out  our  trials  here. 
And  spares  us  yet  another  year. 

2  Barren  and  withered  trees. 
We  cumbered  long  the  ground ; 

No  fruit  of  holiness 
On  our  dead  souls  was  found ; 
Yet  doth  he  us  in  mercy  spare. 
Another  and  another  year. 

3  When  justice  bared  the  sword 
To  cut  the  fig-tree  down. 

The  pity  of  the  Lord 
Cried,  "  Let  it  still  alone : " 
The  Father  mild  inclines  his  ear. 
And  spares  us  yet  another  year. 

4  Jesus,  thy  speaking  blood 
From  God  obtained  the  grace, 

Who  therefore  hath  bestowed 
On  us  a  longer  space ; 
Thou  didst  in  our  behalf  appear, 
And,  lo,  we  see  another  year ! 

5  Then  dig  about  the  root, 
Break  up  our  fallow  ground. 

And  let  our  gracious  fruit 
To  thy  ereat  praise  abound ; 
O  let  us  all  thy  praise  declare. 
And  fruit  unto  perfection  bear. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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*/OTt        The  BHd^room  cometh. 

1  Ye  virgin  souls,  arise. 
With  all  the  dead,  awake ! 

Unto  salvation  wise. 
Oil  in  your  vessels  take ; 
Upstarting  at  the  midnight  cry, 
*•  Behold  the  heavenly  Bridegroom  nigh! 

2  He  comes,  he  comes  to  call 
The  nations  to  his  bar, 

And  take  to  glory  all 
Who  meet  for  glory  are ; 
Made  ready  for  your  full  reward. 
Go  forth  with  joy  to  meet  your  Lord. 

3  Go,  meet  him  in  the  sky. 
Your  everlasting  Friend ; 

Your  Head  to  glorify. 

With  all  his  saints  ascend : 
Ye  pure  in  heart,  obtain  the  grace 
To  see,  without  a  veil,  his  face. 

4  The  everlasting  doors 
Shall  soon  the  saints  receive. 

With  seraphs,  thrones,  and  powers. 
In  glorious  joy  to  live ; 
Far  from  a  world  of  grief  and  sin, 
With  God  eternally  shut  in. 

5  Then  let  us  wait  to  hear 

The  trumpet's  welcome  sound ; 
To  see  our  Lord  appear. 

May  we  be  watching  found ; 
And  when  thou  dost  the  heavens  bow. 
Be  found — as.  Lord,  thou  find'st  us  now. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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LUCAS.        lO,  8,   11.  James  Lucas. 
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\jOO  Renewed  devotedness. 

1  Come,  let  us  anew  our  journey  pursue, 

Roll  round  with  the  year. 
And  never  stand  still  till  the  Master  appear. 
His  adorable  will  let  us  gladly  fulfill, 

And  our  talents  improve, 
By  the  patience  of  hope,  and  the  labor  of 
love. 

2  Our  life  is  a  dream ;  our  time,  as  a  stream. 

Glides  swiftly  away, 
And  the  fugitive  moment  refuses  to  stay: 


BENEVENTO.      7.   D. 


The  arrow  is  flown, — the  moment  is  gone ; 

The  millennial  year 
Rushes  on  to  our  view,  and  eternity's  here. 

3  O  that  each  in  the  dayof  hiscomingmaysay, 

**  I  have  fought  my  way  through ; 
I  have  finished  the  work  thou  didst  give  me 

to  do!" 
O  that  each  from  his  Lord  may  receive  the 
glad  word, 
"  Well  and  faithfully  done ! 
Enter  into  my  joy,  and  sit  down  on  my 
throne ! " 

OhtaOm  Wesley. 
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y  O  O         Retrospect  of  the  year. 
2  As  the  winged  arrow  flies 

Speedily  the  mark  to  find ; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind; 
Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 

Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream ; 
Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise ; 

All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

SHAWMUT.      S.  M. 
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3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive ; 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live 

With  eternity  in  view : 
Bless  thy  word  to  young  and  old  ; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love; 
And  when  life's  short  tale  is  told, 

May  we  dwell  with  him  above. 

John  Ifewtoii. 
Arb.  by  Lowell  Mason. 
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roll,  A  few  more  seasons  come;  And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest,   Asleep  within  the  t^nib. 
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2  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 
On  this  wild  rocky  shore ; 

And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  cease. 
And  surges  swell  no  more. 

3  A  few  more  struggles  here, 
A  few  more  partings  o'er, 

A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears. 
And  we  shall  weep  no  more. 

4  Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  blest  day ; 

0  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood. 
And  take  my  sins  away ! 

uoratliu  Bonar. 

y  O  O    Our  fathers  ;  where  are  they  ? 

1  How  swift  the  torrent  rolls 
That  bears  us  to  the  sea. 

The  tide  that  hurries  thoughtless  souls 
To  vast  eternity! 

2  Our  fathers,  where  are  they, 
With  all  they  called  their  own  ? 

Their  joys  and  griefs,  and  hopes  and  cares, 
And  wealth  and  honor  gone. 

3  God  of  our  fathers,  hear. 
Thou  everlasting  Friend ! 

While  we,  as  on  life's  utmost  verge. 
Our  souls  to  thee  commend. 
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4  Of  all  the  pious  dead 

May  we  the  footsteps  trace. 

Till  with  them,  in  the  land  of  light, 
We  dwell  before  thy  face. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

y  O  "      Plea  for  sparitig  mercy. 

1  Lord,  let  me  know  mine  end. 
My  days,  how  brief  their  date ; 

That  I  may  timely  comprehend 
How  frail  my  best  estate. 

2  My  life  is  but  a  span ; 

Mine  age  is  naught  with  thee ; 
And,  in  his  highest  honor,  man 
Is  dust  and  vanity. 

3  At  thy  rebuke  the  bloom 
Of  earthly  beauty  flies ; 

And  grief  shall  like  a  moth  consume 
All  that  delights  our  eyes. 

4  Have  pity  on  my  fears ; 
Hearken  to  my  request ; 

Turn  not  in  silence  from  my  tears. 
But  give  the  mourner  rest. 

5  O  spare  me  yet,  I  pray ; 
Awhile  my  strength  restore. 

Ere  I  am  summoned  hence  away. 
And  seen  on  earth  no  more. 

Jfunes  Montgomery. 
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y  OU    Earthly  things  vain  and  transitory. 

1  How  vain  is  all  beneath  the  skies ! 
How  transient  every  earthly  bliss ! 

How  slender  all  the  fondest  ties 
That  bind  us  to  a  world  like  this ! 

2  The  evening  cloud,  the  morning  dew, 
The  withering  grass,  the  fading  flower, 

Of  earthly  hopes  are  emblems  true, 
The  glory  of  a  passing  hour. 

3  But  though  earth's  fairest  blossoms  die, 
And  all  beneath  the  skies  is  vain, 

There  is  a  brighter  world  on  high. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  care  and  pain. 

4  Then  let  the  hope  of  joys  to  come 
Dispel  our  cares,  and  chase  our  fears  ; 

If  God  be  ours,  we're  traveling  home, 
Though  passing  through  a  vale  of  tears. 

David  S.  7ord. 
VIO  X        A  peaceful  death  besought. 

1  Shrinking  from  the  cold  hand  of  death, 
I  soon  shall  gather  up  my  feet ; 

Shall  soon  resign  this  fleeting  breath. 
And  die,  my  fathers'  God  to  meet. 

2  Numbered  among  thy  people,  I 
Expect  with  joy  thy  face  to  see : 

Because  thou  didst  for  sinners  die, 
Jesus,  in  death  remember  me ! 

3  O  that  without  a  lingering  groan 
I  may  the  welcome  word  receive ; 

My  body  with  my  charge  lay  down. 
And  cease  at  once  to  work  and  live  I 

4  Walk  with  me  through  the  dreadful 

shade. 
And,  certified  that  thou  art  mine. 


I 


1 


My  spirit,  calm  and  undismayed, 
I  shall  into  thy  hands  resign. 

5  No  anxious  doubt,  no  guilty  gloom. 
Shall  damp  whom  Jesus'  presence  cheers : 

My  Light,  my  Life,  my  God  is  come. 
And  glory  in  his  face  appears. 

Charles  Weiloiy. 

yt)/4         The  sold*  s  best  portion. 

1  Almighty  Maker  of  my  frame. 
Teach  me  the  measure  of  my  days ; 

Teach  me  to  know  how  frail  I  am, 
And  spend  the  remnant  to  thy  praise. 

2  My  days  are  shorter  than  a  span ; 
A  little  point  my  life  appears ; 

How  frail,  at  best,  is  dying  man ! 
How  vain  are  all  his  hopes  and  fears! 

3  Vain  his  ambition,  noise,  and  show; 
Vain  are  the  cares  which  rack  his  mind : 

He  heaps  up  treasures  mixed  with  woe. 
And  dies,  and  leaves  them  all  behind. 

4  O  be  a  nobler  portion  mine ! 

My  God,  I  bow  before  thy  throne ; 
Earth's  fleeting  treasures  I  resign, 
And  fix  my  hope  on  thee  alone. 
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y  t)  eJ      The  wag  of  all  the  earth. 

1  Pass  a  few  swiftly  fleeting  years, 
And  all  that  now  in  bodies  live 

Shall  quit,  like  me,  the  vale  of  tears, 
Their  righteous  sentence  to  receive. 

2  But  all,  before  they  hence  remove, 
May  mansions  for  themselves  prepare 

In  that  eternal  house  above ; 
And,  O  my  God,  shall  I  be  there? 

Ohsrles  Wodflf. 
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y  O  4       J/an  frail —  God  eternal. 

1  O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come. 

Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast. 
And  our  eternal  home ! 

2  Under  the  shadow  of  thy  throne 
Still  may  we  dwell  secure ; 

Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defense  is  sure. 

3  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood. 
Or  earth  received  her  frame, 

From  everlasting  thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

4  A  thousand  ages,  in  thy  sight, 
Are  like  an  evening  gone  ; 

Short   as   the  watch   that  ends  the 
night, 
Before  the  rising  sun. 

5  The  busy  tribes  of  flesh  and  blood, 
With  all  their  cares  and  fears, 

Are  carried  downward  by  the  flood. 
And  lost  in  following  years. 

6  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream, 
Bears  all  its  sons  away ; 

They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

7  O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come ; 

Be  thou  our  guide  while  life  shall  last, 
And  our  perpetual  home ! 

Issao  Watts. 
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965  FraiUy  of  life, 

1  Thee  we  adore,  eternal  Name, 
And  humbly  own  to  thee 

How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame, 
What  dying  worms  are  we. 

2  Our  wasting  lives  grow  shorter  still. 
As  days  and  months  increase ; 

And  every  beating  pulse  we  tell 
Leaves  but  the  number  less. 

3  The  year  rolls  round,  and  steals  away 
The  breath  that  first  it  gave : 

Whate'er  we  do,  where'er  we  be. 
We  're  traveling  to  the  grave. 

4  Dangers  stand  thick  through  all  the 

ground 
To  push  us  to  the  tomb; 
And  fierce  diseases  wait  around, 
To  hurry  mortals  home. 

5  Infinite  joy,  or  endless  woe. 
Attends  on  every  breath ; 

And  yet  how  unconcerned  we  go, 
Upon  the  brink  of  death ! 

6  Waken,  O  Lord,  our  drowsy  sense 
To  walk  this  dangerous  road ; 

And  if  our  souls  are  hurried  hence, 
May  they  be  found  with  God  ! 

Isaac  Watts. 

Doxology. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  be  evermore. 

Tate  and  Bnidj. 
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966  The  hHnk  of  fate. 

1  Thou  God  of  glorious  majesty, 
To  thee,  against  myself,  to  thee, 

A  worm  of  earth,  I  cry ; 
A  half-awakened  child  of  man. 
An  heir  of  endless  bliss  or  pain, 

A  sinner  bom  to  die. 

2  Lo!  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 
*Twixt  two  unbounded  seas,  I  stand, 

Secure,  insensible: 
A  point  of  time,  a  moment's  space. 
Removes  me  to  that  heavenly  place. 

Or  shuts  me  up  in  hell. 

3  O  God,  mine  inmost  soul  convert. 
And  deeply  on  mjr  thoughtful  heart 

Eternal  things  impress : 
Give  me  to  feel  their  solemn  weight, 
And  tremble  on  the  brink  of  fate, 

And  wake  to  righteousness. 


VENETIA.      C.  P.  M. 
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4  Before  me  place  in  dread  array. 
The  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 

When  thou  with  clouds  shalt  come 
To  judge  the  nations  at  thy  bar; 
And  tell  me,  Lord,  shall  I  be  there 

To  meet  a  joyful  doom  ? 

5  Be  this  my  one  gpreat  business  here. 
With  serious  industry  and  fear 

Eternal  bliss  to  insure  ; 
Thine  utmost  counsel  to  fulfill, 
And  suffer  all  thy  righteous  will, 

And  to  the  end  endure. 

6  Then,  Saviour,  then  my  soul  receive, 
Transported  from  this  vale,  to  live 

And  reign  with  thee  above, 
Where  faith  is  sweetly  lost  in  sight, 
And  hope  in  full,  supreme  delight, 

And  everlasting  love. 

Oharlea  Wealaj. 
London  Tunk  Book. 
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y  O  T  Death  of  a  friend, 

1  If  death  my  friend  and  me  divide, 
Thou  dost  not.  Lord,  my  sorrow  chide, 

Or  frown  my  tears  to  see  ; 
Restrained  from  passionate  excess. 
Thou  bidd'st  me  mourn  in  calm  distress 

For  them  that  rest  in  thee. 

2  I  feel  a  strong  immortal  hope. 
Which  bears  my  mournful  spirit  up. 

Beneath  its  mountain  loaa ; 
Redeemed  from  death,  and  grief,  and 

pain, 
I  soon  shall  find  my  friend  again 

Within  the  arms  of  God. 

3  Pass  a  few  fleeting  moments  more, 
And  death  the  blessing  shall  restore 

Which  death  has  snatched  away; 
For  me  thou  wilt  the  summons  send, 
And  give  me  back  my  parted  friend. 

In  that  eternal  day. 

Charles  Wesley. 

y  O  O        The  momentous  qtiestion. 

1  And  am  I  only  born  to  die? 
And  must  I  suddenly  comply 

With  nature's  stern  decree? 
What  after  death  for  me  remains  ? 
Celestial  joys,  or  hellish  pains. 

To  all  eternity ! 

2  How  then  ought  I  on  earth  to  live, 
While  God  prolongs  the  kind  reprieve, 

And  props  the  house  of  clay? 
My  sole  concern,  my  single  care. 
To  watch,  and  tremble,  and  prepare 

Against  that  fatal  day. 

3  No  room  for  mirth  or  trifling  here. 
For  worldly  hope,  or  worldly  fear. 

If  life  so  soon  is  gone ; 
If  now  the  Judge  is  at  the  door. 
And  all  mankind  must  stand  before 

The  inexorable  throne ! 

4  No  matter  which  my  thoughts  employ, 
A  moment's  misery  or  joy ; 

Jhj 


But  O  !  when  both  shall  end. 
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Where  shall  I  find  my  destined  place  ? 
Shall  I  my  everlasting  days 
With  fiends,  or  angels  spend  ? 

5  Nothing  is  worth  a  thought  beneath. 
But  how  I  may  escape  the  death 

That  never,  never  dies ; 
How  make  mine  own  election  sure; 
And,  when  I  fail  on  earth,  secure 

A  mansion  in  the  skies. 

6  Jesus,  vouchsafe  a  pitying  ray ; 
Be  thou  my  guide,  be  thou  my  way 

To  glorious  happiness. 
Ah !  write  the  pardon  on  my  heart. 
And  whensoe'er  I  hence  depart. 

Let  me  depart  in  peace. 

Charles  Wesley. 
[Not  set  to  masic] 

y  0«7    The  dyeing  Christian  to  his  sovl, 

1  Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame. 
Quit,  O  quit  this  mortal  frame ; 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying, 
O  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  dying ! 
Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife. 
And  let  me  languish  into  life. 

2  Hark !  they  whisper :  angels  say, 
"  Sister  spirit,  come  away ! " 
What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite — 
Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight. 
Drowns  my  spirit,  draws  my  breath  ? — 
Tell  me,  my  soul,  can  this  be  death  ? 

3  The  world  recedes — it  disappears ; 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes ;  my  ears 

With  sounds  seraphic  ring ! 
Lend,  lend  your  wings !  I  mount !  I  fly ! 
"  O  Grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O  Death,  where  is  thy  sting  ?  " 

Alexander  Pope. 

Doxology. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  heaven's  triumphant  host 

And  saints  on  earth  adore ; 
Be  glory  as  in  ages  past, 
And  now  it  is,  and  so  shall  last. 

When  time  shall  be  no  more. 

Tate  and  Brady. 
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\3i  U     We  mourn  not  €us  those  mthoiU  hope. 

1  Why  do  we  mourn  for  dying  friends, 
Or  shake  at  death's  alarms  ? 

*Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends, 
To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

2  Are  we  not  tending  upward  too. 
As  fast  as  time  can  move  ? 

Nor  should  we  wish  the  hours  more  slow, 
To  keep  us  from  our  love. 

3  Why  should  we  tremble  to  convey 
Their  bodies  to  the  tomb? 

There  once  the  flesh  of  Jesus  lay, 
And  left  a  long  perfume. 

4  The  graves  of  all  his  saints  he  blest. 
And  softened  every  bed : 

Where  should  the  dying  members  rest, 
But  wdth  their  dying  Head  ? 

6  Thence  he  arose,  ascending  high. 
And  showed  our  feet  the  way: 

Up  to  the  Lord  our  flesh  shall  fly. 
At  the  great  rising-day. 

6  Then  let  the  last  loud  trumpet  sound, 

And  bid  our  kindred  rise : 
Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground  ; 

Ye  saints,  ascend  the  skies ! 

Zsaao  Watts. 

*7  I  A  To  die  is  gain. 

1  Why  should  our  tears  in  sorrow  flow 

When  God  recalls  his  own. 
And  bids  them  leave  a  world  of  woe. 

For  an  immortal  crown  ? 
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2  Is  not  e'en  death  a  gain  to  those 
Whose  life  to  God  was  given  ? 

Gladly  to  earth  their  eyes  they  close, 
To  open  them  in  heaven. 

3  Their  toils  are  past,  their  work  is  done. 
And  they  are  fully  blest ; 

They  fought  the  fight,  the  victory  won, 
And  entered  into  rest. 

4  Then  let  our  sorrows  cease  to  flow; 
God  has  recalled  his  own ; 

But  let  our  hearts,  in  every  woe. 
Still  say,  "Thy  will  be  done." 

William  H.  BaChnnrt. 

"  •  ^        A  voice  from  the  tomhs. 

1  Hark!  from  the  tombs  a  doleful  sound; 
My  ears,  attend  the  cry : 

"Ye  living  men,  come  view  the  ground 
Where  you  must  shortly  lie. 

2  "  Princes,  this  clay  must  be  your  bed. 
In  spite  of  all  your  towers ; 

The  tall,  the  wise,  the  reverend  head. 
Must  lie  as  low  as  ours." 

3  Great  God !  is  this  our  certain  doom  ? 
And  are  we  still  secure? 

Still  walking  downward  to  the  tomb, 
And  yet  prepared  no  more? 

4  Grant  us  the  power  of  quickening  grace 
To  fit  our  souls  to  fly ; 

Then,  when  we  drop  this  dying  flesh. 
We'll  rise  above  the  sky. 

Isaao  Watts. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— DEATH  AND  RESURRECTION. 

DITSON.       C.   M.  Unknown. 


tefe 


Qt^ 


^^S 


?dz 


^—^ — 4 — i.   i.   i.  "^g^- 

1.  Through  sor  -  row's  night,  and    dan    - 


t 


■<»- 


T»- 


ger'8     path,     A  •  mid     the     deep  -  ening  gloom, 


i 


321 


-^ 


f 


^ 


1 


^^^ 


i 


s^, 


tS^ 


f 


itj^ 


-^ 


We, 


fol  -  lowers    of 


our      snf  -  fering    Lord,    Are     marching     to  the      tomb. 


Vlf  tS  Through  death  to  life. 

1  Through  sorrow's  night,  and  danger's 

path, 
Amid  the  deepening  gloom. 
We,  followers  of  our  suffering  Lord, 
Are  marching  to  the  tomb. 

2  There,  when  the  turmoil  is  no  more. 
And  all  our  powers  decay. 

Our  cold  remains  in  solitude 
Shall  sleep  the  years  away. 

3  Our  labors  done,  securely  laid 
In  this  our  last  retreat, 

Unheeded,  o'er  our  silent  dust. 
The  storms  of  earth  shall  beat. 

4  Yet  not  thus  buried,  or  extinct. 
The  vital  spark  shall  lie ; 

For  o'er  life's  wreck  that  spark  shall  rise 
To  seek  its  kindred  sky. 

5  These  ashes,  too,  this  little  dust, 
Our  Father's  care  shall  keep. 

Till  the  last  angel  rise  and  break 
The  long  and  dreary  sleep. 

H.  Klrke  White. 

1IT4:  Peaceful  departure. 

1  Behold  the  western  evening  light ! 
It  melts  in  deepening  gloom : 

So  calmly  Christians  sink  away, 
Descending  to  the  tomb. 

2  The  winds  breathe  low,  the  withering  leaf 
Scarce  whispers  from  the  tree : 

So  gently  flows  the  parting  breath. 
When  good  men  cease  to  be. 

3  How  beautiful  on  all  the  hills 
The  crimson  light  is  shed  ! 
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'Tis  like  the  peace  the  Christian  gives 
To  mourners  round  his  bed. 

4  How  mildly  on  the  wandering  cloud 
The  sunset  beam  is  cast ! 

'Tis  like  the  memory  left  behind 
When  loved  ones  breathe  their  last. 

5  And  now  above  the  dews  of  night 
The  rising  star  appears : 

So  faith  springs  in  the  heart  of  those 
Whose  eyes  are  bathed  in  tears. 

6  But  soon  the  morning's  happier  light 
Its  glory  shall  restore ; 

And  eyelids  that  are  sealed  in  death 
Shall  wake  to  close  no  more. 

William  B.  O.  Feabody. 

y 7  O     Thou  art  with  me. — Ps.  23 :  4. 

1  That  solemn  hour  will  come  for  me. 
When,  though  their  charms  I  own. 

All  human  ties  resigned  must  be ; 
For  I  must  die  alone. 

2  All  earthly  pleasures  will  be  o'er, 
All  earthly  labors  done. 

And  I  shall  tread  the  eternal  shore, 
And  I  must  die  alone. 

3  But  O,  I  will  not  view  with  dread 
That  shadowy  vale  unknown : 

I  see  a  light  within  it  shed ; 
I  shall  not  die  alone ! 

4  One  will  be  with  me  there,  whose  voice 
I  long  have  loved  and  known ; 

To  die  is  now  my  wish,  my  choice : 
I  shall  not  die  alone ! 

ITnknowB* 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— DEATH  AND  RESURRECTION. 

BRISTOL.       L.   M.  Ed  ward  L.  White. 


e: 


-*=^=^ 


* 


^ 


1.  Why  should  we  start,     and  fear       to 


die?     What  timorous  worms  we     mor  -tals     are! 

1*^ 


0:2    g    g    f 


t 


t 


I 


r 


^ 


r 


Death 


the    gate     to 


end  -  less     Joy,     And     yet     we  dread     to 


en 


IS. 


f^T-4^ 


^ 


t=t 


X 


f^ 


r 


r 


i9- 


*/  •  O     ChrisVa  presence  makes  dyhig  easy. 

1  Why  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  die  ? 
What  timorous  worms  we  mortals  are! 

Death  is  the  gate  to  endless  joy, 
And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

2  The  pains,  the  groans,  the  dying  strife. 
Fright  our  approaching  souls  away ; 

And  we  shrink  back  again  to  life. 
Fond  of  our  prison  and  our  clay. 

3  O  would  my  Lord  his  servant  meet, 

My  soul  would  stretch  her  wings  in  haste. 
Fly  fearless  through  death's  iron  gate, 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  she  passed. 

4  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are. 

While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head, 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there. 

Isaac  Watts. 

\j  i  i    Sovm  in  dishonor — raised  in  glory. 

1  The  morning  flowers  display  their  sweets, 
And  gay  their  silken  leaves  unfold. 

As  careless  of  the  noontide  heats. 
As  fearless  of  the  evening  cold. 

2  Nipped  by  the  wind's  unkindly  blast, 
Parched  by  the  sun's  directer  ray. 

The  momentary  glories  waste, 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

3  So  blooms  the  human  face  divine, 
When  youth  its  pride  of  beauty  shows : 

Fairer  than  spring  the  colors  shine, 
And  sweeter  than  the  virgin  rose. 
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4  Or  worn  by  slowly  rolling  years. 
Or  broke  by  sickness  in  a  day. 

The  fading  glory  disappears. 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

5  Yet  these,  new  rising  from  the  tomb, 
With  luster  brighter  far  shall  shine, 

Revive  with  ever-during  bloom. 
Safe  from  diseases  and  decline. 

6  Let  sickness  blast,  let  death  devour, 
If  heaven  must  recompense  our  pains; 

Perish  the  grass,  and  fade  the  flower, 
If  firm  the  word,  of  God  remains. 

Samuel  Weslej.  Jr. 

*/7  O     The  memory  of  the  just  is  blessed. 

Prov.  10:  7. 

1  Earth's  transitory  things  decay; 
Its  pomps,  its  pleasures,  pass  away; 
But  the  sweet  memory  of  the  good 
Survives  in  the  vicissitude. 

2  As,  'mid  the  ever-rolling  sea. 
The  eternal  isles  established  be, 
'Gainst  which  the  surges  of  the  main 
Fret,  dash,  and  break  themselves  in 

vain ; 

3  As,  in  the  heavens,  the  urns  divine 
Of  golden  light  forever  shine; 
Though  clouds  may  darken,  storms  may 

rage. 
They  still  shine  on  from  age  to  age; 

4  So,  through  the  ocean-tide  of  years, 
The  memory  of  the  just  appears ; 

So,  through  the  tempest  and  the  gloom. 
The  good  man's  virtues  light  the  tomb. 

Sir  John  Bowrinff* 
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y  f  y  Asleep  in  Jesus, 

1  Asleep  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep ! 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose. 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  O  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing, 
That  Death  hath  lost  his  venomed  sting. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus!  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ! 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus!  O  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high. 

5  Asleep  in  Jesus !  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be ; 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 

IKn.  Margaret  Maekay. 

*/OU     The  Christian's  parting  hour. 

1  How  sweet  the  hour  of  closing  day. 
When  all  is  peaceful  and  serene, 

And  when  the  sun,  with  cloudless  ray, 
Sheds  mellow  luster  o'er  the  scene! 

2  Such  is  the  Christian's  parting  hour; 
So  peacefully  he  sinks  to  rest ; 

When  faith,  endued  from  heaven  with 
power. 
Sustains  and  cheers  his  languid  breast. 
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3  Mark  but  that  radiance  of  his  eye, 
That  smile  upon  his  wasted  cheek ; 

They  tell  us  of  his  glory  nigh, 

In  language  that  no  tongue  can  speak. 

4  A  beam  from  heaven  is  sent  to  cheer 
The  pilgrim  on  his  gloomy  road ; 

And  angels  are  attending  near. 
To  bear  him  to  their  bright  abode. 

5  Who  would  not  wish  to  die  like  those 
Whom  God's  own  Spirit  deigns  to  bless  ? 

To  sink  into  that  soft  repose. 
Then  wake  to  perfect  happiness  ? 

WiUlam  H.  Bathnnrt. 

a 

*/  O  Jl  The  vision  of  faith. 

1  Shall  man,  O  God  of  light  and  life. 
Forever  molder  in  the  grave  ? 

Canst  thou  forget  thy  jglorious  work. 
Thy  promise,  and  thy  power  to  save? 

2  In  those  dark,  silent  realms  of  night, 
Shall  peace  and  hope  no  more  arise  ? 

No  future  morning  light  the  tomb. 
Nor  day-star  gild  the  darksome  skies  ? 

3  Cease,  cease,  ye  vain,  desponding  fears : 
When  Christ,  our  Lord,  from  darkness 

sprang, 
Death,  the  last  foe,  was  captive  led. 

And  heaven  with  praise  and  wonder  rang. 

4  Faith  sees  the  bright,  eternal  doors 
Unfold,  to  make  his  children  way; 

They  shall  be  clothed  with  endless  life, 
And  shine  in  everlasting  day. 

Timothy  Dwitfht. 
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Mo/5  Blessed  are  the  decui  which  die  in  the  Lo7'd. 

1  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies ! 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest, 

How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes, 

How  gently  heaves  the  expiring  breast ! 

2  So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er ; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

3  A  holy  quiet  reigns  around, 

A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys ; 
And  naught  disturbs  that  peace  profound 
Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys. 

4  Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears. 
Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell ; 

How  bright  the  unchanging  mom  appears ! 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell ! 

5  Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay. 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies. 

While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
"How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies!" 

Mrs.  Axma  L.  BarbaTdd,  alt. 


Disembodied  saints. 
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1  The  saints  who  die  of  Christ  possessed, 
Enter  into  immediate  rest ; 

For  them  no  further  test  remains, 
Of  purging  fires  and  torturing  pains. 

2  Who  trusting  in  their  Lord  depart. 
Cleansed  from  all  sin,  and  pure  in  heart. 
The  bliss  unmixed,  the  glorious  prize. 
They  find  with  Christ  in  paradise. 

3  Yet,  glorified  by  grace  alone. 

They  cast  their  crowns  before  the  throne, 
And  fill  the  echoing  courts  above 
With  praises  of  redeeming  love. 

Charles  Weeiey. 
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Mo 41  Resting  in  pecux, 

1  Unveil  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb ; 
Take  this  new  treasure  to  thy  trust. 

And  give  these  sacred  relics  room 
To  slumber  in  the  silent  dust. 

2  Nor  pain,  nor  grief,  nor  anxious  fear 
Invade  thv  bounds ;  no  mortal  woes 

Can  reach  tne  peaceful  sleeper  here. 
While  angels  watch  the  soft  repose. 

3  So  Jesus  slept ;  God's  dying  Son 
Passed  through  the  grave,  and  blest  the 

bed; 
Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  his  throne 
The  morning  break,  and  pierce  the  shade. 

4  Break  from  his  throne,  illustrious  mom ! 
Attend,  O  earth,  his  sovereign  word! 

Restore  thy  trust ;  a  glorious  form 
Shall  then  ascend  to  meet  the  Lord. 

Isaao  Watts. 

noc        [C-M-  Tune,  Mount  Auburn.  V&geStS.] 
»/Ot>  Viiitory  over  death, 

1  O  FOR  an  overcoming  faith. 
To  cheer  my  dying  hours. 

To  triumph  o'er  approaching  Death, 
And  all  his  frightful  powers ! 

2  Joyful,  with  all  the  strength  I  have. 
My  quivering  lips  should  sing, 

"  Where  is  thy  boasted  victory.  Grave? 
And  where,  O  Death,  thy  sting?" 

3  If  sin  be  pardoned,  I  *m  secure ; 
Death  has  no  sting  beside : 

The  law  gives  sin  its  damning  power, 
But  Christ,  my  ransom,  died. 

4  Now  to  the  God  of  victory 
Immortal  thanks  be  paid. 

Who  makes  us  conquerors,  while  we  die 
Through  Christ,  our  living  Head. 

Isaao  Watti. 
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Moo    Planted  to  bloom  in  paradise. 

1  Who  shall  forbid  our  chastened  woe, 
Our  tears  of  love  to  start  ? 

There 's  balm  in  their  assuaging  flow. 
To  heal  the  wounded  heart ! 

2  This  lovely  child,  thus  early  torn 
From  our  fond  breasts  away, 

With  silent  grief  is  gently  borne 
To  its  lone  bed  of  clay. 

3  Here  sleep  thou,  till  our  longer  race 
And  heavier  toils  shall  close  ; 

Then  shall  we  seek  thy  resting-place. 
And  share  thy  long  repose. 

4  We  plant  thee  here,  with  tears  bedewed, 
Bright  flower  of  heavenly  dye ; 

And  often  shall  our  griefs  renewed. 
These  flowing  founts  supply. 

5  But  thou  shalt  yet  in  beauty  bloom, 
A  plant  of  paradise; 

And  gladden  with  thy  sweet  perfume 
Our  mansion  in  the  skies. 

William  Hunter. 

HOf  Death  of  children. 

1  Thy  life  I  read,  my  gracious  Lord, 
With  transport  all  divine  ; 

Thine  image  trace  in  every  word, 
Thy  love  in  every  line. 

2  Methinks  I  see  a  thousand  charms 
Spread  o'er  thy  lovely  face. 

While  infants  in  thy  tender  arms 
Receive  the  smiling  grace. 

3  "  I  take  these  little  lambs,"  said  he, 
"  And  lay  them  in  my  breast ; 

Protection  they  shall  find  in  me, 
In  me  be  ever  blest. 


4  "  Death  may  the  bands  of  life  unloose, 

But  can't  dissolve  my  love ; 
Millions  of  infant  souls  compose 

The  family  above." 

Samuel  Stennett 

y  OO     The  sharpness  of  death  overcome. 

1  Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 
Fair  spirit,  rest  thee  now ! 

E'en  while  with  us  thy  footsteps  trod. 
His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

2  Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath ! 
Soul,  to  its  place  on  high ! 

They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death. 
No  more  may  fear  to  die. 

3  Lone  are  the  paths,  and  sad  the  bowers. 
Whence  thy  meek  smile  is  gone ; 

But  O,  a  brighter  home  than  ours. 
In  heaven  is  now  thine  own. 

Mrs.  Felioia  D.  Hemans. 

I70I7  Death  vanquished. 

1  When  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice 
This  rending  earth  shall  shake  ; 

When  opening  graves  shall  yield  their  charge, 
And  dust  to  life  awake ; 

2  Those  bodies  that  corrupted  fell 
Shall  incorrupt  arise, 

And  mortal  forms  shall  spring  to  life 
Immortal  in  the  skies. 

3  Behold,  what  heavenlv  prophets  sung 
Is  now  at  last  fulfillea ; 

And  Death  yields  up  his  ancient  reign. 
And,  vanquished,  quits  the  field. 

4  Let  Faith  exalt  her  joyful  voice, 
And  now  in  triumph  sing : 

"O  Grave,  where  is  thy  victory? 
And  where,  O  Death,  thy  sting  ?  " 

William  Cameron. 
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y  y  0  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  rigJUeons. 

1  O  FOR  the  death  of  those 
Who  slumber  in  the  Lord ! 

O  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose. 
Like  theirs  my  last  reward ! 

2  Their  bodies  in  the  ground, 
In  silent  hope  may  lie, 

Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound 
Shall  call  them  to  the  sky. 

3  Their  ransomed  spirits  soar. 
On  wings  of  faith  and  love, 

To  meet  the  Saviour  they  adore. 
And  reign  with  him  above. 

4  O  for  the  death  of  those 
Who  slumber  in  the  Lord  I 

0  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose, 
Like  theirs  my  last  reward  ! 

James  Uontgomeiy. 

y  y  1         The  cmiqueror  crowned. 

1  Servant  of  God,  well  done ! 
Thy  glorious  warfare 's  past ; 

The  battle 's  fought,  the  race  is  won. 
And  thou  art  crowned  at  last; 

2  Of  all  thy  heart's  desire 
Triumphantly  possessed ; 

Lodged  by  the  ministerial  choir 
In  thy  Redeemer's  breast. 

3  In  condescending  love, 

Thy  ceaseless  prayer  he  heard  \ 
And  bade  thee  suddenly  remove 
To  thy  complete  reward. 


366 


1 


4  With  saints  enthroned  on  high. 
Thou  dost  thy  Lord  proclaim, 

And  still  to  God  salvation  cry. 
Salvation  to  the  Lamb ! 

5  O  happy,  happy  soul ! 
In  ecstasies  of  praise, 

Long  as  eternal  ages  roll. 
Thou  seest  thy  Saviour's  face. 

6  Redeemed  from  earth  and  pain, 
Ah!  when  shall  we  ascend. 

And  all  in  Jesus'  presence  reign 
With  our  translated  friend  ? 

Charles  Wealejt 

y  \3jZ        Death  of  a  pastor, 

1  Rest  from  thy  labor,  rest. 
Soul  of  the  just,  set  free ! 

Blest  be  thy  memory,  and  blest 
Thy  bright  example  be ! 

2  Now,  toil  and  conflict  o'er, 
Go,  take  with  saints  thy  place; 

But  go,  as  each  has  gone  before, 
A  sinner  saved  by  grace. 

3  Saviour,  into  thy  hands 
Our  pastor  we  resign. 

And  now  we  wait  thine  own  commands; 
We  were  not  his  but  thine. 

4  Thou  art  thy  Church's  Head ; 
And  when  the  members  die, 

Thou  raisest  others  in  their  stead; 
To  thee  we  lift  our  eye. 

5  On  thee  our  hopes  depend. 
We  gather  round  our  Rock ; 

Send  whom  thou  wilt,  but  condescend 
Thyself  to  feed  the  flock. 

Jaokes  MontigoBMOT* 
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i/i/O  /if  ««  «o^  death  to  die. 

1  It  is  not  death  to  die,  — 
To  leave  this  weary  road. 

And,  'mid  the  brotherhood  on  high, 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 

2  It  is  not  death  to  close 

The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears, 
And  wake,  in  glorious  repose 
To  spend  eternal  years. 

3  It  is  hot  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 
From  dungeon  chain,  to  breathe  the  air 
Of  boundless  liberty. 

4  It  is  not  death  to  fling 
Aside  this  sinful  dust. 

And  rise,  on  strong  exulting  wing. 
To  live  among  the  just. 

5  Jesus,  thou  Prince  of  life. 
Thy  chosen  cannot  die ! 

Like  thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife. 
To  re^  with  thee  on  high. 

.H.C.  Malan.  Tr.  byO.  W.  Bethnne. 


y  J74-  Resting  in  hope. 

1  Rest  for  the  toiling  hand. 
Rest  for  the  anxious  brow. 

Rest  for  the  weary,  way-sore  feet, 
Rest  from  all  labor  now. 

2  Rest  for  the  fevered  brain. 
Rest  for  the  throbbing  eye ; 

Through  these  parched  jips  of  thine  no 
more 
Shall  pass  the  moan  or  sigh. 

3  Soon  shall  the  trump  of  God 
Give  out  the  welcome  sound, 
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That  shakes  thy  silent  chamber-walls, 
And  breaks  the  turf-sealed  ground. 

4  Ye  dwellers  in  the  dust, 
Awake,  come  forth  and  sing ! 

Sharp  has  your  frost  of  winter  been, 
But  bright  shall  be  your  spring. 

5  'Twas  sown  in  weakness  here, 
'Twill  then  be  raised  in  power : 

That  which  was  sown  an  earthly  seed. 
Shall  rise  a  heavenly  flower. 

Horatlus  Bonar. 

y  y  t>    Because  Hive,  ye  shcUl  live  also. 

1  And  must  this  body  die. 

This  well-wrought  frame  decay? 
And  must  these  active  limbs  of  mine 
Lie  moldering  in  the  clay  ? 

2  God,  my  Redeemer,  lives, 
And  ever  from  the  skies  • 

Looks  down,  and  watches  all  my  dust, 
Till  he  shall  bid  it  rise. 

3  Arrayed  in  glorious  grace 
Shall  these  vile  bodies  shine. 

And  every  shape,  and  every  face. 
Be  heavenly  and  divine. 

4  These  lively  hopes  we  owe, 
Lord,  to  thy  dying  love : 

O  may  we  bless  thy  grace  below, 
And  sing  thy  grace  above ! 

5  Saviour,  accept  the  praise 
Of  these  our  humble  songs. 

Till  tunes  of  nobler  sound  we  raise 
With  our  immortal  tongues. 

Isoao  Watts. 
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y  y  b    Solemn  thouffhts  of  the  future. 

1  And  am  I  bom  to  die  ? 
To  lay  this  body  down  ? 

And  must  my  trembling  spirit  fly 

Into  a  world  unknown — 
A  land  of  deepest  shade, 

Un  pierced  by  human  thought, 
The  dreary  regions  of  the  dead, 

Where  all  things  are  forgot  ? 

2  Soon  as  from  earth  I  go. 
What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Eternal  happiness  or  woe 

Must  then  my  portion  be : 
Waked  by  the  trumpet's  sound, 

I  from  my  grave  shall  rise, 
And  see  the  Judge,  with  glory  crowned, 

And  see  the  flaming  skies ! 

3  Who  can  resolve  the  doubt 
That  tears  my  anxious  breast? 

Shall  I  be  with  the  damned  cast  out, 
Or  numbered  with  the  blest? 

I  must  from  God  be  driven, 
Or  with  my  Saviour  dwell ;  "  - 

Must  come  at  his  command  to  heaven. 
Or  else— depart  to  hell ! 

4  O  thou  who  wouldst  not  have 
One  wretched  sinner  die ; 

Who  diedst  thyself  my  soul  to  save 
From  endless  misery ; 
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Show  me  the  way  to  shun 
Thy  dreadful  wrath  severe, 

That  when  thou  comest  on  thy  throne 
I  may  with  joy  appear. 

Charles  Wedej. 

yyT  For  victori/ in  death, 

1  When  on  the  brink  of  death 
My  trembling  soul  shall  stand. 

Waiting  to  pass  that  awful  flood. 
Great  God,  at  thy  command, — 

2  When  every  scene  of  life 
Stands  ready  to  depart. 

And  the  last  sigh  that  shakes  the  frame 
Shall  rend  this  bursting  heart,— 

3  Thou  Source  of  joy  supreme. 
Whose  arm  alone  can  save. 

Dispel  the  darkness  that  surrounds 
The  entrance  to  the  grave. 

4  Lay^hy  supporting  haftd 
Beneath  my  sinking  head ; 

And  with  a  ray  of  love  divine 
'  Illume  my  dying  bed. 

5  Leaning  on  Jesus'  breast. 
May  I  resign  my  breath  ; 

And  in  his  kind  embraces  lose 
The  bitterness  of  death. 

William  B.  CUQyer.  sit 
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y  if  O  /  would  not  live  cdway, 

2  I  would  not  live  alway ;  no,  welcome  the 

tomb! 
Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its 

gloom ; 
There  sweet  be  my  rest  till  he  bid  me  arise. 
To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

3  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from 

his  God ; 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 
Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the 

bright  plains, 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns  ? 

4  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  hi  harmony 

meet, 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren  transported  to 

greet ; 
While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly 

roll. 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of 

the  soul. 

William  A.  Muhlenberg. 

y  y  y  THou  art  gone  to  the  grave. 

1  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave ;  but  we  will 
not  deplore  thee, 
Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encom- 
pass the  tomb ; 


Thy  Saviour  has  passed  through  its  portal 
before  thee, 
And  the  lamp  of  his  love  is  thy  guide 
through  the  gloom. 

2  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave ;  we  no  longer 

behold  thee, 
Nor  tread  the  rough  path  of  the  world  by 
thy  side : 
But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to 
enfold  thee. 
And  sinners  may  die,  for  the  Sinless  hath 
died. 

3  Thou  art  gone  to   the  grave;   and,  its 

mansion  forsaking. 

Perchance  thy  weak  spirit  in  fear   lin- 
gered long ; 
But  the  mild  rays  of  paradise  beamed  on 
thy  waking, 

And  the  sound  which  thou  heardst  was 
the  seraphim's  song. 

4  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave ;  but  we  will 

not  deplore  thee ; 
Whose  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guard- 
ian, and  guide : 
He  gave  thee,  he  took  thee,  and  he  will  re- 
store thee ; 
And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour 
has  died. 

Steginald  Beber. 
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TIME   AND  ETERNITY— DEATH  AND  RESURRECTION. 


LEAVITT.      7.  D. 


JOBBPH  P.  HOLBBOOK. 
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way ;  Dnst,  be  thoa  dissolved  in  death!"  Thnsthe  mighty  Saviour  speaks, While  the  faithftil  Ohristian  diet; 
breaks.    And  the  ransomed  captive  flies. 


X  U  U  U       Clothed  with  immortality, 

1  "Spirit,  leave  thy  house  of  clay; 
Lingering  dust,  resign  thy  breath ! 

Spirit,  cast  thy  chains  away; 

Dust,  be  thou  dissolved  in  death ! " 
Thus  the  mighty  Saviour  speaks, 

While  the  faithful  Christian  dies; 
Thus  the  bonds  of  life  he  breaks. 

And  the  ransomed  captive  flies. 

2  **  Prisoner,  long  detained  below. 
Prisoner,  now  with  freedom  blest, 

Welcome  from  a  world  of  woe ; 

Welcome  to  a  land  of  rest ! " 
Thus  the  choir  of  angels  sing, 

As  they  bear  the  soul  on  high, 
While  with  hallelujahs  ring 

All  the  regions  of  the  sl^. 

3  Grave,  the  guardian  of  our  dust, 
Grave,  the  treasury  of  the  skies. 

Every  atom  of  thy  trust 
Rests  in  hope  again  to  rise : 

Hark !  the  judgment-trumpet  calls, 
*'  Soul,  rebuild  thy  house  of  clay ; 

Immortality  thy  walls. 
And  eternity  thy  day ! " 

James  Xontgomexy,  alt. 

1 U  U 1        Byhig  in  the  Lord. 

1  Hark  !  a  voice  divides  the  sky, — 

Happy  are  the  faithful  dead  ! 
In  the  Lord  who  sweetly  die, 

They  from  all  their  toils  are  freed ; 


Them  the  Spirit  hath  declared 

Blest,  unutterably  blest ; 
Jesus  is  their  great  reward, 

Jesus  is  their  endless  rest. 

2  Followed  by  their  works  they  go, 

Where  their  Head  is  gone  before ; 
Reconciled  by  grace  below, 

Grace  hath  opened  mercy's  door; 
Justified  through  faith  alone, 

Here  they  knew  their  sins  forgiven ; 
Here  they  laid  their  burden  down, 

Hallowed  and  made  meet  for  heaven. 


3  Who  can  now  lament  the  lot 

Of  a  saint  in  Christ  deceased? 
Let  the  world,  who  know  us  not. 

Call  us  hopeless  and  unblest : 
When  from  flesh  the  spirit  freed 

Hastens  homeward  to  return. 
Mortals  cry,  "  A  man  is  dead ! " 

Angels  sing,  "  A  child  is  born! 
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4  Bom  into  the  world  above. 

They  our  happy  brother  greet ; 
Bear  him  to  the  throne  of  love, 

Place  him  at  the  Saviour's  feet: 
Jesus  smiles,  and  says,  "  Well  done! 

Good  and  taithful  servant  thou ! 
Enter,  and  receive  thy  crown ; 

Reign  with  me  triumphant  now." 

Charles  Wesley. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— DEATH  AND  RESURRECTION. 
TALMAR.       8,  7.  Isaac  Baker  Woodbuet. 
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[7.    Tune,  Leavitt    PageSTO.] 
XUU4r        The  dying  believer. 

1  Deathless  spirit,  now  arise; 
Soar,  thou  native  of  the  skies ! 
Pearl  of  price  by  Jesus  bought, 

To  his  glorious  likeness  wrought, — 

2  Go,  to  shine  before  the  throne ; 
Deck  the  Mediator's  crown  ; 
Go,  his  triumphs  to  adorn  ; 
Made  for  God,  to  God  return. 

3  Lo !  he  beckons  from  on  high ; 
Fearless  to  his  presence  fly : 
Thine  the  merit  of  his  blood, 
Thine  the  righteousness  of  God. 

4  Angels,  joyful  to  attend, 
Hovering  round  thy  pillow,  bend ; 
Wait  to  catch  the  signal  given, 
And  convey  thee  quick  to  heaven. 

5  Shudder  not  to  pass  the  stream : 
Venture  all  thy  care  on  him, — 
Him,  whose  dying  love  and  power 
Stilled  its  tossings,  hushed  its  roar. 

6  Safe  is  the  expanded  wave, 
Gentle  as  a  summer's  eve ; 
Not  one  object  of  his  care 
Ever  suffered  shipwreck  there. 

7  See  the  haven  full  in  view : 

Love  divine  shall  bear  thee  through ; 
Trust  to  that  propitious  gale ; 
Weigh  thine  anchor,  spread  thy  sail. 

8  Saints  in  glory,  perfect  made, 
Wait  thy  passage  through  the  shade ; 
Ardent  for  thy  coming  o'er. 

See,  they  throng  the  blissful  shore. 

Auffostns  M.  Toplady. 


A  U  U  y4         Bereavement  and  resignation, 

1  Jesus,  while  our  hearts  are  bleeding 
O'er  the  spoils  that  death  has  won. 

We  would,  at  this  solemn  meeting. 
Calmly  say,  "Thy  will  be  done." 

2  Though  cast  down,  we're  not  forsaken; 
Though  afflicted,  not  alone: 

Thou  didst  give,  and  thou  hast  taken ; 
Blessed  Lord,  "  Thy  will  be  done." 

3  Though  to-day  we  're  filled  with  mourning, 
Mercy  still  is  on  the  throne ; 

With  thy  smiles  of  love  returning, 
We  can  sing,  "  Thy  will  be  done." 

4  By  thy  hands  the  boon  was  given ; 
Thou  hast  taken  but  thine  own : 

Lord  of  earth,  and  God  of  heaven, 
Evermore,  "Thy  will  be  done." 

Thomas  Hastings. 

AOUo   Conjtict  ended — crown  waiting. 

1  Happy  soul,  thy  days  are  ended. 
All  thy  mourning  days  below  ; 

Go,  by  angel  guards  attended. 

To  the  sight  of  Jesus  go  ! 
Waiting  to  receive  thy  spirit, 

Lo !  the  Saviour  stands  above ; 
Shows  the  purchase  of  his  merit. 

Reaches  out  the  crown  of  love. 

2  Struggle  through  thy  latest  passion, 
To  thy  great  Redeemer's  breast. 

To  his  uttermost  salvation. 

To  his  everlasting  rest. 
For  the  joy  he  sets  before  thee. 

Bear  a  momentary  pain ; 
Die,  to  live  a  life  of  glory ; 

Suffer,  with  thy  Lord  to  reign. 

CSiarles  Weslejr. 
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TIME  AND  ETER1^IITY--DEATH  AND  RESURRECTION. 
OUR     FATHER.       6,  4.  Edward  L.  Whiib. 
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XUU  t>    Owr  stoy  in  death, 

1  Lowly  and  solemn  be 
Thy  children's  cry  to  thee. 

Father  divine ! 
A  hymn  of  suppliant  breath, 
Owning  that  life  and  death 

Alike  are  thine. 

2  O  Father,  in  that  hour. 
When  earth  all  helping  power 

Shall  disavow ; 
When  spear,  and  shield,  and  crown, 
In  faintness  are  cast  down ; 

Sustain  us,  thou ! 

3  By  Him  who  bowed  to  take 
The  death-cup  for  our  sake. 

The  thorn,  the  rod ; 
From  whom  the  last  dismay 
Was  not  to  pass  away; 

Aid  us,  O  God ! 

4  Tremblers  beside  the  grave, 
We  call  on  thee  to  save. 

Father  divine ! 


Hear,  hear  our  suppliant  breath. 
Keep  us  in  hfe  and  death. 
Thine,  only  thine. 

F^oia  D.  Eemaiw. 
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-AAA/?      P»*J'    Tune,  Gethsemane.   Page40T.] 

lOOO        Deaih  of  a  chUd. 

1  Wherefore  should  I  make  my  moan, 

Now  the  darling  child  is  dead  ? 
He  to  early  rest  is  gone. 

He  to  paradise  is  fled : 

1  shall  go  to  him,  but  he 
Never  shall  return  to  me. 

2  God  forbids  his  longer  stay; 
God  recalls  the  precious  loan; 

God  hath  taken  him  away. 

From  my  bosom  to  his  own : 
Surely  what  he  wills  is  best ; 
Happy  in  his  will  I  rest. 

3  Faith  cries  out,  "  It  is  the  Lord, 
Let  him  do  as  seems  him  good ! " 

Be  thy  holy  name  adored ; 

Take  the  g^ft  awhile  bestowed : 
Take  the  child  no  longer  mine ; 
Thine  he  is,  forever  thine. 

COuHclea  Weriay. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— DEATH  AND  RESURRECTION. 


THE    LONG    HOME.      7,  8,  7. 


Sib  Arthub  Seymottb  Sullitan. 
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lUU  I      On  the  death  of  a  little  child. 

1  Tender  Shepherd,  thou  hast  stilled 
Now  thy  little  lamb's  brief  weeping : 

Ah,  how  peaceful,  pale,  and  mild 
In  its  narrow  bed  'tis  sleeping ! 
And  no  sigh  of  anguish  sore 
Heaves  that  little  bosom  more. 

2  In  this  world  of  care  and  pain. 
Lord,  thou  wouldst  no  longer  leave  it; 

To  the  sunny  heavenly  plain 

Thou  dost  now  witn  joy  receive  it ; 
Clothed  in  robes  of  spotless  white, 
Now  it  dwells  with  thee  in  light. 

3  Ah,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  that  we 
Where  it  lives  may  soon  be  living. 

And  the  lovely  pastures  see 

That  its  heavenly  food  are  giving; 
Then  the  gain  of  death  we  prove, 
Though  thou  take  what  most  we  love. 

From  the  Gtexmaa.   Tr.  hy  Miss  C.  Winkworfh. 

[6.   Tane,Jewett    Page  241.] 
A U  U  O    J^or  a  child^s  funeral. 

1  Go  to  thy  rest,  fair  child ! 
Go  to  thy  dreamless  bed, 
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Gentle,  and  meek,  and  mild, 
With  blessings  on  thy  head. 

Fresh  roses  in  thy  hand. 
Buds  on  thy  pillow  laid, 

Haste  from  this  blighting  land. 
Where  flowers  so  quickly  fade. 

2  Before  thy  heart  could  learn 
In  waywardness  to  stray ; 

Before  thy  feet  could  turn 
The  dark  and  downward  way^ 

Ere  sin  could  wound  thy  breast, 
Or  sorrow  wake  the  tear ; 

Rise  to  thy  home  of  rest, 
In  yon  celestial  sphere ! 

3  Because  thy  smile  was  fair. 
Thy  lip  and  eye  so  bright. 

Because  thy  cradle-care 
Was  such  a  fond  delight ; 

Shall  love,  with  weak  embrace. 
Thy  heavenward  flight  detain  ? 

No,  angel !  seek  thy  place 
Amid  yon  cherub  train. 

JIzs.  Lordia  H.  Sitfoomear. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— DEATH  AND  RESURRECTION. 


REQUIEM.      6,  8,  8. 


Thomas  HASiraas. 
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10  OH      J^eiujb  separated. 

1  Friend  after  friend  departs : 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 

There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 

That  finds  not  here  an  end : 
Were  this  frail  world  our  only  rest, 
Living  or  dying,  none  were  blest. 

2  Beyond  the  flight  of  time, 
Beyond  this  vale  of  death, 

There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime 

Where  life  is  not  a  breath, 
Nor  life's  affection  transient  fire, 
Whose  sparks  fly  upward  to  expire. 

3  There  is  a  world  above. 
Where  parting  is  unknown ; 

A  whole  eternity  of  love, 

Formed  for  tne  good  alone  : 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  happier  sphere. 

4  Thus  star  by  star  declines, 
Till  all  are  passed  away. 

As  morning  high  and  higher  shines, 

To  pure  and  perfect  day  ; 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night ; 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own 
light. 

'•■MS  Montgomery. 
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[T,  6.   Tans,  Monich.   Page  88.] 
lulu     Present  with  the  Lord. 

1  The  precious  seed  of  weeping 
To-day  we  sow  once  more, 

The  form  of  one  now  sleeping. 
Whose  pilgrimage  is  o'er. 

Ah !  death  but  safely  lands  him 
Where  we  too  would  attain ; 

Our  Father's  voice  demands  him. 
And  death  to  him  is  gain. 

2  He  has  what  we  are  wanting, 
He  sees  what  we  believe ; 

The  sins  on  earth  so  haunting 
Have  there  no  power  to  grieve ; 

Safe  in  his  Saviour's  keeping. 
Who  sent  him  calm  release,— 

'Tis  only  we  are  weeping, — 
He  dwells  in  perfect  peace. 

3  The  crown  of  life  he  weareth, 
He  bears  the  shining  palm, 

The  "  Holy,  holy,"  shareth, 
And  joins  the  angels'  psalm ; 

But  we,  poor  pilgrims,  wander 
Still  through  this  land  of  woe. 

Till  we  shall  meet  him  yonder, 
And  all  his  joy  shall  know. 

CurlJ.  p.  Qpitfea.   Tr.  bar  Miss  CWiakworth. 
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VERNON.      8. 
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J  till  Safe  in  the  harbor. 

1  Weep  not  for  a  brother  deceased, 
Our  loss  is  his  infinite  gain  ; 

A  soul  out  of  prison  released, 
And  freed  from  its  bodily  chain ; 

With  songs  let  us  follow  his  flight, 
And  mount  with  his  spirit  above, 

Escaped  to  the  mansions  of  light, 
And  lodged  in  the  Eden  of  love. 

2  Our  brother  the  haven  hath  gained, 
Outflying  the  tempest  and  wind ; 

His  rest  he  hath  sooner  obtained, 
And  left  his  companions  behind. 

Still  tossed  on  a  sea  of  distress, 

Hard  toiling  to  make  the  blest  shore, 

Where  all  is  assurance  and  peace, 
And  sorrow  and  sin  are  no  more. 

3  There  all  the  ship's  company  meet. 
Who  sailed  with  the  Saviour  beneath 

With  shouting  each  other  they  greet. 
And  triumph  o'er  sorrow  and  death  : 

The  voyage  of  life 's  at  an  end ; 
The  mortal  affliction  is  past ; 

The  age  that  in  heaven  they  spend. 
Forever  and  ever  shall  last. 

Oharles  Wesley. 
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1 U 1  /*         The  grave  disarmed. 

1  Man  dieth  and  wasteth  away^ 

And  where  is  he? — Hark!  from  the  skies, 

1  hear  a  voice  answer  and  say, 

*'  The  spirit  of  man  never  dies ! 
His  body,  which  came  from  the  earth. 

Must  mingle  again  with  the  sod ; 
His  soul,  which  in  heaven  had  birth. 

Returns  to  the  bosom  of  God." 

2  No  terror  has  death,  or  the  grave. 
To  those  who  believe  in  the  Lord, 

Who  know  the  Redeemer  can  save, 
And  lean  on  the  faith  of  his  word : 

While  ashes  to  ashes,  and  dust 
We  give  unto  dust,  in  our  gloom. 

The  light  of  salvation  we  trust. 

Which  hangs  like  a  lamp  in  the  tomb. 

3  O  Lord  God  Almighty!  to  thee 
We  turn,  as  our  solace  above ; 

The  waters  may  fail  from  the  sea. 
But  never  thy  fountains  of  love: 

O  teach  us  thy  will  to  obey. 

And  sing  with  one  heart  and  accord, 

"  He  gave,  and  he  taketh  away. 
And  praised  be  the  name  of  the  Lord." 

Qeorge  P.  Morris. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— JUDGMENT  AND  RETRIBUTION. 
NOVELLO.      8,  7,  4.  Vinoknt  Not«llo. 


1.  Lo !  He  comes,  with  cloads  descend  -  ing. 
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A  U  J.  O         The  second  cuivent. 

2  Every  eye  shall  now  behold  him 
Robed  in  dreadful  majesty ; 

Those  who  set  at  naught  and  sold  him, 
Pierced  and  nailed  him  to  the  tree. 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

3  All  the  tokens  of  his  passion 
Still  his  dazzling  body  bears, 

Cause  of  endless  exultation 
To  his  ransomed  worshipers ; 

With  what  rapture 
Gaze  we  on  those  glorious  scars ! 

4  Yea,  Amen  !  let  all  adore  thee, 
High  on  thy  eternal  throne ; 

Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory ; 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  thine  own : 

Jah!  Jehovah! 
Everlasting  God,  come  down ! 

Charles  Wesley. 
J- "  -I-  4^   Judgment  terrors — -jtidgmeni  rapt 
1  Lift  your  heads,  ye  friends  of  Jesus, 

Partners  in  his  patience  here: 
Christ,  to  all  believers  precious. 
Lord  of  lords,  shall  soon  appear: 

Mark  the  tokens 
Of  his  heavenly  kingdom  near. 
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2  Sun  and  moon  are  both  confounded, 
Darkened  into  endless  night. 

When,  with  angel-hosts  surrounded, 
In  his  Father's  glory  bright. 

Beams  the  Saviour, 
Shines  the  everlasting  light 

3  See  the  stars  from  heaven  falling; 
Hark,  on  earth  the  doleful  cry. 

Men  on  rocks  and  mountains  calling, 
While  the  frowning  Judge  draws  nigh, 

"  Hide  us,  hide  us. 
Rocks  and  mountains,  from  his  eye!" 

4  With  what  different  exclamation 
Shall  the  saints  his  banner  see! 

By  the  tokens  of  his  passion. 
By  the  marks  received  for  me, 

All  discern  him ; 
All  with  shouts  cry  out,  " 'Tis  he!" 

5  Lo !  'tis  he !  our  hearts'  desire, 
Come  for  his  espoused  below ; 

Come  to  join  us  with  his  choir, 
Come  to  make  our  joys  o'erflow ; 

Palms  of  victory, 
Crowns  of  glory,  to  bestow. 

Charles  WeriflT* 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— JUDGMENT  AND  RETRIBUTION. 
PILGRIMAGE.      8,  7,  4.  Ajtoiiht  Uoodt. 


1015    OWlhtdiilmUmmmlaiuabreai-hff. 

2  O  thou  long-expected,  weary 
Waits  my  anxious  soul  for  (nee ; 

Life  is  dark,  and  earth  is  dreary 
Where  thy  Ught  I  do  not  see; 

O  my  Saviour, 
When  wilt  thou  return  to  me? 

3  Long,  too  long,  in  sin  and  sadness. 
Faraway  from  thee  I  pine; 

When,  0  when,  shall  I  the  gladness 
Of  thy  Spirit  feel  in  mine? 

O  my  Saviour, 
When  shall  1  be  wholly  Ihine? 

4  Nearer  is  my  soul's  salvation, 
Spent  the  night,  the  day  at  hand; 

Keep  me  in  my  lowly  station, 
Watching  for  thee,  till  I  stand, 

O  my  Saviour, 
In  thy  bright  and  promised  land. 
E  With  my  lamp  w el l-i rimmed  and  burning. 

Swift  to  hear,  and  slow  to  roam, 
Watching  for  thy  glad  returning 
To  restore  me  to  my  home  ; 

Come,  my  Saviour, 
O  my  Saviour,  quickly  come! 

John  0.  a.  modmu. 


1016  Chrisl  is  cuminff. 

1  Christ  is  coming!  let  creation 
Bid  her  groans  and  travail  cease; 

Let  the  glorious  proclamation 
Hope  restore  and  faith  increase; 

Christ  is  coming! 
Come,  thou  blessed  Prince  of  peace ! 

2  Earth  can  now  but  tell  the  story 
Of  thy  bitter  cross  and  pain  ; 

She  shall  yet  behold  thy  glory 
When  thou  comes!  baclt  to  reig^i ; 

Christ  is  coming! 
Let  each  heart  repeat  the  strain. 

3  Long  thy  exiles  have  been  pining. 
Far  from  rest,  and  home,  and  thee; 

But,  in  heavenly  vesture  shining. 
Soon  they  shall  thy  glory  see ; 

Christ  is  coming! 
Hasle  the  joyous  jubilee. 

4  With  that  "blessed  hope"  before  us. 
Let  no  harp  remain  unstrung ; 

Let  the  mighty  advent  chorus 
Onward  roll  from  tongue  to  tongue , 

Christ  is  coming! 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come ! 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— JUDGMENT  AND  RETRIBUTION. 
GRACE    CHURCH.       L.  M.  Igkaob  Plkil 
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1017  The  dreadful  day. 

1  The  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day, 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away ! 
What  power  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay? 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day? 

2  When,  shriveling  like  a  parch6d  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  roll ; 
And  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  dread, 
Swells  the  high  trump  that  wakes  the  dead ! 

3  O,  on  that  day,  that  wrathful  day. 
When  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay, 
Be  thou,  O  Christ,  the  sinner's  stay. 
Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away ! 

Sir  Walter  800U. 

AU 1 0  The  Judge  severe. 

1  He  comes!  He  comes !  the  Judge  severe ! 
The  seventh  trumpet  speaks  him  near ; 
His  lightnings  flash,  his  thunders  roll ; 
How  welcome  to  the  faithful  soul ! 

2  From  heaven  angelic  voices  sound ; 
See  the  almighty  Jesus  crowned, 
Girt  with  omnipotence  and  grace! 
And  glory  decks  the  Saviour's  face. 

3  Descending  on  his  great  white  throne, 
He  claims  the  kingdoms  for  his  own ; 
The  kingdoms  all  obey  his  word. 

And  hail  him  their  triumphant  Lord. 

.4  Shout,  all  the  people  of  the  sky, 
And  all  the  saints  of  the  Most  High  • 
Our  Lord,  who  now  his  right  obtains, 
Forever  and  forever  reigns. 

Charles  Wesley. 


I 

A  U  X  £7      Safety  amid  general  dixsoltUum. 

1  The  great  archangel's  trump  shall  sound, 
While  twice  ten  thousand  thunders  roar, 

Tear  up  the  graves,  and  cleave  the  ground, 
And  make  the  greedy  sea  restore. 

2  The  greedy  sea  shall  yield  her  dead ; 
The  earth  no  more  her  slain  conceal ; 

Sinners  shall  lift  their  guilty  head, 
And  shrink  to  see  a  yawning  hell. 

3  But  we,  who  now  our  Lord  confess. 
And  faithful  to  the  end  endure. 

Shall  stand  in  Jesus'  righteousness; 
Stand,  as  the  Rock  of  ages,  sure. 

4  We,  while  the  stars  from  heaven  shall  fall. 
And  mountains  are  on  mountains  hurled, 

Shall  stand  unmoved  amidst  them  all. 
And  smile  to  see  a  burning  world. 

5  The  earth  and  all  the  works  therein 
Dissolve,  by  raging  flames  destroyed. 

While  we  survey  the  awful  scene, 
And  mount  above  the  fiery  void. 

6  By  faith  we  now  transcend  the  skies, 
And  on  that  ruined  world  look  down: 

By  love  above  all  height  we  rise, 
And  share  the  everlasting  throne. 

GImlesWeikr* 

Doxology. 
Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessingsflow; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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TIME  AND  ETERNITY— JUDGMENT  AND  RETRIBUTION. 

WINDSOR.  C.     M.  GbOEQB  KlRBTE. 
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Who  such  a  strict  account  must  give 
For  my  behavior  here. 

4  Thou  awful  Judge  of  quick  and  dead, 
The  watchful  power  bestow ; 

So  shall  I  to  my  ways  take  heed, — 
To  all  I  speak  or  do. 

5  If  now  thou  standest  at  the  door, 

0  let  me  feel  thee  near ; 

And  make  my  peace  with  God,  before 

1  at  thy  bar  appear.        cjharies  wesiey. 

[L.  M.   Tone,  Grace  Ghtirch.    Page  878.] 
1022         Be  pitiful,  0  Go(k 

1  O  Son  of  God,  in  glory  crowned. 

The  Judge  ordained  of  quick  and  dead  ! 
O  Son  of  man,  so  pitying  found 
For  all  the  tears  thy  people  shed ! 

2  Be  with  us  in  this  darkened  place, — 
This  weary,  restless,  dangerous  night ; 

And  teach,  O  teach  us,  by  thy  grace. 
To  struggle  onward  into  light ! 

3  And  since,  in  God's  recording  book. 
Our  sins  are  written,  every  one, — 

The  crime,  the  wrath,  the  wandering  look, 
The  good  we  knew,  and  left  undone ; 

4  Lord,  ere  the  last  dread  trump  be  heard, 
And  ere  before  thy  face  we  stand, 

Look  thou  on  each  accusing  word. 
And  blot  it  with  thy  bleeding  hand. 

5  And  by  the  love  that  brought  thee  here. 
And  by  the  cross,  and  by  the  grave. 

Give  perfect  love  for  conscious  fear. 
And  in  the  day  of  judgment  save. 

Km.  Oeoil  7.  Alexander. 


J.U>«U        The  awful  setitence. 

1  That  awful  dav  will  surely  come. 
The  appointed  hour  makes  haste. 

When  I  must  stand  before  my  Judge, 
And  pass  the  solemn  test. 

2  Jesus,  thou  Source  of  all  my  joys, 
Thou  Ruler  of  my  heart. 

How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy  voice 
Pronounce  the  word,  "  Depart !" 

3  The  thunder  of  that  awful  word 
Would  so  torment  my  ear, 

'T would  tear  my  soul  asunder.  Lord, 
With  most  tormenting  fear. 

4  What !  to  be  banished  from  my  Lord, 
And  yet  forbid  to  die ! 

To  linger  in  eternal  pain. 
And  death  forever  fly ! 

5  O  wretched  state  of  deep  despair. 
To  see  my  God  remove. 

And  fix  my  doleful  station  where 
I  must  not  taste  his  love ! 

Isaao  Watts. 

1021  The  final  accmrU, 

1  And  must  I  be  to  judgment  brought, 
And  answer  in  that  day 

For  every  vain  and  idle  thought. 
And  every  word  I  say? 

2  Yes,  every  secret  of  my  heart 
Shall  shortly  be  made  known, 

And  I  receive  my  just  desert 
For  all  that  I  nave  done. 

3  How  careful,  then,  ought  I  to  live, 
With  what  religious  fear ! 

(25) 
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TIME  AND  ETERNITY— JUDGMENT  AND  RETRIBUTION. 
REYNOLDSTONE.       7,  61.  Bit.  T.  B.  llAWMwa. 
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X  U  /i  *3  Day  o/  wrath. 

2  Day  of  terror,  day  of  doom. 
When  the  Tudee  at  last  shall  come ! 
Through  the  deep  and  silent  gloom, 
Shrouding  every  human  tomb. 
Shall  the  archangel's  trumpet  tone 
Summon  all  before  the  throne. 

3  Then  the  writing  shall  be  read, 
Which  shall  judge  the  quick  and  dead ; 
Then  the  Lord  of  all  our  race 

Shall  appoint  to  each  his  place ; 
Every  wrong  shall  be  set  right, 
Every  secret  brought  to  light. 

4  O  just  Judge,  to  whom  belongs 
Vengeance  for  all  earthly  wrongs. 
Grant  forgiveness,  Lord,  at  last. 
Ere  the  dread  account  be  past. 
Lo,  my  sighs,  my  guilt,  my  shame ! 
Spare  me  for  thine  own  great  name. 

5  Thou,  who  bad'st  the  sinner  cease 
From  her  tears  and  go  in  peace, — 
Thou,  who  to  the  dying  thief 
Spakest  pardon  and  relief,— 
Thou,  O  Lord,  to  me  hast  given, 
E'en  to  me,  the  hope  of  heaven. 

Thomas  of  Oeiaiio.    Tr.  hy  A.  P.  Staalej. 
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[S.M.  Tune,  Tioga.   Pag«86&] 
J.U/44      The  iftexorable  Judge, 

1  Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead, 
Before  whose  bar  severe. 

With  holy  joy  or  guilty  dread. 

We  all  shall  soon  appear ; 
Our  cautioned  souls  prepare 

For  that  tremendous  day. 
And  fill  us  now  with  watcnful  care. 

And  stir  us  up  to  pray : 

2  To  pray,  and  wait  the  hour. 
That  awful  hour  unknown. 

When,  robed  in  m^esty  and  power. 
Thou  shalt  from  heaven  come  down. 

The  immortal  Son  of  man,      . 
To  judge  the  human  race. 

With  all  thy  Father's  dazzling  train. 
With  all  thy  glorious  grace. 

3  O  may  we  all  be  found 
Obedient  to  thy  word. 

Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  sound. 

And  looking  for  our  Lord. 
O  may  we  thus  Insure 

A  lot  among  the  blest  ; 
And  watch  a  moment  to  secure 

An  everlasting  rest. 

Charles 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— JUDGMENT  AND  RETRIBUTION. 


FALKIRK.      7,  6,  8. 
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XU/4D      The  omnipotent  decree. 

1  Stand  the  omnipotent  decree ! 
Jehovah's  will  be  done! 

Nature's  end  we  wait  to  see, 
And  hear  her  final  groan. 

Let  this  earth  dissolve,  and  blend 
In  death  the  wicked  and  the  just ; 

Let  those  ponderous  orbs  descend. 
And  grind  us  into  dust : — 

2  Rests  secure  the  righteous  man ; 
At  his  Redeemer's  beck, 

Sure  to  emerge  and  rise  again. 
And  mount  above  the  wreck: 
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Lo !  the  heavenly  spirit  towers, 
Like  flames  o'er  nature's  funeral  pyre, 

Triumphs  in  immortal  powers, 
And  claps  his  wings  of  fire ! 

3  Nothing  hath  the  just  to  lose. 

By  worlds  on  worlds  destroyed : 
Far  beneath  his  feet  he  views. 

With  smiles,  the  flaming  void ; 
Sees  this  universe  renewed, 

The  grand  millennial  reign  begun ; 
Shouts  with  all  the  sons  of  God, 

Around  the  eternal  throne. 

Gharles  Wesley 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— JUDGMENT  AND  RETRIBUTION. 
CHARLES.       8,  7.  j.  Parkks. 
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1026  Day  of  life. 

2  See  the  King  desired  for  ages, 
By  the  just  expected  long, 

Long  implored,  at  length  he  hasteth, 
Cometh  with  salvation  strong. 

3  O  how  past  all  utterance  happy. 
Sweet  and  joyful  it  will  be 

When  they  who,  unseen,  have  loved  him, 
Jesus  face  to  face  shall  see ! 

4  Blessed  then,  earth's  patient  mourners, 
Who  for  Christ  have  toiled  and  died, 

Driven  by  the  world's  rough  pressure 
In  those  mansions  to  abide ! 

5  What  will  be  the  bliss  and  rapture 
None  can  dream  and  none  can  tell, 

There  to  reign  among  the  angels. 
In  that  heavenly  home  to  dwell. 

Vrom  the  Latin.   Tr.  bj  Iffrs.  S.  CSiarles. 

[G.  P.  M.   Tone,  Meribah.   Page  358.] 

IV/St  Supplication. 

1  When  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shalt  come 
To  take  thy  ransomed  people  home, 
Shall  I  among  them  stand  ? 


no     more  night! 


-»» — 

Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die. 
Be  found  at  thy  right  hand  ? 

2  I  love  to  meet  thy  people  now. 
Before  thv  feet  with  them  to  bow. 

Though  vilest  of  them  all ; 
But,  can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought. 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 

When  thou  for  them  shalt  call  ? 

3  O  Lord,  prevent  it  by  thy  grace ; 
Be  thou  my  only  hiding-place. 

In  this  the  accepted  day ; 
Thy  pardoning  voice  O  let  me  hear. 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear, 

Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray. 

4  Among  thy  saints  let  me  be  found. 
Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall 

sound, 
To  see  thy  smiling  face ; 
Then  loudest  of  the  throng  I  '11  sing. 
While   heaven's   resounding   mansions 
ring 
With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace. 

Belina.  Oounteas  of  Hnntiagdoo. 


JUDGMENT    HYMN.      8,  7.   (Peculiar.) 


JOBKPH  KlUO'^  GbBAKOBUCH. 
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AU/^o   TAe  end  of  things  created. 

1  Great  God !  what  do  I  see  and  hear ! 
The  end  of  things  created ! 

The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear, 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated : 
The  trumpet  sounds  ;  the  graves  restore 
The  dead  which  they  contained  before ; 

Prepare,  my  soul,  to  meet  him ! 

2  The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise. 
At  the  last  trumpet's  sounding, 

Caught  up  to  meet  him  in  the  skies. 
With  joy  their  Lord  surrounding : 

No  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay ; 

His  presence  sheds  eternal  day 
On  those  prepared  to  meet  him. 

BREST.      8,  7,  4. 


3  But  sinners,  filled  with  guilty  fears, 
Behold  his  wrath  prevailing ; 

For  they  shall  rise  and  find  their  tears 

And  sighs  are  unavailing: 
The  day  of  grace  is  past  and  gone, 
Trembling  they  stand  before  the  throne, 

All  unprepared  to  meet  him. 

4  Great  God  !  what  do  I  see  and  hear! 
The  end  of  things  created  ! 

The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear. 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated : 
Beneath  his  cross  I  view  the  day 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 

And  thus  prepare  to  meet  him. 

Bartholomacis  Binewaldt.   Tr.  by  W.  B.  CoUyer,  alt. 

LowxLL  Mabon. 
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X  U/^  y       The  jvdgmeni-day, 

2  See  the  Judge,  our  nature  wearing. 
Clothed  in  majesty  divine ! 

You  who  long  for  his  appearing, 
Then  shali  say,  "This  God  is  mine :" 

Glorious  Saviour, 
Own  me  in  that  day  for  thine ! 

3  At  his  call  the  dead  awaken. 
Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea ; 


All  the  powers  of  nature,  shaken 
By  his  voice,  prepare  to  flee : 

Careless  sinner. 
What  will  then  become  of  thee  ? 

4  But  to  those  who  have  confessed, 
Loved  and  served  the  Lord  below. 

He  will  say,  "  Come  near,  ye  blessed ; 
See  the  kingdom  I  bestow : 

You  forever 
Shall  my  love  and  glory  know." 

John  Newton. 
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xUo4:  Farewell  to  earth — heaven  welcomed. 

1  Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell, 
With  all  your  feeble  light ; 

Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  moon. 
Pale  empress  of  the  night. 

2  And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day. 
In  brighter  flames  arrayed. 

My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere. 
No  more  demands  thine  aid. 

3  Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 
Of  my  divine  abode. 

The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts 
Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 

4  The  Father  of  eternal  light 
Shall  there  his  beams  display, 

Nor  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mix 
With  that  unvaried  day. 

6  No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  swell  into  mine  eyes. 
Nor  the  meridian  sun  decline 

Amid  those  brighter  skies. 

6  There  all  the  millions  of  his  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite, 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view 

With  infinite  delight. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

LXjijO       The  New  Jentsalem. 

1  Lo,  what  a  glorious  sight  appears 
To  our  believing  eyes  ! 

The  earth  and  seas  are  passed  away. 
And  the  old  rolling  skies. 

2  From  the  third  heaven,  where  God  resides. 
That  holy,  happy  place. 

The  New  Jerusalem  comes  down. 
Adorned  with  shining  grace. 
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3  Attending  angels  shout  for  joy. 
And  the  bright  armies  sing, 

"  Mortals,  behold  the  sacred  seat 
Of  your  descending  King ! 

4  "  The  God  of  glory  down  to  men 
Removes  his  blest  abode ; 

Men,  the  dear  objects  of  his  grace. 
And  he  the  loving  God. 

5  "  His  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 
From  every  weeping  eye ; 

And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and 
fears. 
And  death  itself,  shall  die." 

6  How  long,  dear  Saviour,  O  how  long 
Shall  this  bright  hour  delay? 

Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time, 
And  bring  the  welcome  day ! 

Isaao  Watts. 

i  U  O  O     Inth£  desert — heaven  before  lu. 

1  Forth  to  the  land  of  promise  bound, 
Our  desert  path  we  tread ; 

God's  fiery  pillar  for  our  guide, 
His  Captain  at  our  head. 

2  E'en  now  we  faintly  trace  the  hills, 
And  catch  their  distant  blue ; 

And  the  bright  city's  gleaming  spires 
Rise  dimly  on  our  view. 

3  Soon,  when  the  desert  shall  be  crossed, 
The  flood  of  death  passed  o'er. 

Our  pilgrim  hosts  shall  safely  land 
On  Canaan's  peaceful  shore. 

4  There  love  shall  have  its  perfect  work, 
And  prayer  be  lost  in  praise ; 

And  all  the  servants  of  our  God 
Their  endless  anthems  raise. 

Benxy  Alfocd. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
VARINA.      C.  M. 
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\}ji%       The  heavenly  Canaan. 

1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  saints  immortal  reign ; 

Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 
And  never-withering  flowers : 

Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 
Stand  dressed  in  living  green ; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood. 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

4  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er. 

Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

Isaac  Watts. 

X  U  O  O         The  promised  land. 

1  On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand. 
And  cast  a  wishful  eye 

To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 
Where  my  possessions  lie. 

2  O  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene, 
That  rises  to  my  sight ! 

Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green. 
And  rivers  of  delight. 

3  O'er  all  those  wide-extended  plains 
Shines  one  eternal  day  ; 

There  God  the  Son  forever  reigns, 
And  scatters  night  away. 

4  No  chilling  winds,  or  poisonous  breath. 
Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 
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Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

5  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place. 
And  be  forever  blest  ? 

When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face. 
And  in  his  bosom  rest } 

6  Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 
Would  here  no  longer  stay : 

Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll. 
Fearless  I  'd  launch  away. 

Samuel  Stouiett. 

[8,6.   Tune,  Tappan.    PageM.) 
1039  The  land  of  rest, 

1  There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest, 
To  mourning  wanderers  given ; 

There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distressed, 
A  balm  for  every  wounded  breast, 
'Tis  found  above,  in  heaven. 

2  There  is  a  home  for  weary  souls 
By  sin  and  sorrow  driven. 

When  tossed  on  life's  tempestuous  shoals, 
Where  storms  arise  and  ocean  rolls. 
And  all  is  drear ;  'tis  heaven. 

3  There  faith  lifts  up  the  tearless  eye. 
To  brighter  prospects  given  ; 

And  views  the  tempest  passing  by. 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly. 
And  all  serene  in  heaven. 

4  There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom. 
And  joys  supreme  are  given  ; 

There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom : 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven. 

WUliain  B.  Tappan. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
PARK     STREET.       L.  M.  Fbsdrick  IIabo  AnroonB 
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XU4-U         T'Ac  redeetned  in  heaven. 

2  Through  tribulation  great  they  came ; 
They  bore  the  cross,  despised  the  shame ; 
But  now  from  all  their  labors  rest, 

In  God's  eternal  glory  blest. 

3  They  see  the  Saviour  face  to  face ; 
They  sing  the  triumph  of  his  grace ; 
And  day  and  night,  with  ceaseless  praise, 
To  him  their  loud  hosannas  raise. 

4  O  may  we  tread  the  sacred  road 
That  holy  saints  and  martyrs  trod ; 
Wage  to  the  end  the  glorious  strife. 
And  win,  like  them,  a  crown  of  life ! 

Mazy  It.  Donoan. 

JlU4:X    The^  shall  behold  the  land  that  is  very 
/aro/:— Isa.  33:  17. 

1  There  is  a  land  mine  eye  hath  seen 
In  visions  of  enraptured  thought. 

So  bright,  that  all  which  spreads  between 
Is  with  its  radiant  glories  fraught. 

2  A  land  upon  whose  blissful  shore 
There  rests  no  shadow,  falls  no  stain ; 

There  those  who  meet  shall  part  no  more. 
And  those  long  parted  meet  again. 

3  Its  skies  are  not  like  earthly  skies, 
With  varying  hues  of  shade  and  light ; 

It  hath  no  need  of  suns  to  rise 
To  dissipate  the  gloom  of  night. 

4  There  sweeps  no  desolating  wind 
Across  that  calm,  serene  abode  ; 

The  wanderer  there  a  home  may  find 
Within  the  paradise  of  God. 

t  t\A  c\  Chxrdon  Bobins. 

J-"^'^         Perfection  in  heaven. 
1  What  sinners  value  I  resign ; 
Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine ; 
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1  shall  behold  thy  blissful  face. 

And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 

2  This  life 's  a  dream,  an  empty  show ; 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere ; 
When  shall  I  wake,  and  find  me  there? 

3  O  glorious  hour !  O  blest  abode ! 
I  shall  be  near,  and  like  my  God ; 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  souL 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground. 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound; 
Then  burst  the  chains,  with  sweet  surprise, 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise. 

Isaao  Watts. 

1043         The  heavenly  Zion, 

1  Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake! 
Thine  own  immortal  strength  put  on ! 

With  terror  clothed,  hell's  kingdom  shake. 
And  cast  thy  foes  with  fury  down. 

2  By  death  and  hell  pursued  in  vain. 

To  thee  the  ransomed  seed  shall  come; 
Shouting,  their  heavenly  Zion  gain. 
And  pass  through  death  triumphant 
home. 

3  The  pain  of  life  shall  then  be  o'er, 
The  anguish  and  distracting  care ; 

There  sighing  grief  shall  weep  no  more. 
And  sin  shall  never  enter  there. 

4  Where  pure,  essential  joy  is  found, 
The  Lord's  redeemed  their  heads  shall 

raise. 
With  everlasting  gladness  crowned. 
And  filled  with  love,  and  lost  in  praise. 

Chades  Wflday* 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
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iU4:4:  T^Ac  Tieaverdy  city. 

1  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home ! 
Name  ever  dear  to  me ! 

When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
In  joy  and  peace  in  thee  ? 

2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built 

walls 
And  pearly  gates  behold  ? 
Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 
And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 

3  O  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 
Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend, 

Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up, 
And  Sabbath  has  no  end  ? 

4  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 
Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know : 

Blest  seats !  through  rude  and  stormy  scenes 
I  onward  press  to  you. 

5  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there 
Around  my  Saviour  stand ; 

And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

6  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home ! 
My  soul  still  pants  for  thee; 

Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

TTnknown. 

Xu40         The  saints  in  glory. 

1  Give  me  the  wings  of  faith,  to  rise 
Within  the  veil,  and  see 

The  saints  above,  how  great  their  joys, 
How  bright  their  glories  be. 

2  Once  they  were  mourners  here  below, 
And  poured  out  cries  and  tears ; 

They  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now, 
With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 
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3  I  ask  them  whence  their  victory  came : 
They,  with  united  breath, 

Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  his  death. 

4  They  marked  the  footsteps  that  he  trod ; 
His  zeal  inspired  their  breast ; 

And,  following  their  incarnate  God, 
Possess  the  promised  rest. 

5  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise 
For  his  own  pattern  given ; 

While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 
Show  the  same  path  to  heaven. 

LMao  Watte. 

1 U4: 0     We  shall  see  Him  cu  heis, 

1  The  heavenly  treasure  now  we  have 
In  a  vile  house  of  clay ; 

But  Christ  will  to  the  utmost  save, 
And  keep  us  to  that  day. 

2  Our  souls  are  in  his  mighty  hand, 
And  he  shall  keep  them  still  ; 

And  you  and  I  shall  surely  stand 
With  him  on  Zion's  hill. 

3  Him  eye  to  eye  we  there  shall  see, 
Our  face  like  his  shall  shine ; 

O  what  a  glorious  company, 
When  saints  and  angels  join! 

4  O  what  a  joyful  meeting  there ! 
In  robes  of  white  arrayed, 

Palms  in  our  hands  we  all  shall  bear, 
And  crowns  upon  our  head. 

5  Then  let  us  lawfully  contend, 
And  fight  our  passage  through  ; 

Bear  in  our  faithful  minds  the  end. 

And  keep  the  prize  in  view. 

Ohartee  Weelej. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
GREEK    HYMN.      6,  8. 
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Christian,  up  and  smite  them,Oonnting  gain  but  loss ;  In  the  strength  that  cometh  B7  the    ho  -  ly    cross ! 
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XU4T         In  the  conflict. 

2  Christian,  dost  thou  feel  them, 
How  they  work  within, 

Striving,  tempting,  luring, 

Goading  into  sin  ? 
Christian,  never  tremble ; 

Never  be  downcast ; 
Gird  thee  for  the  battle, 

Watch,  and  pray,  and  fast ! 

3  Christian,  dost  thou  hear  them. 
How  they  speak  thee  fair? 

"Always  fast  and  vigil? 

Always  watch  and  prayer?  " 
Christian,  answer  boldly : 

"  While  I  breathe  I  pray !  " 
Peace  shall  follow  battle. 

Night  shall  end  in  day. 

4  "  Well  I  know  thy  trouble, 

0  my  servant  true ; 
Thou  art  very  weary, 

1  was  weary  too ; 

But  that  toil  shall  make  thee 

Some  day  all  mine  own, 
And  the  end  of  sorrow 

Shall  be  near  my  throne." 

Andrew  of  Crete.   Tr.  bj  J.  M.  ZTeale. 

[8.  M.    Tune,  Vigil.   Page  891.] 
LlJ^O        The  pilgrim^ s  home. 

1  While  through  this  world  we  roam, 
From  infancy  to  age, 

Heaven  is  the  Christian  pilgrim's  home, 
His  rest  at  every  stage. 

2  Thither  his  soul  ascends. 
Eternal  joys  to  share ; 
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There  his  adoring  spirit  bends. 
While  here  he  kneels  in  prayer. 

3  His  freed  affections  rise. 
To  fix  on  things  above. 

Where  all  his  hope  of  glory  lies. 
Where  all  is  perfect  love. 

4  There  we  our  treasure  place; 
There  let  our  hearts  be  found; 

That  still,  where  sin  abounded,  grace 
May  more  and  more  abound. 

5  Henceforth  our  converse  be 
With  Christ  before  the  throne ; 

Ere  long  we  eye  to  eye  shall  see. 
And  know  as  we  are  known. 

James  Montgomeiy. 
[8.  M.   Tune,Viga.   Page8»l.] 
XU4ri7       No  night  in  heaven, 

1  There  is  no  night  in  heaven; 
In  that  blest  world  above 

Work  never  can  bring  weariness, 
For  work  itself  is  love. 

2  There  is  no  grief  in  heaven;     1 
For  life  is  one  glad  day. 

And  tears  are  of  those  former  things 
Which  all  have  passed  away. 

3  There  is  no  sin  in  heaven ; 
Behold  that  blessed  throng. 

All  holy  in  their  spotless  robes, 
All  holy  in  their  song. 

4  There  is  no  death  in  heaven ; 
For  they  who  gain  that  shore 

Have  won  their  immortality. 
And  they  can  die  no  more. 

Vrederiok  D.  Hnntingtoa. 
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jUaJU     At  home  in  heaven. 

1  "  Forever  with  the  Lord ! " 
Amen,  so  let  it  be ! 

Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 
Tis  immortality. 

2  Here  in  the  body  pent, 
Absent  from  him  I  roam, 

Vet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

3  "  Forever  with  the  Lord ! " 
Father,  if  'tis  thy  will, 

The  promise  of  thai  faithful  word, 
E'en  here  to  me  fulfill. 

4  So  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 

By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death, 

And  life  eternal  gam, 
B  Knowing  as  I  am  known. 

How  shall  I  love  that  word. 
And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 

"  Forever  with  the  Lord ! " 

1051         The  goodly  la^id. 

1  Far  from  these  scenes  of  night, 
Unbounded  glories  rise. 

And  realms  of  joy  and  pure  delight. 
Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

2  Fair  land!  could  mortal  eyes 
But  half  its  charms  explore. 

How  would  our  spirits  long  to  rise, 
And  dwell  on  earth  no  more! 

3  No  cloud  those  regions  know, 
Realms  ever  bright  and  fair ; 


4  O  may  the  prospect  fire 
Our  hearts  with  ardent  love. 

Till  wings  of  faith,  and  strong  desire, 
Bear  every  thought  above. 

5  Prepared,  by  grace  divine. 
For  thv  bright  courts  on  hi^h, 

Lord,  bid  our  spirits  rise  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  sky. 


1052         Thelandofpeaee. 

1  Come  to  the  land  of  peace ; 
From  shadows  come  away ; 

Where  all  the  sounds  of  weeping  ceasi 
And  storms  no  more  have  sway. 

2  Fear  hath  no  dwelling;  here; 
But  pure  repose  and  love 

Breathe  through  the  bright,  celestial  a. 
The  spirit  of  the  dove. 

3  Come  to  the  bright  and  blest. 
Gathered  from  every  land  ; 

For  here  thy  soul  shall  find  ils  rest 
Amid  the  shining  band. 

4  In  this  divine  abode 

Change  leaves  no  saddening  trace; 
Come,  trusting  spirit,  to  Ihy  God, 

Thy  holy  resting-place. 
6  "  Come  to  our  peaceful  home," 

The  saints  and  angels  say, 
"  Forsake  the  world,  no  longer  roam  j 


O  wanderer,  come  avwy ! ' 
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GARY.       6.     [Irregular.]  Eben  TouuiB,  ad.  by  L.  Fbankun  Bhov. 


XUdo         Nearer  home, 

2  Nearer  my  Father's  house, 
Where  the  many  mansions  be ; 

Nearer  the  great  white  throne  ; 
Nearer  the  crystal  sea ; 

3  Nearer  the  bound  of  life. 
Where  we  lay  our  burdens  down; 

Nearer  leaving  the  cross ; 
Nearer  gaining  the  crown. 

4  But  lying  darkly  between, 
Winding  down  through  the  night, 

THE    SAINT'S    HOME.       11. 


Is  the  deep  and  unknown  stream, 
That  leads  at  last  to  the  light. 

6  Father,  perfect  my  trust ! 

Strengthen  the  might  of  my  faith ; 
Let  me  feel  as  I  would  when  I  stand 

On  the  rock  of  the  shore  of  death : 

6  Feel  as  I  would  when  my  feet 
Are  slipping  over  the  brink ; 

For  it  may  be,  I  'm  nearer  home — 
Nearer  now  than  I  think ! 
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Bill  Hbnbt  Bowuet  Bibhop. 
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l.\)Ork    Home  I  home  I  sweety  svoeet  home, 

2  Sweet  bonds  that  unite  all  the  children  of 
peace ! 

And,  thrice  precious  Jesus,  whose  love  can- 
not cease, 

Though  oft  from  thy  presence  in  sadness  I  roam, 

I  long  to  behold  thee  in  glory,  at  home. 


3  I  sigh  from  this  body  of  sin  to  be  free. 
Which  hinders  my  joy  and  communion 

with  thee; 
Though  now  my  temptation  like  billows 

may  foam, 
Ail,  all  will  be  peace,  when  I  'm  with  thee 

at  home. 
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4  While  here  in  the  valley  of  conflict  I 

stay, 
0  give  me  submission,  and  strength  as  my 

day; 
In  all  my  afflictions  to  thee  would  I  come. 
Rejoicing  in  hope  of  my  glorious  home. 

5  Whate'er  thou  deniest,  O  give   me  thy 

grace, 
The  Spirit's  sure  witness,  and  smiles  of  thy 
face ; 


Endue  me  with  patience  to  wait  at  thy 

throne, 
And  find,  even  now,  a  sweet  foretaste  of 

home. 

6  I  long,  dearest  Lord,  in  thy  beauties  to 

shine ; 
No  more  as  an  exile  in  sorrow  to  pine ; 
And  in  thy  dear  image  arise  from  the  tomb, 
With  glorified  millions  to  praise  thee  at 

home.  David  Denluun. 


HAVERHILL.      S.  M. 


LowBLL  Mason. 
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±\)00         Repose  in  heaven. 

2  Is  there  a  blissful  home. 
Where  kindred  minds  shall  meet, 

And  live  and  love,  nor  ever  roam 
From  that  serene  retreat? 

3  Are  there  bright,  happy  fields. 
Where  naught  that  blooms  shall  die ; 

Where  each  new  scene  fresh  pleasure 
yields, 
And  healthful  breezes  sigh  ? 

4  Are  there  celestial  streams. 
Where  living  waters  glide. 

With  murmurs  sweet  as  angel-dreams. 
And  flowery  banks  beside  ? 

6  Forever  blessed  they. 
Whose  joyful  feet  shall  stand, 

While  endless  ages  waste  away. 
Amid  that  glorious  land ! 

6  My  soul  would  thither  tend. 
While  toilsome  years  are  given  ; 

Then  let  me,  gracious  God,  ascend 
To  sweet  repose  in  heaven. 

Bay  Talmex. 

XUDO    The  hoitse  not  made  with  hands, 

1  We  know,  by  faith  we  know, 
If  this  vile  house  of  clay. 

This  tabernacle,  sink  below, 
In  ruinous  decay, — 

2  We  have  a  house  above. 

Not  made  with  mortal  hands ; 
And  firm  as  our  Redeemer's  love 
That  heavenly  fabric  stands. 
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3  It  stands  securely  high, 
Indissolubly  sure : 

Our  glorious  mansion  in  the  sky 
Shall  evermore  endure. 

4  Full  of  immortal  hope. 
We  urge  the  restless  strife. 

And  hasten  to  be  swallowed  up 
Of  everlasting  life. 

5  Lord,  let  us  put  on  thee 
In  perfect  holiness. 

And  rise  prepared  thy  face  to  see. 
Thy  bright,  unclouded  face. 

6  Thy  grace  with  glory  crown. 
Who  hast  the  earnest  given. 

And  then  triumphantly  come  down. 
And  take  our  souls  to  heaven ! 

Gbarles  W«aef . 

AUD T     The  mighty  change, 

1  O  WHAT  a  mighty  change 
Shall  Jesus'  sufferers  know. 

While  o'er  the  happy  plains  they  range. 

Incapable  of  woe ! 
No  ill-requited  love 

Shall  there  our  spirits  wound : 
No  base  ingratitude  above. 

No  sin  in  heaven  is  found. 

2  No  slightest  touch  of  pain, 
No  sorrow's  least  alloy. 

Can  violate  our  rest,  or  stain 

Our  purity  of  joy : 
In  that  eternal  day 

No  clouds  or  tempests  rise ; 
There  gushing  tears  are  wiped  away 

Forever  from  our  eyes. 

GbitrlM  WMley. 
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XUO  O   0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

1  The  world  is  very  evil, 
The  times  are  waxing  late : 

Be  sober  and  keep  vigil, 
The  Judge  is  at  the  gate; 

The  Juage  that  comes  in  mercy, 
The  Judge  that  comes  with  might, 

To  terminate  the  evil, 
To  diadem  the  right. 

2  Arise,  arise,  good  Christian, 
Let  right  to  wrong  succeed  ; 

Let  penitential  sorrow 
To  heavenly  gladness  lead, 

To  light  that  hath  no  evening, 
That  knows  no  moon  nor  sun, 

The  light  so  new  and  golden. 
The  light  that  is  but  one. 

3  O  home  of  fadeless  splendor, 
Of  flowers  that  fear  no  thorn. 

Where  they  shall  dwell  as  children 
Who  here  as  exiles  mourn ! 

'Midst  power  that  knows  no  limit. 
Where  wisdom  has  no  bound, 

The  beatific  vision 
Shall  glad  the  saints  around. 
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4  O  happy,  holy  portion, 
Refection  for  the  blest. 

True  vision  of  true  beauty, 
Sweet  cure  of  all  distressed ! 

Strive,  man,  to  v^n  that  glory ; 
Toil,  man,  to  gain  that  light; 

Send  hope  before  to  grasp  it, 
Till  hope  be  lost  in  sight. 

5  O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 
The  home  of  God's  elect ! 

O  sweet  and  blessed  country 
That  eager  hearts  expect ! 

Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 
To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 

Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 
And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 

Bernard  of  duny.   Tr.  by  J.  M.  XTesle. 

Doxology, 
To  thee  be  praise  forever. 

Thou  glorious  King  of  kings ! 
Thy  wondrous  love  and  favor 

Each  ransomed  spirit  sings : 
We'll  celebrate  thy  glory. 

With  all  thy  saints  above. 
And  shout  the  joyful  story 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

Uliknown. 
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X  U  O  y    Brief  sorrow — eternal  rest. 

1  Brief  life  is  here  our  portion ; 
Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care ; 

The  life  that  knows  no  ending, 
The  tearless  life,  is  there. 

O  happy  retribution ! 
Short  toil,  eternal  rest ; 

For  mortals  and  for  sinners 
A  mansion  with  the  blest ! 

2  And  now  we  fight  the  battle, 
But  then  shall  wear  the  crown 

Of  full  and  everlasting 
And  passionless  renown : 

But  He  whom  now  we  trust  in 
Shall  then  be  seen  and  known ; 

And  they  that  know  and  see  him 
Shall  have  him  for  their  own. 

WEBB.      7,  6. 
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3  The  morning  shall  awaken, 
The  shadows  shall  decay, 

And  each  true-hearted  servant 
Shall  shine  as  doth  the  day. 

There  God,  our  King  and  Portion, 
In  fullness  of  his  grace, 

Shall  we  behold  forever, 
And  worship  face  to  face. 

4  O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 
The  home  of  God's  elect ! 

O  sweet  and  blessed  country 

That  eager  hearts  expect ! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 

Bernard  cS  Cluny.   Tr.  Iqr  J.  K.  ZTeale. 
Gbobgi  Jambs  Wbbb. 
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AUO/w   The  armies  of  the  living  God. 

1  Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand, 
In  sparkling  raiment  bright, 

The  armies  of  the  ransomed  saints 
Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light : 

'Tis  finished,  all  is  finished, 
Their  fight  with  death  and  sin : 

Fling  open  wide  the  golden  gates, 
And  let  the  victors  in. 

2  What  rush  of  hallelujahs 
Fills  all  the  earth  and  sky ! 

What  ringing  of  a  thousand  harps 
Bespeaks  the  triumph  nigh ! 

O  day,  for  which  creation 
And  all  its  tribes  were  made ! 

O  joy,  for  all  its  former  woes 
A  thousand  fold  repaid ! 

3  O  then  what  raptured  greetings 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore, 

What  knitting  severed  friendships  up, 
Where  partings  are  no  more ! 

Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle. 
That  brimmed  with  tears  of  late, 

Orphans  no  longer  fatherless. 
Nor  widows  desolate. 

Honry  Alford. 
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J.UOO     The  heavenly  Jentsalem. 

1  Away  with  our  sorrow  and  fear. 
We  soon  shall  recover  our  home ; 

The  city  of  saints  shall  appear, 

The  day  of  eternity  come. 
From  earth  we  shall  quickly  remove. 

And  mount  to  our  native  abode, 
The  house  of  our  Father  above. 

The  palace  of  angels  and  God. 

2  By  faith  we  already  behold 
That  lovely  Jerusalem  here : 

Her  walls  are  of  jasper  and  gold, 
As  crj'stal  her  buildings  are  clear ; 

Immovably  founded  in  grace. 
She  stands  as  she  ever  hath  stood, 

And  brightly  her  Builder  displays, 
And  names  with  the  glory  of  God. 

3  No  need  of  the  sun  in  that  day 
Which  never  is  followed  by  night. 

Where  Jesus's  beauties  display 
A  pure  and  a  permanent  light . 

The  Lamb  is  their  light  and  their  sun, 
And  lo !  by  reflection  they  shine ; 

With  Jesus  ineffably  one, 

And  bright  m  effulgence  divine. 

Charles  Wasler- 


I 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 


DESIRE.   8. 


J.  B. 


1.  I    long  to    behold  Him  arrayed    With  glo  •  ry  and  light  from  above  ;    The  King  in  his  beauty  dis- 
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AU04-       Desiring  to  depart. 

1  I  LONG  to  behold  Him  arrayed 
With  glory  and  light  from  above ; 

The  King  in  his  beauty  displayed. 
His  beauty  of  holiest  love : 

1  languish  and  sigh  to  be  there. 
Where  Jesus  hath  fixed  his  abode ; 

O  when  shall  we  meet  in  the  air. 
And  fly  to  the  mountain  of  God ! 

2  With  him  I  on  Zion  shall  stand. 
For  Jesus  hath  spoken  the  word  ; 

The  breadth  of  Immanuel's  land 
Survey  by  the  light  of  my  Lord  : 

But  when,  on  thy  bosom  reclined. 
Thy  face  I  am  strengthened  to  see. 

My  fullness  of  rapture  I  find, 
My  heaven  of  heavens  in  thee. 

3  How  happy  the  people  that  dwell 
Secure  in  the  city  above ! 

No  pain  the  inhabitants  feel, 

No  sickness  or  sorrow  shall  prove. 

Physician  of  souls,  unto  me 
Forgiveness  and  holiness  give ; 

And  then  from  the  body  set  free. 
And  then  to  the  city  receive. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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AUOO  To  be  with  Christ  is  far  better, 

1  O  WHEN  shall  we  sweetly  remove, 
O  when  shall  we  enter  our  rest, 

Return  to  the  Zion  above. 
The  mother  of  spirits  distressed ! 

That  city  of  God  the  great  King, 
Where  sorrow  and  death  are  no  more. 

But  saints  our  Immanuel  sing, 
And  cherub  and  seraph  adore. 

2  Not  all  the  archangels  can  tell 
The  joys  of  that  holiest  place. 

Where  Jesus  is  pleased  to  reveal 
The  light  of  his  heavenly  face  : 

When,  caught  in  the  rapturous  flame, 
The  sight  beatific  they  prove. 

And  walk  in  the  light  of  the  Lamb, 
Enjoying  the  beams  of  his  love. 

3  Thou  know'st  in  the  spirit  of  prayer 
We  long  thy  appearing  to  see. 

Resigned  to  the  burden  we  bear. 
But  longing  to  triumph  with  thee : 

'Tis  good  at  thy  word  to  be  here ; 
'Tis  better  in  thee  to  be  gone ; 

And  see  thee  in  glory  appear. 
And  rise  to  a  share  in  thy  throne. 

Charles  Wedegr* 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
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AUOO  In  white  array. 

1  Who  are  these  arrayed  in  white, 
Brighter  than  the  noonday  sun, 

Foremost  of  the  sons  of  light, 
Nearest  the  eternal  throne  ? 

These  are  they  that  bore  the  cross. 
Nobly  for  their  Master  stood ; 

Sufferers  in  his  righteous  cause. 
Followers  of  the  dying  God. 

2  Out  of  great  distress  they  came, 
Washed  their  robes  by  faith  below, 

In  the  blood  of  yonder  Lamb, 
Blood  that  washes  white  as  snow ; 

Therefore  are  they  next  the  throne. 
Serve  their  Maker  day  and  night ; 

God  resides  among  his  own, 
God  doth  in  his  saints  delight. 

3  More  than  conquerors  at  last. 
Here  they  find  their  trials  o'er ; 

They  have  all  their  sufferings  passed. 
Hunger  now  and  thirst  no  more. 

He  that  on  the  throne  doth  reign, 
Them  the  Lamb  shall  always  feed. 

With  the  tree  of  life  sustain, 
To  the  living  fountains  lead. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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AUUi  Night  lo%t  in  day. 

1  High  in  yonder  realms  of  light, 
Dwell  the  raptured  saints  above ; 

Far  beyond  our  feeble  sight, 
Happy  in  Immanuel's  love  : 

Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears. 
Once  they  knew,  like  us  below, 

Gloomy  doubts,  distressing  fears, 
Torturing  pain,  and  heavy  woe. 

2  But  these  days  of  weeping  o'er. 
Passed  this  scene  of  toil  and  pain. 

They  shall  feel  distress  no  more, 

Never,  never  weep  again : 
'Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 

'Mid  the  angelic  lyres  above. 
Hark,  their  songs  melodious  rise, 

Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus'  love ! 

3  All  is  tranquil  and  serene, 
Calm  and  undisturbed  repose : 

There  no  cloud  can  intervene. 
There  no  angry  tempest  blows: 

Every  tear  is  wiped  away. 
Sighs  no  more  shall  heave  the  breast. 

Night  is  lost  in  endless  day. 
Sorrow,  in  eternal  rest. 

Thomas  Baffles. 
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TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
AMSTERDAM.      7,  6,  7. 
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1068         The  better  portion, 

1  Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings, 
Thy  better  portion  trace ; 

Rise  from  transitory  things 
Toward  heaven,  thy  native  place : 

Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  decay ; 
Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove  ; 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 
To  seats  prepared  above. 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 
Nor  stay  in  all  their  course ; 

Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun ; 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source : 
So  a  soul  that 's  born  of  God, 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face ; 
Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 
Press  onward  to  the  prize; 

Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies : 
There  we  '11  join  the  heavenly  train, 

Welcomed  to  partake  the  bliss ; 
Fly  from  sorrow,  care,  and  pain. 

To  realms  of  endless  peace. 

Bobert  Beagrave. 
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A  U  O  y  Saints  and  angeh  routid  the  throne. 

1  Lift  your  eyes  of  faith,  and  see 
Saints  and  angels  joined  in  one : 

What  a  countless  company 
Stand  before  yon  dazzling  throne ! 

Each  before  his  Saviour  stands. 
All  in  whitest  robes  arrayed ; 

Palms  they  carry  in  their  hands. 
Crowns  of  glory  on  their  head. 

2  Saints  begin  the  endless  song. 
Cry  aloud  in  heavenly  lays, 

Glory  doth  to  God  belong, 
God,  the  glorious  Saviour,  praise : 

All  salvation  from  him  came. 
Him,  who  reigns  enthroned  on  high : 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb, 
Let  the  morning  stars  reply. 

3  Angel  powers  the  throne  surround. 
Next  the  saints  in  glory  they ; 

Lulled  with  the  transporting  sound, 
They  their  silent  homage  pay : 

Prostrate  on  their  face,  before 
God  and  his  Messiah  fall ; 

Then  in  hymns  of  praise  adore, 
Shout  tne  Lamb  that  died  for  all. 

COuurles  Wedegr. 


TIME   AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 


ANGELS'  SONG.      11,  lO. 
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1 0  7  U   T'Ae  night  is  far  spent ^  the  day  is  at  hand. 

Rom.  13:  12. 

2  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  sing- 

ing, 
"  Come,  weary  souls,  for  Jesus  bids  you 

come ; " 
And  through  the  dark,  its  echoes  sweetly 

ringing, 
The  music  of  the  gospel  leads  us  home. 

3  Far,  far  away,  like  bells  at  evening  pealing. 
The  voice  of  Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea. 

And  laden  souls  by  thousands,  meekly  steal- 
ing. 
Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  weary  steps  to 
thee. 
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4  Rest  comes  at  length,  though  life  be  long 

and  dreary ; 
The  day  must  dawn,  and  darksome  night 

be  past ; 
All  journeys  end  in  welcome  to  the  weary. 
And  heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will 

come  at  last. 

5  Angels,  sing  on!  your  faithful  watches 

keeping ; 
Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  songs 
above ; 
Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of 
weeping, 
And  life  s  long  shadows  break  in  cloud- 
less love. 

JTrederlok  W.  VMMr. 


TIME   AND   ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
PARADISE.      8,  6,  6. 


JOBBPH  BaBKBT. 


1071  Paradise. 

1  O  paradise!  O  paradise! 
Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest  ? 

Who  would  not  seek  the  happy  land 
Where  they  that  loved  are  blest ; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight; 

2  O  paradise !  O  paradise ! 
The  world  is  growing  old ; 

Who  would  not  be  at  rest  and  free 
Where  love  is  never  cold  ? 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight? 

3  O  paradise  !  O  paradise ! 
'Tis  weary  waiting  here; 

I  long  to  be  where  Jesus  is, 
To  feel,  to  see  him  near; 
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Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 
Stand  ever  in  the  light, 

All  rapture  through  and  through, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight. 

4  O  paradise!  O  paradise! 
I  want  to  sin  no  more, 

I  want  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 
As  on  thy  spotless  shore ; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight. 

5  O  paradise !  O  paradise ! 
I  greatly  long  to  see 

The  special  place  my  dearest  Lord 
In  love  prepares  for  me ; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light. 
All  rapture  through  and  through. 
In  God's  most  holy  sight. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
GOING    HOME.       L.  M.  Arr.  Ret.  Wilxxui  MoDohald. 
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lU T  /«         The  heavenly  hotne, 

1  My  heavenly  home  is  bright  and  fair : 
Nor  pain  nor  death  can  enter  there ; 
Its  glittering  towers  the  sun  outshine ; 
That  heavenly  mansion  shall  be  mine. 

I  *m  going  home,  I  'm  going  home, 
I  'm  going  home  to  die  no  more ; 
To  die  no  more,  to  die  no  more, 
I  'm  going  home  to  die  no  more. 

2  My  Father's  house  is  built  on  high, 
Far,  far  above  the  starry  sky. 
When  from  this  earthly  prison  free. 
That  heavenly  mansion  mine  shall  be. 

3  While  here,  a  stranger  far  from  home, 
Affliction's  waves  may  round  me  foam ; 
Although,  like  Lazarus,  sick  and  poor. 
My  heavenly  mansion  is  secure. 

4  Let  others  seek  a  home  below, 
Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'erflow, 
Be  mine  the  happier  lot  to  own 

A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne. 

5  Then  fail  the  earth,  let  stars  decline, 
And  sun  and  moon  refuse  to  shine. 
All  nature  sink  and  cease  to  be, 
That  heavenly  mansion  stands  for  me. 

WUUam  Hnnter. 

[12,9.   Tune,  Rapture.    Page  164.] 
J-tl  i  <5  Rapturmut  anticipation, 

1  Come,  let  us  ascend, 

My  companion  and  friend, 
To  a  taste  of  the  banquet  above : 

If  thy  heart  be  as  mine, 

If  for  Jesus  it  pine. 
Come  up  into  the  chariot  of  love. 


2  Who  in  Jesus  confide. 
We  are  bold  to  outride 

The  storms  of  affliction  beneath ; 

With  the  prophet  we  soar 

To  the  heavenly  shore. 
And  outfly  all  the  arrows  of  death. 

3  By  faith  we  are  come 
To  our  permanent  home ; 

By  hope  we  the  rapture  improve : 
By  love  we  still  rise 
And  look  down  on  the  skies, 

For  the  heaven  of  heavens  is  love. 

4  Who  on  earth  can  conceive 
How  happy  we  live. 

In  the  palace  of  God  the  great  King? 

What  a  concert  of  praise. 

When  our  Jesus's  grace 
The  whole  heavenly  company  sing! 

5  What  a  rapturous  song, 
When  the  glorified  throng 

In  the  spirit  of  harmony  join ; 

Join  all  the  glad  choirs. 

Hearts,  voices,  and  lyres, 
And  the  burden  is,  "  Mercy  divine  1" 

6  *'  Hallelujah,"  they  cry. 
To  the  King  of  the  sky. 

To  the  great  everlasting  I  AM ; 

To  the  Lamb  that  was  slain. 

And  that  liveth  again, — 
"Hallelujah  to  God  and  the  Lamb!" 

Gharlea  Weslej. 
Doxoloffy. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
NE\V  YEAR'S    HYMN.       lO,  8,  1 1. 
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-I-Ui4  Eternity  near, 

1  Come,  let  us  anew  our  journey  pursue, 

With  vigor  arise, 
And  press  to  our  permanent  place  in  the 

skies. 
Of  heavenly  birth,   though  wandering  on 
earth, 

This  is  not  our  place, 
But  strangers  and  pilgrims  ourselves  we 
confess. 

2  At  Jesus's  call,  we  gave  up  our  all ; 

And  still  we  forego, 
For  Jesus's  sake,  our  enjoyments  below. 
No  longing  we  find  for  the  country  behind ; 

But  onward  we  move. 
And  still  we  are  seeking  a  country  above : 


405 


3  A  country  of  joy  without  any  alloy; 

We  thither  repair ; 
Our  hearts  and  our  treasure  already  are 

there. 
We  march  hand   in  hand   to  Immanuel's 
land; 

No  matter  what  cheer 
We  meet  with  on  earth,  for  eternity  *s  near. 

4  The  rougher  our  way,  the  shorter  our 

stay; 

The  tempests  that  rise 
Shall  gloriously  hurry  our  souls  to  the  skies : 
The  fiercer  the  blast,  the  sooner  'tis  past ; 

The  troubles  that  come 
Shall  come  to  our  rescue,  and  hasten  us 
home. 

Charles  Wesley. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 
LEON  I.      6,  8,  4. 
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1.  The  God  of  Abrah'm  praifte,Who  reigns  enthroned  abovOyAncient  of  everlasting  days.  And  God  of  love : 


Jehovah,  great  I  AM,  By  earth  and  heaven  confessed;  I  bow  and  blesb  the  sacred  name,  Forever  Idest 


FIRST  PART. 


1075      The  God  of  Abraham. 

2  The  God  of  Abrah'm  praise. 
At  whose  supreme  command 

From  earth  I  rise,  and  seek  the  joys 

At  his  right  hand : 
I  all  on  earth  forsalce, 

Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power; 
And  him  my  only  portion  make, 

My  shielci  and  tower. 

3  The  God  of  Abrah'm  praise, 
Whose  all-sufficient  grace 

Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days 

In  all  his  ways ; 
He  calls  a  worm  his  friend, 

He  calls  himself  my  God ! 
And  he  shall  save  me  to  the  end. 

Through  Jesus'  blood. 

4  He  by  himself  hath  sworn, 
I  on  his  oath  depend ; 

I  shall,  on  eagle  wings  upborne, 

To  heaven  ascend ; 
I  shall  behold  his  face, 

I  shall  his  power  adore. 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  his  grace 

For  evermore. 

Thomas  Olivers. 


SEOOND   PART. 


AU7  O  Premng  toward  the  mark. 

1  Though  nature's  strength  decay, 

And  earth  and  hell  withstand, 
To  Canaan's  bounds  I  urge  my  way. 

At  his  command ; 
The  watery  deep  I  pass. 

With  Jesus  in  my  view  • 
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And  through  the  howling  wilderness 
My  way  pursue. 

2  The  goodly  land  I  see, 
With  peace  and  plenty  blest ; 

A  land  of  sacred  liberty. 

And  endless  rest. 
There  milk  and  honey  flow, 

And  oil  and  wine  abound  ; 
And  trees  of  life  forever  grow, 

With  mercy  crovmed. 

3  There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  Righteousness, 

Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 

The  Prince  of  peace ; 
On  Zion's  sacred  height. 

His  kingdom  still  maintains; 
And,  glorious,  with  his  saints  in  light 

Forever  reigns. 

4  He  keeps  his  own  secure; 
He  guards  them  by  his  side ; 

Arrays  in  garments  white  and  pure 

His  spotless  bride ; 
With  streams  of  sacred  bliss. 

With  groves  of  living  joys. 
With  all  the  fruits  of  paradise. 

He  still  supplies. 

6  Before  the  great  Three  One 

They  all  exulting  stand. 
And  tell  the  wonders  he  hath  done 

Through  all  their  land  : 
The  listening  spheres  attend. 

And  swell  the  growing  fame ; 

And  sing,  in  songs  which  never  end. 

The  wondrous  name. 

Thomas  OUven. 


TIME  AND  ETERNITY— HEAVEN. 


[e,8,4.   Tune,  Leoni.   Page  406.] 

THIRD  PART. 

J.UT  •      Joining  the  heavenly  choir. 

1  The  God  who  reigns  on  high 
The  great  archangels  sing, 

And,  *•  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, 

"  Almighty  King ! 
Who  was  and  is  the  same. 

And  evermore  shall  be ; 
Jehovah,  Father,  great  I  AM, 

We  worship  thee." 

2  Before  the  Saviour's  face 
The  ransomed  nations  bow ; 

O'erwhelmed  at  his  almighty  grace. 

Forever  new : 
He  shows  his  prints  of  love, — 

They  kindle  to  a  flame. 
And  sound  through  all  the  worlds  above. 

The  slaughtered  Lamb ! 

3  The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high ; 

"Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost," 

They  ever  cry : 
Hail,  Abrah'm's  God,  and  mine  ! — 

I  joiip  the  heavenly  lays, — 
All  might  and  majesty  are  thine. 

And  endless  praise. 


TtaomM  Olivan. 
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GETHSEMANE.      7,  61. 


[0.  p.  M.   Tone,  Ganges.    Page  d4ft.] 
1078       The  pilgHm's  lot. 

1  How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot, 
How  free  from  every  anxious  thought. 

From  worldly  hope  and  fear! 
Confined  to  neither  court  nor  cell. 
His  soul  disdains  on  earth  to  dwell, 

He  only  sojourns  here. 

2  This  happiness  in  part  is  mine, 
Already  saved  from  low  design. 

From  every  creature-love ; 
Blest  with  the  scorn  of  finite  good. 
My  soul  is  lightened  of  its  load. 

And  seeks  the  things  above. 

3  There  is  my  house  and  portion  fair ; 
My  treasure  and  my  heart  are  there. 

And  my  abiding  home ; 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  stay. 
And  angels  beckon  me  away. 

And  Jesus  bids  me  come. 

4  "  I  come,"  thy  servant,  Lord,  replies, 
"  I  come  to  meet  thee  in  the  skies. 

And  claim  my  heavenly  rest ! 
Now  let  the  pilgrim's  journey  end  ; 
Now,  O  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

Receive  me  to  thy  breast!" 

Jobs  Wesley. 
BiosABD  Rkdiibad. 
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1.  When  this  passing  world  is  done,When  has  sunk  yon  glaring  sun,  When  we  stand  with  Christ  in  glory, 
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Looking  o^er  life's  finished  story ;  Then,  Lord,  shall  I  ful  •  ly  know,  Not  till  then,howninch  I  owe. 


!■"  4  \^       The  debt  unhioion. 
2  When  I  stand  before  the  throne. 
Dressed  in  beauty  not  my  own ; 
When  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
Love  thee  with  unsinning  heart; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, 
Not  till  then,  how  much  I  owe. 
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3  When  the  praise  of  heaven  I  hear. 
Loud  as  thunders  to  the  ear. 
Loud  as  many  waters'  noise. 
Sweet  as  harp's  melodious  voice ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know. 
Not  till  then,  how  much  I  owe. 

Botwrt  M.  ITGhfl^ne. 


MISCELLANEOUS— THE  SEASONS. 

SOUTH^A/^ELU      C.  M. 
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1080        The  fruit  of  the  seasons. 

1  Lord,  in  thy  name  thy  servants  plead. 
And  thou  hast  sworn  to  hear ; 

Thine  is  the  harvest,  thine  the  seed, 
The  fresh  and  fading  year. 

2  Our  hope,  when  autumn  winds  blew  wild, 
We  trusted,  Lord,  with  thee ; 

And  still,  now  spring  has  on  us  smiled. 
We  wait  on  thy  decree. 

8  The  former  and  the  latter  rain, 

The  summer  sun  and  air, 
The  green  ear,  and  the  golden  grain, 

All  thine,  are  ours  by  prayer. 

4  Thine,  too,  by  right,  and  ours  by  grace. 

The  wondrous  growth  unseen. 
The  hopes  that  soothe,  the  fears  that  brace. 

The  love  that  shines  serene. 

John  Keble. 

A  U  O  A  Bountiful  goodness. 

1  Fountain  of  mercy,  God  of  love, 
How  rich  thy  bounties  are ! 

The  rolling  seasons,  as  they  move. 
Proclaim  thy  constant  care. 

2  When  in  the  bosom  of  the  earth 
The  sower  hid  the  grain. 

Thy  goodness  marked  its  secret  birth. 
And  sent  the  early  rain. 

3  The  spring's  sweet  influence.  Lord,  was 

thine ; 
The  plants  in  beauty  grew ; 
Thou  gav'st  refulgent  suns  to  shine. 
And  the  refreshing  dew. 
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4  These  various  mercies  from  above 
Matured  the  swelling  grain ; 

A  kindly  harvest  crowns  thy  love, 
And  plenty  fills  the  plain. 

5  We  own  and  bless  thy  gracious  sway; 
Thy  hand  all  nature  hails : 

Seed-time  nor  harvest,  night  nor  day, 
Summer  nor  winter,  fails. 

Mrs.  Alioe  nowerdew. 

[L.  M.  Tune,  Duke  Street   Pi«e  820.] 
AU  O  /4    Eternal  Source  of  every  joy. 

1  Eternal  Source  of  every  joy. 
Well  may  thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 
While  in  thy  temple  we  appear. 
Whose  goodness  crowns  the  circling  year. 

2  The  flowery  spring,  at  thy  command. 
Embalms  the  air  and  paints  the  land; 
The  summer  rays  with  vigor  shine. 
To  raise  the  corn  and  cheer  the  vine. 

3  Thy  hand  in  autumn  richly  pours 
Through  all  our  coasts  redundant  stores; 
And  winters,  softened  by  thy  care, 

No  more  a  face  of  horror  wear. 

4  Seasons,  and  months,  and  weeks,  and 

days. 
Demand  successive  songs  of  praise ; 
Still  be  the  cheerful  homage  paid. 
With  opening  light  and  evening  shade. 

5  Here  in  thy  house  shall  incense  rise, 

And  circling  Sabbaths  bless  our  eyes. 

Till  to  those  lofty  heights  we  soar. 

Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more. 

Phiup  i>oddndB*> 
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CM,  our  laker,  dotb  pro-rids    For  our  wants  to  be  snp  -plied:  Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come,  Raise  tlie  song  of  harrest-liome. 
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A  U  O  <i5  Harvest-home, 

1  Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come. 
Raise  the  song  of  harvest-home : 
All  is  safely  gathered  in, 

Ere  the  winter  storms  begin ; 
God,  our  Maker,  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied : 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  harvest-home. 

2  All  the  world  is  God's  own  field. 
Fruit  unto  his  praise  to  yield ; 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown. 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown ; 

First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear. 
Then  the  full  com  shall  appear : 
Lord  of  harvest,  grant  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 

3  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 
And  shall  take  his  harvest  home ; 
From  his  field  shall  in  that  day 

All  offenses  purge  away ; 
Give  his  aneels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  his  garner  evermore. 

4  Even  so,  Lord,  quickly  come 
To  thy  final  harvest-home ; 
Gather  thou  thy  people  in. 

Free  from  sorrow-,  free  from  sin ; 
There,  forever  purified. 
In  thy  presence  to  abide : 
Come,  with  all  thine  angels,  come, 
Raise  the  glorious  harvest-home. 

Eenry  Alford. 
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XUo4     Thanksgiving  hymn, 

1  Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise. 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days! 
Bounteous  Source  of  every  joy. 
Let  thy  praise  our  tongues  employ. 

2  For  the  blessings  of  the  field. 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield ; 
For  the  fruits  in  full  supply. 
Ripened  'neath  the  summer  sky ; 

3  All  that  spring  with  bounteous  hand 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land ; 

All  that  liberal  autumn  pours 
From  her  rich,  o'erflowing  stores ; 

4  These  to  thee,  my  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow ; 
And  for  these  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

6  Should  thine  altered  hand  restrain 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain ; 
Blast  each  opening  bud  of  joy, 
And  the  rising  year  destroy ; 

6  Yet  to  thee  my  soul  should  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise ; 
And,  when  every  blessing 's  flown 
Love  thee  for  thyself  alone. 

Hn.  Ansft  I«.  BarbatUd.  alt. 

Doxclogy, 

Sing  we  to  our  God  above, 
Praise  eternal  as  his  love ; 
Praise  him,  all  ye  heavenly  host, 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

Oharlca  Weaky. 


MISCELLANEOUS— THE  SEASONS. 

ST,    JAMES.        7,  6.  Fboh  Lindkman's  Koral  Bok. 
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J.  U  O  O  Prahe  to  the  Lord  of  harvest, 

1  Sing  to  the  Lord  of  harvest ! 
Sing  songs  of  love  and  praise ! 

With  joyful  hearts  and  voices 

Your  hallelujahs  raise : 
By  him  the  rolling  seasons 

In  fruitful  order  move; 
Sing  to  the  Lord  of  harvest 

A  song  of  happy  love. 

2  By  him  the  clouds  drop  fatness, 
The  deserts  bloom  and  spring, 

The  hills  leap  up  in  gladness, 
The  valleys  laugh  and  sing : 

He  fiUeth  with  his  fullness 
All  things  with  large  increase. 

He  crowns  the  year  with  goodness. 
With  plenty,  and  with  peace. 

3  Heap  on  his  sacred  altar 
The  gifts  his  goodness  gave. 

The  golden  sheaves  of  harvest, 
The  souls  he  died  to  save : 

Your  hearts  lay  down  before  him 
When  at  his  feet  ye  fall. 

And  with  your  lives  adore  him 
Who  gave  his  life  for  all. 

4  To  God,  the  gracious  Father, 
Who  made  us  "  very  good," 

To  Christ,  who,  when  we  wandered 
Restored  us  with  his  blood, 
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And  to  the  Holy  Spirit, 

Who  doth  upon  us  pour 
His  blessed  dews  and  sunshine, 

Be  praise  for  evermore ! 

John  8.  B.  Monsell. 

J.  U  O  O       God^8  gifts  in  nalitre. 

1  We  plow  the  fields  and  scatter 
The  good  seed  on  the  land. 

But  it  is  fed  and  watered 
By  God's  almighty  hand ; 

He  sends  the  snow  in  winter. 
The  warmth  to  swell  the  grain, 

The  breezes  and  the  sunshine, 
And  soft  refreshing  rain. 

2  He  only  is  the  Maker 

Of  all  things  near  and  far; 
He  paints  the  wayside  flower. 

He  lights  the  evening  star; 
The  winds  and  waves  obey  him, 

By  him  the  birds  are  fed ; 
Much  more  to  us,  his  children, 

He  gives  our  daily  bread. 

3  We  thank  thee,  then,  O  Father, 
For  all  things  bright  and  good, 

The  seed-time  and  the  harvest, 
Our  life,  our  health,  our  food ; 

Accept  the  gifts  we  offer 
For  all  thy  love  imparts, 

And,  what  thou  most  desirest. 
Our  humble,  thankful  hearts. 

From  the  Oermaa  of  Xatthias  CSandinSi 


MISCELLANEOUS-THE  SEASONS. 
RIGHINI.      6,  4. 


1087   PraUitoHuGodofhameit. 

1  The  God  of  harvest  praise; 
In  loud  thanksgiving  raise 

Hand,  heart,  and  voice ; 
The  valleys  laugh  and  sing, 
Forests  and  mountains  ring. 
The  plains  their  tribute  bring. 

The  streams  rejoice. 

2  Yea,  bless  his  holy  name. 
And  joyful  thanks  proclaim 

Through  all  the  earth ; 
To  glory  in  your  lot 
Is  comely, — but  be  not 
God's  benefits  forgot, 

Amid  your  mirtn. 
8  The  God  of  harvest  praise; 
Hands,  hearts,  and  voices  raise 

With  one  accord ; 
From  field  to  gamer  throng. 
Bearing  your  sheaves  along, 
And  in  your  harvest  song 

Bless  ye  the  Lord. 


1  The  leaves,  around  me  falling, 
Are  preaching  of  decay. 

The  hollow  winds  are  calling, 
"Come,  pilgrim,  come  away!" 
(87) 


The  day,  in  night  declining. 
Says  I  must.  too.  decline; 

The  year,  its  life  resigning, — 
Its  lot  foreshadows  mine. 

2  The  light  my  path  surrounding. 
The  loves,  to  which  I  cling, 

The  hopes  within  me  bounding, 
The  joys  that  round  me  wing. — 

All  melt,  like  stars  of  even. 
Before  the  morning's  ray-. 

Pass  upward  unto  heaven, 
And  chide  at  my  delay. 

3  The  friends,  gone  there  before  me. 
Are  calling  from  on  high ; 

And  joyous  angels  o'er  me 
Tempt  sweetly  to  the  sky ; 

"Why  wait,"  they  say,  "and  wither 
'Mid  scenes  of  death  and  sin  ? 

O  rise  to  glory,  hither, 
And  find  true  fife  begin." 

4  I  hear  the  invitation. 

And  fain  would  rise  and  come, 

A  sinner,  to  salvation  : 

An  exile,  to  his  home: 
But,  while  1  here  must  linger. 

Thus,  thus  let  all  I  see 
Point  on,  with  faithful  finger. 

To  heaven,  O  Lord,  and  thee. 


MISCELLANEOUS— NATIONAL  OCCASIONS. 
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AUoy       National  hymn, 

1  My  country !  'tis  of  thee. 
Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing : 
Land  where  my  fathers  died ! 
Land  of  the  pilgrims'  pride ! 
From  every  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring ! 

2  My  native  country,  thee. 
Land  of  the  noble,  free, 

Thy  name  I  love ; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills : 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 

3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze. 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song : 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, 

The  sound  prolong. 

4  Our  fathers'  God !  to  thee. 
Author  of  liberty. 

To  thee  we  sing: 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light  ; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might. 

Great  Gocl,  our  King ! 

Samael  F.  Smith. 

AUyU       Our  native  land. 
1  God  bless  our  native  land ! 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand. 
Through  storm  and  night : 


When  the  wild  tempests  rave. 
Ruler  of  wind  and  wave, 
Do  thou  our  country  save 
By  thy  great  mignt ! 

2  For  her  our  prayer  shall  rise 
To  God,  above  the  skies ; 

On  him  we  wait: 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh. 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye. 
To  thee  aloud  we  cry, 

God  save  the  State ! 

Johns.  Dwighft. 

[8,7.    Tone^Witanot   Bi«e70.] 
J. "  y  J.    Pardon  for  natiotial  situ. 

1  Dread  Jehovah !  God  of  nations ! 
From  thy  temple  in  the  skies, 

Hear  thy  people  s  supplications ; 
Now  for  their  deliverance  rise. 

2  Lo !  with  deep  contrition  turning. 
In  thy  holy  place  we  bend; 

Hear  us,  fasting,  praying,  mourning; 
Hear  us,  spare  us,  and  defend. 

3  Though  our  sins,  our  hearts  con- 

founding, 
Long  and  loud  for  vengeance  call. 
Thou  hast  mercy  more  abounding; 
Jesus'  blood  can  cleanse  them  all 

4  Let  that  mercy  veil  transgression ; 
Let  that  blood  our  guilt  efface : 

Save  thy  people  from  oppression ; 
Save  from  spoil  thy  holy  place. 
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X  U  y  /*  Prayer  for  pence. 

1  God,  the  All-Terrible !  thou  who  ordainest 
Thunder  thy  clarion,  and  lightning   thy 

sword ; 
Show  forth  thy  pity  on  high  where  thou 
reignest ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  O  Lord. 

2  God,  the  Omnipotent !  mighty  Avenger, 
Watching  invisible,  judging  unheard ; 

Save  us  in  mercy,  O  save  us  from  danger ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  O  Lord. 


3  God,  the  All-Merciful !  earth  hath  forsaken 
Thy  ways  all  holy,  and  slighted  thy  word ; 

Let  not  thy  wrath  in  its  terror  awaken ; 
Give  to  us  pardon  and  peace,  O  Lord. 

4  So  will  thy  people,  with  thankful  devotion, 
Praise  him  who  saved  them  from  peril  and 

sword. 
Shouting  in  chorus,  from  ocean  to  ocean. 
Peace  to  the  nations,  and  praise  to  the 
Lord. 

Hemqr  '•  Chorley. 


JEFFERSON.      7. 


Hanb  George  Nabokli,  arr.  bt  Joobph  P.  Holbhook. 


1.  Swell  the  ut]ieiii,niiMUe  soBg;  PniMS  to  our  6od  belong;  Saints  and  angekjoii  to  sing  PraiseB  to  the  heavenly  King. 
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XOyo     Thanksgiving  choral. 

1  Swell  the  anthem,  raise  the  song ; 
Praises  to  our  God  belong ; 

Saints  and  angels  join  to  sing 
Praises  to  the  heavenly  King. 

2  Blessings  from  his  liberal  hand 
Flow  around  this  happy  land ; 
Kept  by  him,  no  foes  annoy; 
Peace  and  freedom  we  enjoy. 


*£-' 


mmmw 


413 


3  Here,  beneath  a  virtuous  sway 
May  we  cheerfully  obey ; 
Never  feel  oppression's  rod. 
Ever  own  and  worship  God. 

4  Hark !  the  voice  of  nature  sings 
Praises  to  the  King  of  kings ; 
Let  us  join  the  choral  song. 
And  the  grateful  notes  prolong. 

VathAn  Strong. 


MISCELLANEOUS— NATIONAL  OCCASIONS. 
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A  "574  Mercy  implored. 

1  Great  King  ofnations,  hear  our  prayer, 
While  at  thy  feet  we  fall, 

And  humbly,  with  united  cry, 
To  thee  for  mercy  call. 

2  The  guilt  is  ours,  but  g^ace  is  thine, 
O  turn  us  not  away ; 

But  hear  us  from  thy  lofty  throne, 
And  help  us  when  we  pray. 

3  Our  fathers'  sins  were  manifold. 
And  ours  no  less  we  own. 

Yet  wondrously  from  age  to  age 
Thy  goodness  hath  been  shown. 

4  When  dangers,  like  a  stormy  sea. 
Beset  our  country  round. 

To  thee  we  looked,  to  thee  we  cried. 
And  help  in  thee  was  found. 

5  With  one  consent  we  meekly  bow 
Beneath  thy  chastening  hand. 

And,  pouring  forth  confession  meet. 
Mourn  with  our  mourning  land. 

6  With  pitying  eye  behold  our  need. 
As  thus  we  lift  our  prayer; 

Correct  us  with  thy  judgments.  Lord, 
Then  let  thy  mercy  spare. 

John  H.  Ghurney. 

l\}\30  For  protection  in  pestilence. 

1  In  grief  and  fear  to  thee,  O  Lord. 
We  now  for  succor  fly ; 

Thine  awful  judgments  are  abroad, 
O  shield  us,  lest  we  die. 

2  The  fell  disease  on  every  side 
Walks  forth  with  tainted  breath ; 
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And  pestilence,  with  rapid  stride. 
Bestrews  the  land  with  death. 

3  O  look  with  pity  on  the  scene 
Of  sadness  and  of  dread ; 

And  let  thine  angel  stand  between 
The  living  and  the  dead. 

4  With  contrite  hearts,  to  thee,  our  King, 
We  turn  who  oft  have  strayed  ; 

Accept  the  sacrifice  we  bring, 
And  let  the  plague  be  stayed. 

William  BtOlook. 

X  U  y  O      Impending  judgments, 

1  Come,  let  our  souls  adore  the  Lord, 
Whose  judgments  yet  delay ; 

Who  yet  suspends  the  lifted  sword. 
And  gives  us  time  to  pray. 

2  Great  is  our  guilt,  our  fears  are  g^eat, 
But  let  us  not  despair ; 

Still  open  is  the  mercy-seat 
To  penitence  and  prayer. 

3  Kind  Intercessor,  to  thy  love 
This  blessed  hope  we  owe : 

O  let  thy  merits  plead  above, 
While  we  implore  below. 

4  Though  justice  near  thy  awful  throne 
Attends  thy  dread  command. 

Lord,  hear  thy  servants,  hear  thy  Son, 

And  save  a  guilty  land. 

Anne  Steele. 

Doxology. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore ! 

Tate  and  Brady. 
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XOy  T  Nationcd  deliverance  ascribed  to  God. 

1  O  Lord,  our  fathers  oft  have  told, 
In  our  attentive  ears, 

Thy  wonders  in  their  days  performed, 
And  in  more  ancient  years. 

2  'Twas  not  their  courage,  nor  their  sword. 
To  them  salvation  gave ; 

'Twas  not  their  number,  nor  their  strength, 
That  did  their  country  save  ; 

3  But  thy  right  hand,  thy  powerful  arm, 
Whose  succor  they  implored  ; 

Thy  providence  protected  them. 
Who  thy  great  name  adored. 

4  As  thee  their  God  our  fathers  owned. 
So  thou  art  still  our  King ; 

O,  therefore,  as  thou  didst  to  them, 
To  us  deliverance  bring. 

6  To  thee  the  glory  we  ascribe, 

From  whom  salvation  came ; 
In  God,  our  shield,  we  will  rejoice. 

And  ever  bless  thy  name. 

Tate  and  Brady. 

XUyo    Prayer  for  our  native  land. 

1  Lord,  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray. 
Of  every  clime  and  coast, 

O  hear  us  for  our  native  land, — 
The  land  we  love  the  most. 

2  O  guard  our  shores  from  every  foe  ; 
With  peace  our  borders  bless. 

Our  cities  with  prosperity. 
Our  fields  with  plenteousness. 


3  Unite  us  in  the  sacred  love 

Of  knowledge,  truth,  and  thee ; 
And  let  our  hills  and  valleys  shout 
The  songs  of  liberty. 

4  Lord  of  the  nations,  thus  to  thee 
Our  country  we  commend  ; 

Be  thou  her  refuge  and  her  trust, 
Her  everlasting  friend. 

John  B.  Wrefiyrd. 
A  U  y  y       Strong  to  heal  and  save, 

1  Thine  arm,  O  Lord,  in  days  of  old 
Was  strong  to  heal  and  save  ; 

It  triumphed  o'er  disease  and  death. 

O'er  darkness  and  the  grave : 
To  thee  they  went,  the  blind,  the  dumb. 

The  palsied  and  the  lame. 
The  leper  with  his  tainted  life. 

The  sick  with  fevered  frame. 

2  And  lo,  thy  touch  brought  life  and  health. 
Gave  speech,  and  strength,  and  sight ; 

And  youth  renewed  and  frenzy  calmed 
Owned  thee,  the  Lord  of  light : 

And  now,  O  Lord,  be  near  to  bless, 
Almighty  as  of  yore. 

In  crowded  street,  by  restless  couch, 
As  by  Gennesareth's  shore. 

3  Be  thou  our  great  Deliverer  still, 
Thou  Lord  of  life  and  death ; 

Restore  and  quicken,  soothe  and  bless 

With  thine  almighty  breath. 
To  hands  that  work,  and  eyes  that  see. 

Give  wisdom's  heavenly  lore. 
That  whole  and  sick,  and  weak  and  strong, 

May  praise  thee  evermore. 

Xdward  H.  Flnmptce. 
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With  hnmble    heart,  and     bend  -  ing    knee,     We    of  -  fer      thee    oor     song     of    praise. 


11 U  U  National  hlemngs, 

1  Great  God  of  nations,  now  to  thee 
Our  hymn  of  gratitude  we  raise ; 

With  humble  heart,  and  bending  knee. 
We  offer  thee  our  song  of  praise. 

2  Thy  name  we  bless.  Almighty  God, 
For  all  the  kindness  thou  hast  shown 

To  this  fair  land  the  pilgrims  trod, — 
This  land  we  fondly  call  our  own. 

3  Here  freedom  spreads  her  banner  wide, 
And  casts  her  soft  and  hallowed  ray ; 

Here  thou  our  fathers'  steps  didst  g^ide 
In  safety  through  their  dangerous  way. 

4  We  praise  thee  that  the  gospel's  light 
Through  all  our  land  its  radiance  sheds ; 

Dispels  the  shades  of  error's  night. 
And  heavenly  blessings  round  us  spreads. 

5  Great  God,  preserve  us  in  thy  fear ; 
In  danger  still  our  guardian  be ; 

0  spread  thy  truth's  bright  precepts  here ; 
Let  all  the  people  worship  thee. 

tTnknown. 

1 1  vll    Thanksffivinp  for  national  peace. 

1  Great  Ruler  of  the  earth  and  skies, 
A  word  of  thine  almighty  breath 

Can  sink  the  world,  or  bid  it  rise : 
Thy  smile  is  Hfe,  thy  frown  is  death. 

2  When  ang^  nations  rush  to  arms. 
And  rage,  and  noise,  and  tumult  reign. 

And  war  resounds  its  dire  alarms. 
And  slaughter  dyes  the  hostile  plain,— 
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3  Thy  sovereign  eye  looks  calmly  down, 
And  marks  their  course,  and  bounds 

their  power; 
Thy  law  the  angry  nations  own, 

And  noise  and  war  are  heard  no  more. 

4  Then  peace  returns  with  balmy  wing ; 
Sweet  peace,  with  her  what  blessings 

fled! 
Glad  plenty  laughs,  the  valleys  sing. 
Reviving  commerce  lifts  her  head. 

5  To  thee  we  pay  our  grateful  songs ; 
Thy  kind  protection  still  implore: 

O'may  our  hearts,  and  lives,  and  tongues. 
Confess  thy  goodness,  and  adore. 

Anne  Steele. 

11" /4  Give  peace,  0  God, 

1  O  God  of  love,  O  King  of  f>eace. 
Make  wars  throughout  the  world  to  cease; 
The  wrath  of  sinful  man  restrain ; 

Give  peace,  O  God,  give  peace  again. 

2  Remember,  Lord,  th)^  works  of  old, 
The  wonders  that  our  fathers  told ; 
Remember  not  our  sin's  dark  stain ; 
Give  peace,  O  God,  give  peace  again. 

3  Whom  shall  we  trust  but  thee,  O  Lord? 
Where  rest  but  on  thy  faithful  word  ? 
None  ever  called  on  tnee  in  vain ; 

Give  peace,  O  God,  give  peace  again. 

4  Where  saints  and  angels  dwell  above. 
All  hearts  are  knit  in  holy  love ; 

O  bind  us  in  that  heavenly  chain ; 
Give  peace,  O  God,  give  peace  again. 

air  Henrj  W.  Bekflv. 


MISCELLANEOUS— NATIONAL   OCCASIONS. 
DUKE    STREET.       U  M. 
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X  X  U  O     Qod^  the  nati<m^8  guardian, 

1  Great  God!  beneath  whose  piercing  eye 
The  earth's  extended  kingdoms  lie ; 
Whose  favoring  smile  upholds  them  all, 
Whose  anger  smites  them,  and  they  fall ; 

2  We  bow  before  thy  heavenly  throne ; 
Thy  power  we  see,  tny  greatness  own ; 
Yet,  cherished  by  thy  milder  voice, 
Our  bosoms  tremble  and  rejoice. 

-3  Thy  kindness  to  our  fathers  shown 
Their  children's  children  long  shall  own ; 
To  thee,  with  grateful  hearts,  shall  raise 
The  tribute  of  exulting  praise. 

4  Led  on  by  thine  unerring  aid, 
Secure  the  paths  of  life  we  tread ; 
And,  freely  as  the  vital  air, 
Thy  first  and  noblest  bounties  share. 

6  Great  God,  our  Guardian,  Guide,  and 

Friend ! 
O  still  thy  sheltering  arm  extend ; 
Preserved  by  thee  for  ages  past. 
For  ages  let  thy  kindness  last ! 

William  BoMoe.  alt. 

X  XU4  In  Hme  of  war. 

1  Now  may  the  God  of  grace  and  power 
Attend  his  people's  humble  cry ; 

Defend  them  in  the  needful  hour, 
And  send  deliverance  from  on  high. 

2  In  his  salvation  is  our  hope ; 
And  in  the  name  of  Israel's  God 

Our  troops  shall  lift  their  banners  up, 
Our  navies  spread  their  flags  abroad. 
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3  Some  trust  in  horses  trained  for  war, 
And  some  of  chariots  make  their  boasts ; 

Our  surest  expectations  are 
From  thee,  the  Lord  of  heavenly  hosts. 

4  Then,  save  us,  Lord,  from  slavish  fear. 
And  let  our  trust  be  firm  and  strong, 

Till  thy  salvation  shall  appear. 
And  hymns  of  peace  conclude  our  song, 

ISaao  Watts. 

X  X  U  O     Trttst  in  our  fathers'  God. 

1  To  thee,  O  God,  whose  guiding  hand 
Our  fathers  led  across  the  sea. 

And  brought  them  to  this  barren  shore, 
Where  they  might  freely  worship  thee, — 

2  To  thee,  O  God,  whose  arm  sustained 
Their  footsteps  in  this  desert  land. 

Where  sickness  lurked  and  death  assailed. 
And  foes  beset  on  every  hand, — 

3  To  thee,  O  God,  we  lift  our  eyes. 
To  thee  our  grateful  voices  raise. 

And,  kneeling  at  thy  gracious  throne. 
Devoutly  join  in  hymns  of  praise. 

4  Our  fathers*  God,  incline  thine  ear. 
And  listen  to  our  heartfelt  prayer ; 

Surround  us  with  thy  heavenly  grace. 
And  guard  us  with  thy  constant  care. 

6  Our  fathers'  God,  in  thee  we  '11  trust. 
Sheltered  by  thee  from  every  harm ; 

We  '11  follow  where  thy  hand  shall  guide. 
And  lean  on  thy  sustaining  arm, 

William  T.  DsTis. 
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X  A  U  O        Household  love. 

1  O  Love,  divine  and  tender! 

That  through  our  homes  doth  move, 
Veiled  in  the  softened  splendor 

Of  holy  household  love : 
A  throne,  without  thy  blessing, 

Were  labor  without  rest. 
And  cottages,  possessing 

Thy  blessedness,  are  blest. 

2  God  bless  these  hands  united, 
God  bless  these  hearts  made  one ; 

Unsevered  and  unblighted 
May  they  through  life  go  on  : 

Here,  in  earth's  home,  preparing 
For  the  bright  home  above. 

And  there,  forever  sharing 
Its  joy,  where  "  God  is  love." 

John  8.  B.  Monsell. 

[S.  M .    Tune,  Dennis.  Page  298.] 

J.  ±U  f         Marriage  hymn. 

1  How  welcome  was  the  call, 
And  sweet  the  festal  lay. 


419 


When  Jesus  deigned  in  Cana's  hall 
To  bless  the  marriage  day ! 

2  And  happy  was  the  bride. 

And  glad  the  bridegroom's  heart. 
For  he  who  tarried  at  their  side 
Bade  grief  and  ill  depart. 

3  His  gracious  power  divine 
The  water  vessels  knew ; 

And  plenteous  was  the  mystic  wine 
The  wondering  servants  drew. 

4  O  Lord  of  life  and  love, 
Come  thou  again  to-day ; 

And  bring  a  blessing  from  above 
That  ne'er  shall  pass  away. 

5  O  bless,  as  erst  of  old, 

The  bridegroom  and  the  bride ; 
Bless  with  the  holier  stream  that  flowed 
Forth  from  thy  pierced  side. 

6  B  fore  thine  altar-throne 
This  mercy  we  implore: 

As  thou  dost  knit  them.  Lord,  in  one. 
So  bless  them  evermore. 

Bir  Bsmry  W 


MISCELLANEOUS— MARINERS. 


ST.   PETERSBURG.      L.  M.   6L 


DiMITBI  8.  Babtnianskt. 
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Its   own  appointed  lim-  its  keep ;  O  hear  as  when  we  cry  to  thee   For  those  in  per  •  il    on  the  sea. 


J-  XU  o  For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea, 

1  Eternal  Father!  strong  to  save, 
Whose  arm  hath  bound  the  restless  wave, 
Who  bidd'st  the  mighty  ocean  deep 

Its  own  appointed  limits  keep; 
O  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 

2  O  Christ !  whose  voice  the  waters  heard, 
And  hushed  their  raging  at  thy  word, 
Who  walkedst  on  the  foaming  deep. 
And  calm  amidst  its  rage  didst  sleep ; 

O  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 

3  O  Holy  Spirit !  who  didst  brood 
Upon  the  chaos  dark  and  rude, 
And  bid  its  angry  tumult  cease, 
And  give,  for  wild  confusion,  peace ; 
O  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 

4  O  Trinity  of  love  and  power ! 

Our  brethren  shield  in  danger's  hour ; 
From  rock  and  tempest,  fire  and  foe, 
Protect  them  wheresoe'er  they  go ; 
Thus  evermore  shall  rise  to  thee 
Glad  h)m[ins  of  praise  from  land  and  sea. 

Wmiam  WhltlDff. 

[7,«,8.   Tune,  Penitence.    Page  204.] 
AAtI"  Safe  with  Jevus  in  the  ship, 

1  Lord  of  earth,  and  air,  and  sea, 
Supreme  in  power  and  grace, 

Under  thy  protection  we 
Our  souls  and  bodies  place. 


Bold  an  unknown  land  to  try, 
We  launch  into  the  foaming  deep ; 

Rocks,  and  storms,  and  deaths  defy. 
With  Jesus  in  the  ship. 

2  Who  the  calm  can  understand. 

In  a  believer's  breast  ? 
In  the  hollow  of  His  hand 

Our  souls  securely  rest : 
Winds  may  rise,  and  seas  may  roar; 

We  on  his  love  our  spirits  stay ; 
Him  with  quiet  joy  adore 

Whom  winds  and  seas  obey. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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[8.   Tune,  Desire.    Page  899.] 
He  holdeth  the  waters  in  his  hand. 

1  O  Thou,  who  hast  spread  out  the  skies, 
And  measured  the  depths  of  the  sea, 

Our  incense  of  praise  shall  arise 
In  joyous  thanksgiving  to  thee. 

Forever  thy  presence  is  near, 
Though  heaves  our  bark  far  from  the 
land ; 

We  ride  on  the  deep  without  fear ; 
The  waters  are  held  in  thy  hand. 

2  Eternity  comes  in  the  sound 

Of  billows  that  never  can  sleep ; 
Jehovah  encircles  us  round ; 

Omnipotence  walks  on  the  deep. 
Our  Father,  we  look  up  to  thee. 

As  on  toward  the  haven  we  roll ; 
And  faith  in  our  Pilot  shall  be 

An  anchor  to  steady  the  soul. 

HaimahF.  QooUL 


MISCELLANEOUS— MARINERS. 
GRATITUDE.       L.  M.  Bxy.  ami  Bost,  akr.  bt  Thokas  RjjnaQ%. 


1.  While  o'er   the     d«op  thy      senr  •  ants  lall,    Bend     tiioiii   O     Lord,  the     prosperonc  gal* ; 
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And    on    their  hearts,  wher  •  e'er  they  go, 
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X  ±1 X  ^or  mariners. 

1  While  o'er  the  deep  thy  servants  sail, 
Send  thou,  O  Lord,  the  prosperous  gale ; 
And  on  their  hearts,  where'er  they  go, 

O  let  thy  heavenly  breezes  blow. 

2  If  on  the  morning's  wings  they  fly. 
They  will  not  pass  beyond  thine  eye : 

The  wanderer's  prayer  thou  bend'st  to  hear. 
And  faith  exults  to  know  thee  near. 

3  When  tempests  rock  the  groaning  bark, 
O  hide  them  safe  in  Jesus'  ark; 

When  in  the  tempting  port  they  ride, 

0  keep  them  safe  at  Jesus'  side. 

4  If  life's  wide  ocean  smile  or  roar, 
Still  guide  them  to  the  heavenly  shore ; 
And  grant  their  dust  in  Christ  may  sleep, 
Abroad,  at  home,  or  in  the  deep. 

Qeorge  BoTfeoe. 

XXX/^  His  way  is  in  the  sea, 

1  Lord  of  the  wide,  extensive  main. 
Whose  power  the  wind,  the  sea,  controls, 

Whose  hand  doth  earth  and  heaven  sustain, 
Whose  Spirit  leads  believing  souls ; 

2  'Tis  here  thine  unknown  paths  we  trace. 
Which  dark  to  human  eyes  appear; 

While  through  the  mighty  waves  we  pass, 
Faith  only  sees  that  God  is  here. 

3  Throughout  the  deep  thy  footsteps  shine ; 
We  own  thy  way  is  in  the  sea, 

O'erawed  by  majesty  divine, 
And  lost  in  thine  immensity. 
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4  Thy  wisdom  here  we  learn  to  adore ; 

Thine  everlasting  truth  we  prove ; 
Amazing  heights  of  boundless  power. 

Unfathomable  depths  of  love. 

OharlflB  Wedey. 

[CM.   Tone,  OrtonvUle.   Page  92.] 
XX XO    God^8  servants  safe  by  sea  or  laiid, 

1  How  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord ! 
How  sure  is  their  defense ! 

Eternal  Wisdom  is  their  guide. 
Their  help.  Omnipotence. 

2  In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote. 
Supported  by  thy  care, 

Through  burning  climes  they  pass  unhurt. 
And  breathe  in  tainted  air. 

3  When  by  the  dreadful  tempest  borne 
High  on  the  broken  wave. 

They  know  thou  art  not  slow  to  hear. 
Nor  impotent  to  save. 

4  The  storm  is  laid,  the  winds  retire. 
Obedient  to  thy  will ; 

The  sea,  that  roars  at  thy  command. 
At  thy  command  is  stilL 

5  In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths; 
Thy  goodness  we  '11  adore ; 

We  '11  praise  thee  for  thy  mercies  past. 
And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

6  Our  life,  while  thou  preserv'st  that  life. 
Thy  sacrifice  shall  be ; 

And  death,  when  death  Shall  be  our  lot. 

Shall  join  our  souls  to  thee. 

Joseph  Addtoota. 


MISCELLANEOUS— MARINERS, 


SULLIVAN.       12. 


Sir  Abthub  Sktmouu  Suixitan. 
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1.  When  throDgh  the  torn  tail    the  wild  tern- pest  is  streaming,  When  o'er  the  dark  ware  the  red  lightning  is  gleaming, 


^^M 


^f^imn 


^ 


P^^t=fP^^^^^ 


T=?^ 


m 


^^-¥-¥ 


Nor  hope  lends  a  ray,  the  poor  seaman  to  eherish,     We     flj   to  onr  laker, —  "  Sare,  Lord,  or  we  per 
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X  J-  J-  4:        /Save,  Zorrf,  or  we  perish, 

1  When  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild 

tempest  is  streaming, 
When  o'er  the  dark  wave  the  red  lightning 

is  gleaming. 
Nor  hope  lends  a  ray,  the  poor  seaman  to 

cherish. 
We  fly  to  our  Maker, — **  Save,  Lord,  or  we 

perish!" 

2  O  Jesus,  once  tossed  on  the  breast  of  the 

billow, 
Aroused  by  the  shriek  of  despair  from  thy 
pillow, 

THEODORA.      7. 


Now  seated  in  ^lory,  the  mariner  cherish, 
Who  cries,  in  his  anguish,  "  Save,  Lord,  or 
we  perish ! " 

3  And  O,  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is 

raging. 
When  sin  in  our  hearts  its  wild  warfare  is 

waging, 
Arise   in  thy  strength,  thy  redeemed  to 

cherish ; 
Rebuke  the  destroyer,  "  Save,  Lord,  or  we 

perish  I " 

Besixudd  Heber. 
Abb.  fbom  Gbobob  Fbbdbbiok  Handbl. 
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XXXO  Embarking. 

1  Lord,  whom  winds  and  seas  obey. 
Guide  us  through  the  watery  way ; 
In  the  hollow  of  thy  hand 

Hide,  and  bring  us  safe  to  land. 

2  Jesus,  let  our  faithful  mind 
Rest,  on  thee  alone  reclined: 
Every  anxious  thought  repress ; 
Keep  our  souls  in  perfect  peace. 
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3  Keep  the  souls  whom  now  we  leave ; 
Bid  them  to  each  other  cleave ; 

Bid  them  walk  on  life's  rough  sea ; 
Bid  them  come  by  faith  to  thee. 

4  Save,  till  all  these  tempests  end. 
All  who  on  thy  love  depend  ; 
Waft  our  happy  spirits  o'er ; 
Land  us  on  the  heavenly  shore. 

dUKrlaa  Wail«ar. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

THE  FOLLOWING   HYMNS  WERE    COMPOSED   BY  CHARLES  WESLEY  IN   EXTREME  OLD  AGE. 

THE  SECOND  HYMN  WAS  HIS  LAST  UTTERANCE  IN  VERSE,  AND 

WAS  DICTATED  ON  HIS  DEATH-BED. 


NEUMARCK.      L.  M. 
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too,     forewarned     by      Je  -  nu'  love,    Most    short-ly     lay    my     bod   -   y       down; 
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But    ere    my    soul  from    earth   re  -  move,  O 
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A  J.  It)     T'A*  ajyce/  disciple's  prayer. 
1  I  TOO,  forewarned  by  Jesus'  love, 

Must  shortly  lay  my  body  down ; 
But  ere  my  soul  from  earth  remove, 

O  let  me  put  thine  image  on ! 

VALE.      L.  M.   6L 


2  Saviour !  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind 
Be  to  thine  aged  servant  given ; 

And  glad  I  '11  drop  this  tent,  to  find 
My  everlasting  house  in  heaven. 


Charlee  Weeley. 


J.  D.  BuoKiNonAM. 


In  age  a^d  feeblenesa  extreme,  Who  shall  a  helpless  worm  redeem?  Jesns,  my  only  hope  thon  art, 
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Strength  of  my  failing  flesh  and  heart :  O  could  I  catch  one  smile  from  thee,  And  drop  into  e  -  ter-ni  -  ty ! 


■*--'-  J-  •  Aged  and  helpless. 

In  age  and  feebleness  extreme. 
Who  shall  a  helpless  worm  redeem  ? 
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Jesus,  my  only  hope  thou  art, 
Strength  of  my  failing  flesh  and  heart : 
O  could  I  catch  one  smile  from  thee. 
And  drop  into  eternity ! 

Cluurles  Werier* 


DOXOLOGIES. 


1  L.  M. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

ThomuB  Ken. 


8  C.  M. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  we  adore. 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore ! 

Tate  oad  Brady. 


O  C.    M. 

The  God  of  mercy  be  adored, 
Who  calls  our  souls  from  death. 

Who  saves  by  his  redeeming  word, 
And  new-creating  breath ; 

To  praise  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  all-divine, — 

The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One- 
Let  saints  and  angels  join. 

Isaao  Watts. 


4  S.  M. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  forever  be. 

John  Wa«l«ar. 


5  L.  M.   61. 

Immortal  honor,  endless  fame. 
Attend  the  almighty  Father's  name : 
The  Saviour  Son  be  glorified. 
Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died  ; 
And  equal  adoration  be. 
Eternal  Comforter,  to  thee ! 

John  Drjden. 


b  L.  P.  M. 

Now  to  the  great  and  sacred  Three, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 

Eternal  praise  and  glory  given, 
Through  all  the  worlds  where  God  is  known, 
By  all  the  angels  near  the  throne. 

And  all  the  saints  in  earth  and  heaven. 

laMO  Watta. 
7  H.   M. 

To  God  the  Father's  throne 
Your  highest  honors  raise ; 
Glory  to  God  the  Son ; 
To  God  the  Spirit,  praise : 
With  all  our  powers,  eternal  King, 
Thy  everlasting  praise  we  sing. 

Isaao  Watts,  alt. 


C.   P.  M. 


8 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  heaven's  triumphant  host 

And  saints  on  earth  adore ; 
Be  glory  as  in  ages  past, 
As  now  it  is,  and  so  shall  last. 

When  time  shall  be  no  more ! 

Tate  and  Brady. 


9  7. 

Sing  we  to  our  God  above. 

Praise  eternal  as  his  love ; 

Praise  him,  all  ye  heavenly  host, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

Oharlai  Wealej. 


10 


7,  61. 
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Praise  the  name  of  God  most  high ; 
Praise  him,  all  below  the  sky ; 
Praise  him,  all  ye  heavenly  host. 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 
As  through  countless  ages  past. 
Evermore  his  praise  shall  last. 

Ufiknowii. 


DOXOLOCxIES. 


11 


8,  7,  4. 


Great  Jehovah !  we  adore  thee, 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 

God  the  Spirit,  joined  in  glory 
On  the  same  eternal  throne : 

Endless  praises 
To  Jehovah,  Three  in  One ! 

WiUi«m  Ooode. 


12  8,  7. 

Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation ; 

Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love ; 
Praise  the  Lamb,  our  expiation ; 

Praise  the  Spirit  from  above, 
Author  of  the  new  creation, 

Him  by  whom  our  spirits  live ; 
Undivided  adoration 

To  the  one  Jehovah  give ! 

JcNrfah  Oonder.  alt. 


13  a 

All  praise  to  the  Father,  the  Son, 
And  Spirit,  thrice  holy  and  blest! 

The  eternal,  supreme  Three  in  One, 
Was,  is,  and  shall  still  be  confessed. 

trnknown. 


14  7,  6,  8. 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Thy  Godhead  we  adore. 
Join  we  with  the  heavenly  host. 

To  praise  thee  evermore ! 
Live,  by  earth  and  heaven  adored, 

The  Three  in  One,  the  One  in  Three; 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

All  glory  be  to  thee ! 

Oharlaa  Wesley. 

15  6,  4. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  Three  in  One,  ' 
All  praise  be  given ! 


Crown  him,  in  every  song ; 
To  him  your  hearts  belong : 
Let  all  his  praise  prolong, 
On  earth,  in  heaven  ! 

Xdwin  F.  H»tAeld. 

16  7,  8,  7. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 

Ascribe  we  equal  glory ; 
One  Deity,  in  Persons  Three, 

Let  all  thy  works  adore  thee : 
As  was  from  the  beginning. 

Glory  to  God  be  given. 
By  all  who  know  thy  name  below. 

And  all  thy  hosts  in  heaven. 

Caiarlee  Wesley. 


17 


7,  6. 


To  thee  be  praise  forever. 

Thou  glorious  King  of  kings ! 
Thy  wondrous  love  and  favor 

Each  ransomed  spirit  sings: 
We  *11  celebrate  thy  glory, 

With  all  thy  saints  above. 
And  shout  the  joyful  story 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

ThonuM  Haweis. 

18  lo. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  ever  blest, 
Eternal  praise  and  worship  be  addressed; 
From   age  to  age,  ye   saints,  his  name 

adore, 
And  spread  his  fame,  till  time  shall  be  no 

more. 

Simon  Breiwae. 


19 


11. 


O  Father  Almighty,  to  thee  be  addressed, 
With  Christ  and  th^  Spirit,  one  God,  ever 

blest. 
All  glory  and  worship,  from  earth  and  from 

heaven. 
As  was.  and  is  now,  and  shall  ever  be  given. 

ITnkiiown. 
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OCCASIONAL  PIECES  AND  CHANTS. 


NORTH  FIELD.      C.  M. 
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(See  Hymn  i.) 
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God  and  Eiiu;,  The  glo  -  ries    of     my   God       and      King, 

glo  -  ries    ot     my  God  and  King,  The  glories   of  my  God  and  King, 


The  tri  -    nmphs  of  his  grace ! 
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God  and  King,  The  glories-      of    my  God      and       King, 
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BRIDGEWATER.       L.  M.  (See  Hymn  69.) 


Lewis  Edsoh. 
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To  qpend  one  day  with 


q>«nd  one  day  with  thee  on  earth,  To  spend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth  Ezceedsathonsanddaysof  mirth. 


thee  on  earth,  To  spendone  day  with  thee  on  earth  Bz  -  ceeds 
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OCCASIONAL  PIECES  AND   CHANTS. 
MAJESTY.       0.  M.  D.        (See  Hymn  152.)  William  BiLLiKGi. 
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2.  On    cher-Q-bim  and  ser-  aphim  Full  roy-al  -  I7  he     rode,  And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  winds  Oame 
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GENEVA.      C.  M. 


(See  Hymn  160.) 


John  Goli. 
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When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my    Gtod, 
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OCCASIONAL  PIECES  AND  CHANTS. 
GEN  E  VA.— a>»k;fwded. 
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Transported  with  the  view,  I'm     lost, 
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SHERBURNE.      C.  M. 
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(See  Hymn  192.) 
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OCCASIONAL  PIECES  AND  CHANTS. 
TURNER.       C.  M.  (See  Hymn  277.) 


Abraham  Mattm. 
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OCCASIONAL   PIECES  AND  CHANTS. 
COME,   YE    SINNERS.       8,7.        (See  Hymn  340.)  Jeeemuh  Ingalia 


^    (Comejye        sin  -  ners,  poor      and      need-y,      Weak   and    wonnded,    sick      and    sore;   ) 
I  Je    -    sns       read  -  7      stands    to        save  you,    Full       of       pit    -   y,    love,    and  power : ) 
>.  G.  Glo  -    ry,      hon  -  or,    and         sal  -  ya  -  tion,    Christ   the     Lord    is    come     to      reign. 
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RUSSIA.       L.  M. 


(See  Hymn  394.) 


Daniel  Read. 
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OCCASIONAL  PIECES  AND  CHANTS. 
DUANE    STREET.       L.  M.  d.        (See  Hymn  450.)  Rev.  George  Colbs. 
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The  King's  highway    of     ho  -   11  -  ness,       I  '11       go,       for     all       his    paths     are  peace. 
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OCCASIONAL   PIECES  AND   CHANTS. 
CONCORD.      S.  M.  (See  Hymn  770.) 
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(See  Hymn  1038.) 
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OCCASIONAL   PIECES   AND   CHANTS. 
VENITE,    EXULTEMUS    DOMINO. 


William  Botob. 
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Psalm  xcv. 

1  O  COME,  let  US  sing  un-  |  to  the  |  Lord ;  I  let  us  heartily  rejoice  in  the  |  strength  of  | 

our  sal-  I  vation. 

2  Let  us  come  before  his  presence  |  with  thanks-  |  giving,    |   and  show  ourselves  |  glad 

in  I  hini  with  |  psalms. 

3  For  the  Lord  is  a  |  great —  |  God,    I    and  a  great  |  King  a-  |  bove  all  |  gods. 

4  In  his  hands  are  all  the  corners  |  of  the  |  earth ;    |   and  the  strength  of  the  |  hills  is  | 

his —  I  also.  4 

5  The  sea  is  his,  |  and  he  |  made  it ;   |  and  his  hands  pre-  |  pared  the  |  dry —  |  land. 

6  O  come,  let  us  worship  |  and  fall  |  down,    )    and  kneel  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord  our  | 

Maker. 

7  For  he  is  the  |  Lord  our  |  God,    I    and  we  are  the  people  of  his  pasture,  and  the  | 

sheep  of  |  his —  |  hand. 

8  O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty '"of  |  holiness;    |    let  the  whole  earth  |  stand  in  | 

awe  of  I  him. 

♦9  For  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh  to  |  judge  the  |  earth,    ||    and  with  righteousness  to 
judge  the  world,  and  the  |  people  |  with  his  |  truth.  * 

10  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son,    \  and  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

11  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  |  shall  be,    |    world  |  without  |  end. 

A-  I  men.  ♦  Begin  at  middle  of  the  Chant. 
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JUBILATE    DEO.     (l.)     Grmobian.  JUBILATE    DEO.    (2.)   WM.Tinafra. 
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Psalm  c. 

1  O  BE  joyful  in  the  Lord,  |  all  ye  |  lands ;   ||  serve  the  Lord  with  gladness,  and  come 

before  His  |  presence  |  with  a  |  song. 

2  Be  ye  sure  that  the  Lord  |  he  is  |  God ;    [   it  is  he  that  hath  made  us,  and  not  we 

ourselves:  we  are  his  people,  |  and  the  j  sheep  of" "his  |  pasture. 

3  O  go  your  way  into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into  his  |  courts  with  |  praise;   | 

be  thankful  unto  him,  and  |  speak  good  |  of  his  |  name. 

4  For  the  Lord  is  gracious,  his  mercy  is  |  ever-  |  lasting;     |    and  his  truth  endureth 

from  gener-  |  ation—to  |  gener-  |  ation. 

5  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son,    \   and  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

6  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  I  ever  I  shall  be,     \     world  I  without  I  end. 

A-  I  men. 
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OCCASIONAL  PIECES  AND  CHANTS. 
THE    LORD'S    PRAYER. 


L.  T.  DowNiBS. 
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Matthew  vi,  9-13. 

Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  |  be  thy  |  name.    |    Thy  kingdom  come :  thy 
will  be  done  on  |  earth  "-as  it  |  is  in  |  heaven. 


Give  us  this  day  our  |  daily  |  bread :    I    and  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive 
those  who  |  trespass -"a-  |  gainst  us. 

And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  |  us  from  |  evil :    J    for  thine  is  the  king- 
dom, and  the  power,  and  the  j  glory, --for-  |  ever.    A-  |  men. 
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PART  I. 

Glory  be  to  |  God  on  |  high,   |   and  on  earth  j  peace,  good-  |  will"  "toward  |  men. 
We  praise  thee,  we  bless  thee,  we  |  worship  |  tnee,   I  we  glorify  thee,  we  give  thanks  to 
I  thee  for  |  thy  great  |  glory. 

PART   II. 

O  Lord  God,  |  heavenly  |  King,    |  God  the  |  Father  |  Al |  mighty  I 

O  Lord,  the  only-begotten  Son  |  Jesus  |  Christ,   |  O  Lord  God,  Lamb  of  |  God,  Son  | 
of  the  I  Father, 

PART  III. 
That  takest  away  the  |  sins ""  of  the  |  world,   |   have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 


Thou  that  takest  away  the 
Thou  that  takest  away  the 


sins --of  the  I  world,    ||   have  mercy  |  upon  |  UvS. 
sins --of  the  |  world,    |   re-  |  ceive  our  |  prayer. 


Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  |  God  the  |  Father,  |  have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 

PART  I. 

For  thou  I  only -art  |  holy,   |  thou  I  only  |  art  the  |  Lord. 

Thou  only,  O  Christ,  with  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost,    I    art  most  high  in  the  |  glory-" of  |  God 
the  I  Father.   |  A-  |  men. 
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OCCASIONAL   PIECES  AND   CHANTS. 
TE    DEUM    LAUDAMUS. 

[The  Cadknob  of  each  part  begins  with  the  word  or  syllable  in  ItaUcs.] 
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1  We  praise  thee,  O  God ;  we  acknowl- 
edge thee  to  be  the  Lord: 

3  Holy— Holy— Ho-Z  K; 

5  The  glorious  company  of  the  apostles 
praise  thee: 

7  The  Father  of  an  infinite  Majesty: 

9  When  thou  tookest  upon  thee  to  deliver 
man^ 

11  Thou  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  God,  in 
the  glory  of  the  Father: 

13  O  Lord,  save  thy  people,  and  bless  thine 
heritage: 

15  Vouchsafe,  O  Lord,  to  keep  us  this  day 
without  sin : 


All  the  earth  doth  worship  thee,  the  Father 
^v&c-lasting, 

LORD  God  of  SABAOTH: 

The    goodly   fellowship   of    the    prophets 
praise  thee: 

Thine  adorable,  true,  and  only  Son : 

Thou  didst  humble  thyself  to  be  bom  of  a 
Virgin  : 

We  believe  that  thou  shalt  come,  to  be  our 
Judge: 

Govern  them,  and  lift  them  up  ior-ever, 

O  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  us,  have  mercy 
upon  us. 
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2  To  thee  all  angels  cry  aloud:  the  heav- 
ens and  all  the  powers  there-/«.- 

4  Heaven  and  earth  are  FULL 

6  The  noble  army  of  martyrs  praise  thee: 

8  Also  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  Comforter, 

10  When  thou  hadst  overcome  the  sharp- 
ness of  death, 

12  We  therefore  pray  thee,  help  thy  serv- 
ants, whom  thou  hast  redeemed  with 
thy  precious  blood: 

14  Day  by  day  we  magnify  thee : 


16  0  Lord,  let  thy  mercy  be  upon  us,  as  our 
trust  is  in  thee: 


To  thee  cherubim  and  seraphim  con-/«f- 
ually  do  cry. 

Of  the  MAJES'TY  of  thy  glory. 

The  holy  Church,  throughout  all  the  world, 
doth  acknowledge  thee. 

Thou  art  the  King  of  glory,  O  Christ ;  thou 
art  the  everlasting  Son  —  of  the  Father. 

Thou  didst  open  the  kingdom  of  heaven 
to  all  believers. 

Make  them  to  be  numbered  with  thy  saints, 
in  glo-ry  everlasting. 

And  we  worship  thy  Name  ever,  world 
without  end. 

O  Lord,  in  thee  have  I  trusted;    let  mc 
neV'tx  be  confounded. 
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OCCASIONAL  PIECES  AND  CHANTS. 


BENEDICTUS. 


RiOHASD  FABRANT. 
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Luke  i,  68-71. 


1  Bl£SS£D  be  the  Lord  |  God  of  |  Israel,    |   for  he  hath  visited  |  and  re-  |  deemed  his 

people ; 

2  And  hath  raised  up  a  mighty  sal-  |  vation  |  for  us,   I  in  the  |  house^'of  his  |  servant  | 

David ; 

3  As  he  spake  by  the  mouth  of  his  |  holy  |  prophets,    |   which  have  been  |  since  the  | 

world  be-  |  gan ; 

4  That  we  should  be  saved  |  from  our  |  enemies,    I    and  from  the  |  hand  of  |  all  that  | 

hate  us. 

5  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son,    I    and  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

6  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  |  shall  be,   |  world  |  without  |  end.  A-  | 

raea. 
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Psalm  Ixvii. 

1  God  be  merciful  unto  |  us,  and  |  bless  us ;    |    and  show  us  the  light  of  his  counte- 

nance, and  be  |  merci""ful  |  unto  |  us. 

2  That  thy  way  may  be  |  known  up" on  |  earth;    I    thy  saving  |  health  a-  |  mong  all  | 

nations. 

3  Let  the  people  praise  |  thee,  O  [  God ;    |   yea,  let  |  all  the  |  people  |  praise  thee. 

4  O  let  the  nations  rejoice  I  and  be  |  glad ;    |    for  thou  shalt  judge  the  folk  righteous- 

ly, and  govern  the  |  nations  |  upon  |  earth. 

5  Let  the  people  praise  |  thee,  O  |  God ;    ||   yea,  let  |  all  the  |  people  |  praise  thee. 

6  Then  shall  the  earth  bring  |  forth  her  |  increase ;    |    and  God,  even  our  own  |  God, 

shall  I  give  us--  his  |  blessing. 

7  God  I  shall —  |  bless  us ;    )    and  all  the  ends  of  the  |  world  shall  |  fear —  |  him. 

8  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son,    J    and  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

9  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  |  shall  be,   |  world  |  without  |  end.  A-  | 

men, 
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L^TATUS    SUM. 
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Psalm  cxxii. 


1  I  WAS  glad^when  they  said  |  unto  |  me,  |    Let  us  go  into  the  |  house —  |  of  the  | 

Lord. 

2  Our  feet  shall  stand  within  thy  gates,  |  O  Je-  |  rusalem.   I  Jerusalem  is  builded  as  a 

city  that  |  is  com-  |  pact  to-  |  gether ; 

3  Whither  the  tribes  go  up ;  the  tribes  |  of  the  |  Lord,    |    unto  the  testimony  of  Israel, 

to  give  thanks  unto  the  |  name —  |  of  the  |  Lord. 

4  For  there  are  set  |  thrones  of  |  judgment,   |  the  thrones  |  of  the  |  house  of  |  David. 

5  Pray  for  the  peace  of  Je-  |  rusa-  |  lem ;   |  they  shall  |  prosper  |  that  love  |  thee. 

6  Peace  be  with-  |  in  thy  |  walls ;   |  and  prosperity  with-  |  in  thy  |  pala-  |  ces. 

7  For  my  brethren  and  com-  |  panions'  |  sakes,   |   I  will  now  say,  |  Peace —  |  be  with-  | 

in  thee. 

8  Because  of  the  house  of  the  |  Lord  our  |  God,   |  I  will  |  seek,  will  [  seek  thy  |  good. 


VI  RUM    DOLORUM. 
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Isaiah  liii. 


1  He  is  despised  and  re-  |  jected  of  |  men ;    |    a  man  of  sorrows  and  ac-  |  quainted  | 

with —  I  grief. 

2  And  we  hid  as  it  were  our  |  faces  |  from  him ;    I    he  was  despised,  and  |  we  es-  | 

teemed  him  |  not. 

3  Surely  he  hath  borne  our  griefs,  and  |  carried  our  |  sorrows :    |    yet  we  did  esteem  him 

stricken,  |  smitten  of  |  God, --and  af-  |  flicted. 

4  But  he  was  wounded  for  I  our  trans-  I  gressions,    I    he  was  bruised  for  I  our  in-  I 

iqui-  I  ties; 

5  The  chastisement  of  our  peace  |  was  up-  |  on  him,    |    and  with  his  |  stripes —  I  wc 

are  |  healed. 

6  All  we  like  sheep  have  |  gone  a-  |  stray;    |    we  have  turned  every  I  one  to  I  his  own  I 

way ; 

7  And  the  Lord  hath  |  laid  on  |  him   |  the  in-  |  iquity  |  of  us  |  all. 

8  When  thou  shalt  make  his  soul  an  |  offering --for  |  sin,    |    he  shall  see  his  seed,  he  I 

shall  pro-  |  long  his  |  days, 

9  And  the  pleasure  of  the  Lord  shall  prosper  |  in  his  I  hand.    I    He  shall  see  of  the 

travail  of  his  soul,  and  |  shall  be  |  satis-  |  fied. 
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MY    GOD,    MY    FATHER 
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2%y  vnU  be  done  I 

1  My  God,  my  Father,  whz'le  I  stray 
Far  from  my  home  on  life 's  rough  way, 
O  teach  me  from  my  Aearl  to  say, 

Thy  will  be  done ! 

2  Though  dark  my  path  and  sad  my  lot. 
Let  me  be  still  and  murmur  not. 

And  breathe  the  prayer  divinely  taught, 
"Thy  will  be  done!" 

3  What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved,  no  longer  nigh  I 
Submissive  still  would  I  reply, 

"  Thy  will  be  done !  *' 


2: 
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4  Though  thou  hast  called  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prized,  it  ne'er  was  mine : 
I  have  but  yielded  what  was  thine ; 
Thy  will  be  done ! 

6  Let  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest. 
My  God,  to  thee  I  leave  the  rest : 
Thy  will  be  done ! 

6  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 

Blend  it  witn  thine,  and  take  away 

All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

Gbarlotto  Uiott. 


THE    GOOD    DIE    NOT. 
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Galling  to  him  the  dear  ones whom  he 
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QUI    HABITAT. 
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Psalm  xci. 


I  He  that  dwelleth  in  the  secret  place  of  the  |  Most —  |  High,   |   shall  abide  under  the 
shadow --of  |  the  Al-  |  mighty. 


2  I  will  say  of  the  Lord,  he  is  my  refuge  |  and  my  |  fortress,    I   my  God,  in  |  him —  | 

will  I  I  trust. 

3  Because  thou  hast  made  the  Lord,  which  |  is  my  |  refuge,   I  even  the  Most  |  High, 

thy  I  habi-  |  tation, 

4  There  shall  no  evil  be-  |  fall —  |  thee,   |   neither  shall  any  |  plague  come  |  nigh  thy  | 

dwelling. 

5  For  he  shall  give  his  angels  charge  |  over  |  thee,  I  to  |  keep  thee- "in  |  all  thy  |  ways. 

6  They  shall  bear  thee  up  |  in  their  |  hands,   I   lest  thou  dash  thy  |  foot  a-  |  gainst  a  | 

stone. 

7  Thou  shalt  tread  upon  the  |  lion  and  |  adder;   |  the  young  lion  and  the  dragon  shalt 

thou  I  trample  |  under  |  feet. 

8  Because  he  hath  set  his  love  upon  me,  therefore  will  I  de-  |  liver  (  him :   |   I  will  set 

him  on  high,  because  |  he  hath  |  known  my  |  Name. 

9  He  shall  call  upon  me,  and  I  will  |  answer  |  him:   I   I  will  be  with  him  in  trouble;  I 

will  deliver  |  him,  and  |  honor  |  him. 

10  With  long  life  will  I  |  satis-  |  fy  him,   I  and  |  show  him  |  my  sal-  |  vation. 


LEVA VI  OCULOS.        (1.) 


LEVA VI  OCULOS.  (2.)  Buobikghaii. 
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Psalm  cxxi. 

1  I  WILL  lift  up  mine  eyes  un-  |  to  the  |  hills,   |  from  |  whence —  |  cometh-"my  |  help. 

2  My  help  cometh  |  from  the  |  Lord,   |   who  |  made —  |  heaven  and  |  earth. 


3  He  will  not  suffer  thy  foot  |  to  be  |  moved!   I   he  that  |  keepeth-'thee  |  will  not  ( 

slumber. 

4  Behold,  he  that  keepeth  |  Is-ra-  |  el,    ||  shall  not  |  slum |  ber  nor  |  sleep. 

5  The  Lord  |  is  thy  |  keeper;   I   the  Lord  is  thy  shade  up-  |  on  thy  |  right —  |  hand. 

6  The  sun  shall  not  smite  |  thee  by  |  day,   ||  nor  the  |  moon —  |  by —  |  night. 

7  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  |  from  all  |  evil ;   J   he  |  shall  pre-  |  serve  thy  |  soul. 

8  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thy  going  out,  and  thy  |  coming  |  in,    |   from  this  time  forth, 

and  I  even --for  |  ever-  |  more. 
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Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  God  of  Sabaoth ;  heaven  and  earth  are  full  |  of  thy  |  glory. 

Hosanna  in  the  highest !    Blessed  is  he  that  cometh  in  the  name  of  the  Lord.    Ho-  | 
sanna  |  in  the  |  highest ! 


TERSANCTUS. 
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Therefore  with  angels  and  archangels, ) 

and  with  all  the  company  of )  heaven,  i  We  laud  and  magnify  thy  glorious |  namoi    ) 
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THY    AATILL    BE    DONE. 


Ibajlo  Bakkb  Woodbitbt. 
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1  "Thy  will  be  |  done!"  |  In  devious  way 
The  hurrying  stream  of  |  life  may  |  run ;  I 

Yet  still  our  grateful  hearts  shall  say,  | 
"Thy  will  be  |  done!" 

2  "Thy  will  be  |  done!"  |  If  o'er  us  shine 
A  gladdening  and  a  |  prosperous  |  sun,   I 


This  prayer  will  make  it  more  divine :  | 
"Thy  will  be  |  done!" 

3  "Thy  will  be   |   done!"     J    Though 
shrouded  o'er 
Our  I  path  with  |  gloom,  |  one  comfort, 
one 
Is  ours :  to  breathe,  while  we  adore,  | 
"Thy  will  be  |  done!" 

Sir  Jclbn  Bowrinff . 


A    LOWLY    SPIRIT. 


Samubl  p.  Wabbbn. 
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And  then  we  turn  away;  and  |  still  thy  | 
kindness   \ 
Pardons  |  our —  \  blindness. 

5  Who  can  resist  thy  gentle  |  call,  ap- 

I  pealing  | 
To  every  generous  thought  and  |  grateful 

I  feeling?   || 
That  voice  paternal,  whispering,  |  watch- 
ing I  ever?   I 
My  I  bosom?  |  Never! 

6  Father  and  Saviour!   plant  vsrithin  that 

bosom 
These  |  seeds  of  |  holiness,  |  and  bid  them 

I  blossom 
In  I  fragrance,    |    and  in  beauty  |  bright 
and  I  vernal,   | 
And  [  spring  e-  |  temal. 

7  Then   place  them  in  those  everlasting 

gardens, 
Where  |  angels  |  walk  |  and  seraphs  |  are 

the  I  wardens;   | 
Where  every  flower  that  creeps  through  | 

death's  dark  ]  portal    I 
Be-  I  comes  im-  |  mortal. 

Sir  John  Bowtinc. 


A  lowly  spirit. 

1  From  the  recesses  of  a  lowly  spirit 

My  humble  |  prayer  as-  |  cends;     I    O  | 

Father,  |  hear  it;   | 
Upsoaring  on  the  wings  of  |  fear  and  | 

meekness,    | 
For-  I  give  its  |  weakness. 

2  I   know,  I   feel,  how  mean  and  |  how 

un-  I  worthy   | 
The  trembling  sacrifice  I  |  pour  be-  |  fore 

thee;   \ 
What   can    I    offer  in   thy   |    presence   | 

holy  II 
But  I  sin  and  j  folly? 

3  For  in  thy  sight,  who  every  |  bosom  | 

viewest,   || 
Cold  are  our  warmest  vows,  and  |  vain 

our  I  truest;   || 
Thoughts  of  a  hurrj^ing  hour,  our   j    lips 

re-  I  peat  them,    \ 
Our  I  hearts  for-  j  get  them. 

4  We  see  thy  hand;  it  leads  us,  j  it  sup- 

I  ports  us :   || 
We  hear  thy  voice ;  it  counsels  j  and  it  | 
courts  us;   ) 
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[The  lines  printed  in  Roman  may  be  read  by  the  minister,  and  those  printed  in  Italics  sung  by  the  choir.] 

Psalm  xc. 

1  Lord,  thou  hast  |  been  our  J  dwelling-place    |   in  |  all —  |  gener-  ]  ations. 

2  Before  the  mountains  were  brought  forth,  or  ever  thou  hadst  formed  the  earth  \  and 

the  I  worldy    \  even  from  everlasting  to  everlasting,  \  thou —  |  art —  |  God, 

3  Thou  tumest  man  |  to  de-  |  struction;    |    and  sayest,  Re-  |  turn,  ye  |  children* -of  | 

men. 

4  For  a  thousand  years  in  thy  sight  are  but  as  yesterday  when  \  it  is  \  past,    \    and  \ 

as  a  I  watch- -in  the  \  night, 

6  Thou  earnest  them  away  as  with  a  flood ;  they  are  |  as  a  |  sleep :    |   in  the  morning 
they  are  like  |  grass  which  I  groweth  |  up. 

6  In  the  morning  it  fiourisheth,  and  \  groweth  \up  ;  \    in  the  evening  it  is  cut  \  down 

and  I  wither-  \  eth, 

7  For  we  are  consumed  |  by  thine  I  anger,    |    and  by  thy  |  wrath —  |  are  we  |  troubled. 

8  Thou  hast  set  our  iniquities  be-  \  fore —  |  thee,     |    our  secret  sins  in  the  \  light  of  \ 

thy —  I  countenance, 

9  For  all  our  days  are  passed  away  |  in  thy  |  wrath ;    |    we  spend  our  years  |  as  a  | 

tale- -that  is  |  told. 

10  The  days  of  our  years  are  threescore  \  years  and  \  ten;    \    and  if  by  reason  of 

strength  they  be  fourscore  years,  yet  is  their  strength  labor  and  sorrow;  for  it  is 
soon  cut  off,  I  and  we  \  fly  a- \  way, 

11  Who  knoweth  the  power  |  of  thine  |  anger?    I    even  according  to  thy  fear,  |  so —  | 

is  thy  I  wrath. 

12  So  teach  us  to  \  number' -our  \  days,     \     that  we  may  apply  our  \  hearts—  \  unto  \ 

wisdom, 

13  Return,   O  |  Lord,   how  |  long?    I    and   let  it  repent  |  thee   con-  |  ceming--thy  | 

servants. 

14  O  satisfy  us  early  \  with  thy  \  mercy;     \     that  we  may  rejoice  and  be  \glad—'  \ 

all  our  I  days. 

15  Make  us  glad  according  to  the  days  wherein  |  thou --hast  af-  |  flicted  us,    )    and  the 

years  wherehi  |  we  have  |  seen —  |  evil. 

16  Let  thy  work  appear  un-  \  to  thy  |  servants,    \    and  thy  \  glory  un-  |  to  their  \ 

children; 

♦17  And  let  the  beauty  of  the  Lord  our  God  |  be  up-  I  on  us :    I    and  establish  thou  the 
work  of  our  hands  upon  us ;  yea,  the  work  of  our  |  hands,  es-  |  tablish  thou  |  it. 

*  If  double  chant  be  used,  begin  at  middle  of  chant. 
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DOMINUS    REGIT    ME. 
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Psalm  xxiii. 

1  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd;  I  \  shall  not  |  want;  I  he  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green 

pastures ;  he  leadeth  me  beside  the  |  still —  |  waters. 

2  He  restoreth   my  soul;    he   leadeth  me   in   the   paths  of  righteousness  for  his  I 

name's —  |  sake.   I   Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  deati, 
I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  thou  art  with  me ;  thy  rod  and  thy  staff  |  they —  |  comfort  me. 

3  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me,  in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies ;  thou  anointest  my 

head  with  oil;  my  |  cup- "runneth  |  over.    |   Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow 
me  all  the  days  of  my  hfe ;  and  I  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  |  Lord  for-  |  ever.   | 
A-  I  men. 


Unknown. 
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Matt,  xi,  28-30.     Rev.  xxii,  17. 

1  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  |  heavy-  |  laden,   |  and  |  I  will  |  give  you  | 

rest. 

2  Take  my  yoke  upon  you,  and  learn  of  me;  for  I  am  meek  and  |  lowly -in  |  heart:   | 

and  ye  shall  find  |  rest" unto  j  your —  |  souls. 

3  For  my  yoke  is  easy,  and  my  |  burden  "is  |  light,    I    for  my  yoke  is  easy,  |  and  my  | 

burden- -is  )  light. 

4  And  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come.    And  let  him  that  |  heareth,--say,  |  Come.   || 

And  let  him  that  is  athirst  come;  and  whosoever  will,  let  him  take  the  |  water- - 
of  I  life —  I  freely.  A-  |  men. 
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Glo  -  Tj  be   to    the    Father,       and    to   the    Son,  and    to     the    Ho  -  I7    Ghost, 
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was  in  the  be  -  ginnhig,    is  now,  and  er  -  er   shall  be,    world  without  end.  A  -  men,  A  -  men. 
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OCCASIONAL  PIECES  AND  CHANTS. 

THE   FOUR    LAST   THINGS.  Biobthovkn  and  T- 

Deatb. 


1.  We  are  dy  -  ing  day  by    day;  Soon  from  earth  we  pass  a- way;  Lord  of  life,  to  thee  we    pray; 

2.  In    the  gloom  tny  light  provide;  Safely  through  the  valley  guide;  Thee  we  trust^for  thou  hast  died; 


3~ 


i=?: 


ja   a> 


P— t 


FFM^ 


*^ 


f=f 


-Tfrrfv^ 


fc=^ 


T.* 
Judgment. 


a; 


t=t 


^s 


{f 


«- 


122 


Fhi 


|3=^ 


-<^ 


■»--<§? 


rf^ 


-tf?- 


1^ 


-0 — #- 


}2g 


Hear  us,    ho  -  ly      Je  -    sns. 

Hear  us,   ho  -  ly     Je  -    sns.  3.  When  thy  summons  we  obey   On  the    dreadful   judgment-day. 


1.    I 


i:dz 


^ 


t=i: 


g   \v 


^M 


:3L 


i 


■9    -4- 


Jt.=« 


T.* 
HeU. 


^^ 


^ 


2^ 


z?- 


3i 


t^- 


■tS^- 


f=f 


-»■ 


Unison. 
Let  not  fear  our  souls  dismay, Hear  us,  holy  Jesus.  4.  From  the  awful  place  of  doom,Where  inrayless 
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outer  gloom  Dead  souls  Ue  as  in     a    tomb.  Save  us,  ho- ly    Jesus.  6.  Where  thy  saints  in  glory  reign, 

6.  Where,  with  loved  ones  gone  before, 
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Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  pain.  Pure  from  ev-ery    guilty  stain.  Bring  us,  ho  -  ly       Je    -    tns. 
We  may  love  thee  and    a  -  aore  In   thy  presence    ev-  er-more.  Bring  us,  ho  -  ly       Je    -    sus. 
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7       (SINGLE.)         Rev.  Wm.  Fki^ton. 
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ADXAH 238 

Albyn 126 

Aletta 77,172 

Alford 398 

AU  Saints 46 

Amantufl 288 

America 412 

Ames 75 

Amsterdam 401 

Andrews 14 

Anffels'Sonff 402 

Antloch 68 

Appleton 289,  843 

Ariel 11,275 

Arlington 15,218 

Armenia 295 

Amheim 341 

Ashwell 144,364 

Aubumdale 140 

Aurella 234 

Austria. 290 

Autumn 94,818 

Avon 196 

Aylesbury 428 

Azmon 5, 115, 192 

Badka 161 

Balerma 136 

Baptlste 88 

Barby 173 

Bartholdy...... 305 

Belmont 24, 57 

Bemerton 45, 151 

Benevento   354 

Benjamin 216 

Bernard 396 

Bethany 267 

Beulah 400 

Bishop 220 

Blumenthal 266 

Bolton  418 

Boylston..  .148,212,332 

Brest 883 

Bridgewater 425 

Bridgman 191 

Bristol 362 

Bromley 276 

Browne 284 

Burllngton..llO,  158, 885 

Gaddo 226 

Caledonia 208 

Calvary 84 

Cambridge 119 

Capello 188,867 

Carlisle 96 

Carol 72 

Cary  892 

Charles 882 

Chesterfield 102 

China 860 

Christ  Church 98 

Christmas 72 


L.  M.  6 1 Lowell  Mason.  (Christus  Victor).. ..  206 
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8, 7, 4 Rev.  John  Black, 

7. Wm.  B.  Bradbury, 

7. 6,  8,  6..  ,Bev.  J,  B.  Dykes. 

L.  M WiJUiam  Knavp. 

8.  U.-Bev,  Dr.  Muhlenberg, 

6,  4 H.  Carey. 

L.  M Sig.  Neiikomm. 

7,  6,  7 James  Na/res. 

CM Ren.  John  Black. 

11, 10 Rev,  J.  B.  Dykes. 

CM Handel. 

L.  M William  Boyce. 

C  P.  M .  arr.by  LoweU  Mason. 

CM Thomas  A.  Ame. 
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L.  M Samv^  Holyoke. 

L.  M LovxU  Ma^son. 

C  P.  M O.L.  Carter. 

7,6 8.8.  Wesley. 

8. 7.  D Haydn. 
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CM Hugh  Wilson. 

S.  M James  Oreen. 
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8,  M Oerman  Melody. 
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CM Samuel  Webbe. 
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7.  D Samuel  Webbe. 
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7.  D J,  Blumenthal. 

7,6 John  Walsh. 

S.  M LoweU  Mason. 
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L.  M Lewis  Edson. 

CM Beethoven. 

L.  M E.L.  White. 

7,  6,  7. . .London  Tune  Book. 

6, 8, 4 Miss  Browne. 

CM .J.F,  Bmrowes. 

CM Wm. B.  Bradbury. 

7,7,7,6 Scotch. 

8,7,4 Samu£l  Stanley. 

CM John  Randau. 

8.  M LoweU  Mason. 

5.  M Charles  Lockhart. 

CM.  D R.S.  WiUis. 

6.  [Irregular.]... £7.  2V)Mr;^. 

8,  7 J".  Parker. 

CM..  .Rev.  Thomas  Haweis. 

CM Timothy  Sv)an. 

H.  M Charles  SteggaU. 
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Church 201 

Clapton 215 

Clare 303 

Cleansing  Fountain  117 

Clinton 244 

Colman 88,828 

Come,  ye  Discon ....  253 
Come,  ye  Sinners..  429 

Communion 80 

Concord 431 

Contrast 277 

CooUng 247 

Cornell 293 

Coronation 95, 808 

Cowper 117 

Creation 50 

DARLET 167 

Darwall 10 

David 62 

Dedham 200 

Dennis 65,298 

Desire 899 

Devizes 884 

Diademata 98 

Dijon 34 

Ditson 861 

Dix 53,67 

Dort 87 

Dover 108 

Downs 158 

Duane  Street 430 

Duke  Street..26, 820, 417 

Dulcetta 270 

Dundee 58,312,824 

Durbin 174 

Dwlght 230 

Dyer 77 

EATON 239 

Edinburgh 211 

Elah 207 

Ellzabethtown . .  105, 295 

EUacombe 21 

EUesdie 236 

Eltham 347 

Emmons 258 

Endslelgh 235 

Eman 336 

Essex 99 

Eucharist 79 

Evan 156,190 

Evanston 155 

Evening  Hymn 89 

Even  Me 143 

Eventide 85 

Ewlng 897 

Exhortation 431 

Expostulation 124 
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Faben 849 

Fade,  fade,  each  ...  274 


6, 5 Sir  A.  S.  SuUivan. 

CM J,  P.  Holbrook. 

S.  M .Rev.  Wm.  Jones. 

7, 6 Hubert  P.  Main. 

CM .Western  Melody. 
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6. 4. 6 Theo,  E.  Perkina, 
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Fillmore 229 

Fisk 172 

Fortress 61 

Frederick 369 
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Fulton 100 

Galilee 205 

Ganges 243 

Gauntlett 395 

Gaylord 381 

Geneva 426 

Germany 78 

Gethsemane 84,  407 

Gllead 27 

Going  Home 404 

Gould 227 

Grace  Church ....  89,  378 

Grasmere 252 

Gratitude 420 

Greek  Hymn 390 

Greenville 22,  126 

Greenwood 185 

Grey 144 

Grigg 152 

Griswold 307 

Habakkuk 196 

Hall 202 
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Haydn 64 
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Henley 240 

Herald  Angels 71 
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Hollingslde 129 
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In  the  Silent  Mid...  139 
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Jefferson 413 

Jeshurun 250 
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Judgment  Hymn ...  382 
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Laban 214 

Langton 96 
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Hastings,  T.,  b.  1784,  d.  1872.    Hymns  177,  386,  646, 

912, 1002. 
Hattield,  Rev.  Edwin  F.,  D.D.,  b.  1807.    Hymn  895. 
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Hawks,  Mrs.  Annie  Sherwood,  b.  1885.    Hymn  760. 
Heath,  George,  b.  1781.    H]/mn  661. 
Hebsr,  Bp.  Reginald,  D.D..  b.  1783,  d.  1826.    Hymns 

88,  71, 186, 186,  873,  387,  875,  980,  999,  1114. 
Hedge,  Rev.  Frederick  H.,  D.D.,  b.  1605.   Hj/mn  IW. 
Heginbotham,  Rev.  Ottiwell,  b.  1744,  d.  1768.  Hymns 

294,706. 
HKMAiVBjMrs.  Felicia  Dorothea, b.l7M,d.l686.  Hi/mns 

618}  v66|  lOON 


HERVEY,  Rev.  James,  b.  1714.  d.  1758.    Ht/rnn  615. 
Herzog,  John  F.  b.  1647,  d.  1699.    Himin  114. 
HiLLHOUSE,  Augustus  L.,  b.  1792,  d.  1859.  H]/mn  444. 
HoLDEN,  Oliver.    Hymn  717. 
Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell,  M.D.  b.  1809.    Hymns  135, 

629. 
Hopkins,  Josiah,  b.  1786,  d.  1862.    Hi^mn  835. 
How,  Rev.  William  Walsham,  b.  1823.  Hymns  213, 892. 
HUNTER,  Rev.  William,  D.D.,  b.  1811,  d.  1877.   Hymns 

986,1072. 
HUNTiKODON,  Selina,  Countess  of,  b-  1707,  d.  1791. 

fiymn  1027. 
Huntington,  Bp.  Frederick  Dan,  D.D.,b.  1819.  Hymn 

1049. 
Hutton,  James,  b.  1715,  d.  1795.    Hwnn  83. 
Hyde,  Mrs.  Ann  Beadley,  d.  1872.   Hymn  353. 

Irons,  Rev.  William  Josiah,  D.D.,  b.  1812.    Hymns 
225,  614. 

Jacobi,  John  Christian,  (1722.)    Hymn  265. 
Jervis,  Rev.  Thomas,  b.  1748,  d.  1793.    fiymn  48. 
John  of  Damascus,  d.  ahout  780.   Hymn  230. 
JONES,  Rev.  Edmund,  b.  1722,  d.  1765.    Hymn  360. 
Joseph  of  the  Studium,  b.  806,  d.  883.    Hymn  640. 
JuDKiN,  Rev.  Thomas  James,  b.  1788,  d.  1811.   Hymns 

253,266. 
JUDSON,  Rev.  Adoniram,  D.D.,  b.  1788,  d.  1860.  Hymn 

716. 

Eeble,  Rev.  John,  b.  1792,  d.  1866.    Hymns  102;  108, 

501, 1080. 
Kelly,  Rev.  Thomas,  b.  1769,  d.  1856.    Hymns  54,  58, 

208,  226,  235,  249,  256,  561,  677.  767,  768. 
KEMPTHORNE,  Rov.  Johu,  b.  1775,  d.  1888.    Hymn  57. 
Ken,  Bp.  Thomas,  D.D.,  b.l637,  d.l711.  Hymns  106, 106. 
KEITH,  George,  (1787.)    Hymn  679. 
Kethe,  Rev.  William,  b.  1561.    Hymn  11. 
King,  John,  b.  1788,  d.  1856.    H}/mn  883. 
Knowles,  James  D.,  b.  1706,  d.  1838.   Hymn  870. 

Lange,  Rev.  Ernest,  b.  1660,  d.  1727.  Hymns  126, 187. 
Lange,  Rev.  Joachim,  D.D.,  b.  1670,  d.  1744.  Ht/mn  474. 
Leeson,  Miss  Jane  £.,  (1668.)    Hymn  889. 
Leland,  Rev.  John,  b.  1754,  d.  1841.    Hi/mn  113. 
Livingstone,  Rev.  John  H.,  D.D.,  (1789.)   Hymn  449. 
Lloyd,  William  Freeman,  b.  1791,  d.  1653.  Hymn  687. 
Logan,  Rev.  John,  b.  1748,  d.  1788.   Hymn  810. 
Longfellow,  Rev.  Samuel,  b.  1819.   Hymns  109, 963, 

598. 
Luke,  Mrs.  Jemima,  b.  1818.    Hymn  860. 
Luther,  Martin,  b.  1463,  d.  1646.    Hymns  166,  911. 
Lyte,  Rev.  Henry  Francis,  b.  1798,  d.  1847.  Hymns  87, 

93, 158,  635,  643,  734, 10^ 

McCheyne,  Rev.  Robert  Murray,  b.1818,  d.l818.  Hymn 

1079. 
McCOMB.   Hvmn  441. 

Macduff,  Rev.  John  Robert,  (1853.)    Hymn  1016. 
Mace,  Mrs.  Frances  L.,  b.  1686.    Hwnn  644. 
Mack  AY,  Mrs.  Margaret,  b.  1601.    Hymn  979. 
Malan,  Rev.  Abraham  Henri  Csesar,  D.D.,  b,  1787, 

d.l664.    Hymn  993. 
Mant,  Bp.  Richard,  b.  1776,  d.  1846.    Hymn  66. 
March,  Rev.  Daniel,  b.  1816.    Hymn  607. 
Marcy,  Mrs.  Elizabeth  E.^b.  1622.    Hymn  665. 
Marriott,  Rev.  John,  b.  1780,  d.  1825.   JEfvnm  918. 
Marsden,  Rev.  Joshua,  b.  1777,  d.  1837.    fl]/mn  989. 
Mason,  Miss  Mary  Jane,  b.  1822.   Hymn  748. 
Mason,  Rev.  John,  d.  1694.   Hymn  99. 
Massie,  Richard,  b.  1600.  Hvmn  756. 
Maude,  Mrs.  Mary  Fawler,  (1648.)    Hymn  465. 
Medley,  Roy.  Samuel,  b.  1736,  d.  1799.    Hymns  199, 

242,  323,  743. 
Merrick,  Rev.  James,  b.  1790,  d.  1789.    Hynm  617. 
MiDLANE,  Albert,  b.  1625.  Hymn  357. 
Miller,  Mrs.  Emily  Huntington,  b.  1888.   Hymns  882, 

886 
Milton,  John,  b.  1608,  d.  1674.    Hymns  145,  769, 815. 
MONSELL,  Rev.  John  Samuel  Bewley,  LL.D.,  b.  1811, 

d.1875.    Hymrw  282, 548,  729,  rae,  808, 1015,  IQQIi 
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MomaOMSRT,  Jamet,  b.  1771,  d,  18B4.  Hymns  S,  M,  35, 
40,  68,  79.  89,  166,  166,  179,  181,  189, 191,  306,  223, 
276,  288, 288,  S41,  368, 403,  464,  676,  699, 639,  600,  668, 
698,  710,  750,  781, 788,  8S6,  868,  861, 882,  909, 916,  938, 
969,  990,  992,  1000,  1009, 1048,  1060,  1087. 

MOORE,  Thomas,  b.  1779,  d.  1862.    Hymm  611,  68S. 

More,  Henry,  b.  1614,  d.  1687.    Humn  268. 

Morris,  George  P.,  b.  18Q2,  d.  1864.    Hymn  1012. 

Morrison,  Rev.  Jobn,  D.D.,  b.  1749,  d.  17i98.  Hymns  184, 
561. 

Mote,  Rev.  Edward,  b,  1797.   Hymn  421. 

Muhlenberg,  Rev.  William  Augustus,  D.D.,  b.  1796, 
d.  1877.  Hymm  388,  485,  888,  998. 

Neals,  Rev.  John  Mason,  D.D.,  b.  1818,  d.  1866.  Hymns 

199,  230,  640,  866,  859,  1047, 1068, 1059, 1060,  1061. 
Nkvin,  Rev.  Edwin  H.,  D.D.,  b.  1814.   Hymn  781. 
Newman,  Rev.  Jobn  Henry,  D.D.^  b.  1801.    HymnsfXV^ 

682  708. 
Newton,  Rev.  John,  b.  1726,  d.  1807.   Hymns  28, 63, 88, 

141, 316,  423, 427, 498, 516, 546, 718,  747, 776,  966,  1029. 
NOEL,  Hon.  and  Rev.  Baptist  Wrlothesley,  b,  1799,  d. 

1878.    H|/mn8  266,  633. 
NOEL,  Hon.  and  Rev.  Gerard  Thomas,  b.  1782,  d.  1851. 

Hymn  839. 

Oberlin,  Rev.  Jean  Frederic,  b.  1740,  d.  1826.  Hymn  686. 
Outers,  Rev.  Thomas,  b.  1726,  d.  1799.    Hymns  733, 

1075,  1076,  1077. 
Onderdonk,  Bp.  Henry  Ustick,  b.  1789,  d.  1868.    Hymn 

356. 
Opie,  Mrs.  Amelia,  b.  1769,  d.  1853.    Hymn  122. 

Palmer,  Rev.  Ray,  D.D.,  b.  1808.    Hymns  240, 284, 691, 

714,  762,  849,  921,  1055. 
PARK,  Rev.  Roswell,  b.  1807,  d.  1869.    Hymn  863. 
Peabodt.  Rev.  William  Bourn  Oliver,  D.D.,  b.  1799,  d. 

1847.  Hymns  898,  974. 
Peacock,  John,  (1776.)   Hymn  828. 
Perronet,  Rev.  Edward,  a.  1792.    Hymn  248. 
Phillips,  Harriet.    Hymn  884. 
PiERPONT,  Rev.  John,  b.  1785,  d.  1866.    Hifmns  36, 867. 
Plumptre,  Rev.  Edward  Hayes,  D.D.^  b.  1821.    Hymn 

1099. 
Pope,  Alexander,  b.  1688,  d.  1744.    Hymn  969. 
Pott,  Rev.  Francis,  (1861.)    Hymn  949. 
Prentiss,   Mrs.  Elizabeth  Payson,  b.  1819,  d.  1860. 

HiAmn726 

Raffles,  Rev.  Thomas,  D.D.,  b.  1788,  d.  1863.    Hymns 

45,  380, 1067. 
Rambach,  J.  J.,  b.  1693,  d.  1735.    Hj/mn  826. 
Rawson,  Greorge,  b.  1807.    Hymns  499,  850. 
Reed,  Rev.  Andrew,  D.D.,  b.  1787,  d.  1862.   Hymns  287, 

278,  343,  409. 
Rice,  Mrs.  Gai-oline  Laura,  b.  1819.    Hymn  878. 
Richardson,  Charlotte,  (1806.)    Hymn  632. 
Richter,  Rev.  Christian  Frledrich,  D.D.,  b.  1676,  d. 

1711.    Hymrw  394,  631. 
RiNGWALDT,  Rev.BarthoIomaus,b.  1530,  d.  1598.  Hymn 

1028. 
Robert  II.,  King  of  France,  b.  972,  d.  1031.  Hymn  284. 
Roberts,  Thomas,  (1804.)    Humn  761. 
Robins,  Gurdon.  Hymn  1041. 
Robinson,  George,  (1842.)    Hymns  800, 864. 
Robinson,  Rev.  Robert,  b.  1735,  d.  1790.  Hymns  148,726. 
RoscoE,  Rev.  J.   Hymn  628. 
RoscoE,  Rev.  William,  b.  1762,  d.  1831.    Hymn  1103. 
ROTHE,  Rev.  Johann  Andreas,  b.  1688,  d.  1758.    Hymns 

420,649. 
Rous,  Francis,  b.  1679,  d.  1668.    Hymn  156. 
Ryland,  Rev.  John,  D.D.,  b.  1763,  d.  1826.    Hymn  175. 
Rtle,  Rev.  J.  C.    Hym7i  843. 

Sargent,  Lucius  Manlius,  b.  1786,  d.  1867.    Hymn  901. 
SCHEFFLER,  Johauu  Augelus,  b.  1024,  d.l677.  Hymns 

119,  478. 
SCHMOLKE,  Rev.  Benjamin,  b.  1672,  d.  1737.    Hymns 

228,654. 
800TT,  Elizabeth,  (about  1763.)    Hymns  73, 112. 
Scott,  Rev.  Thomas,  d.  1776.    Hymn  845. 
SOOTT,  Sir  Walter,  b.  1771,  d.  18^.    Hymns  163, 1017. 


Seaorate,  Bev.  Robert,  b.  1603.    Hymn  1008. 
Sears,  Rev.  Edmund  Hamilton,  D.D.,  b.  1810,  d.  1876. 

Hymna  194, 196. 
Seymour,  Aaron  Ooasly  Hobart,  b.  1780.    Hymn  908. 
Shepherd,  Thomas,  b.  1666,  d.  1739.    Hymn  666. 
Shirley,  Hon.  and  Rev.  Walter,  b.  1726,  d.  1786.  Hymm 

52,730. 
Shrubsole,  William,  Jr., b.l759,d.l829.  Hi/mn«  110,920. 
SiGOURNEY.  Mrs.  Lydia  Huntley,  b.  1791,  d.  1866.  Hi/m7U 

287, 414, 578, 1008. 
Smith,  Sir  James  Edward,  M.D.,  b.  1759,  d.  1828.  Hymns 

67,630. 
Smith,  Rev.  Samuel  Francis,  D  J).,  b.  1806.     Hymns 

92, 982, 1089. 
Smythe,  Rev.  Edwin,  (1793.)    Hymn  59. 
Spanoenbero,  Bp.  Augustus  Crottlieb,  b.  1704,  d.  1792. 

Hymn  811. 
Spitta,  Rev.  Carl  Johann  P.,  b.  1801,  d.  1869.    Hymns 

765, 1010. 
Stanley,  Rev.  Arthur  Penrhyn,  D.D.,  b.  1816.    Hymns 

200,1023. 
Steele,  Miss  Anne,  b.  1717,  d.  1778.  Hymns  63, 64, 100, 

252,  299,  306, 309, 313, 326, 663, 664, 610,  661, 674, 862, 

962, 1051,  1096,  1101. 
Steele,  Mrs.  Harriet  Binney.  b.  1826.    Hymn  874. 
Stennett,  Rev.  Joseph,  D.D.,  o.  1663,  d.  1713.  Hymn  82. 
Stennett,  Rev.  Samuel,  D.D.,  b.  1727,  d.  1796.  Hymns 

218,  241,  296,  322,  504,  987, 1038. 
Sternhold,  Thomas,  d.  1649.    Hymn  162. 
Stocker,  John,  (1776.)    Hymn  262. 
Stowell,  Rev.  Hugh,  b.  17^,  d.  1866.    Hymn  684. 
Straphan,  Joseph,  b.  1757.    Humn  877. 
Strong,  Rev.  Nathan,  b.  1748,  d.  1816.    Hymn  1093. 
SwAiN,  Rev.  Joseph,  b.  1761,  d.  1796.    Hymns  759,  780. 

Tappan,  William  Bingham,  b.  1794,  d.  1849.    Hymns 

217, 1039. 
Tate,  Nahum,  b.  1652,  d.  1715.    Hj/mn  120. 
Tate  and  Brady,  (1696.)  Hymns  13, 192,  550, 1097. 
Tennyson,  Alfred,  b.  1809.    Hymn  375. 
Tersteegen,  Gerhard,  b.  1607,  d.  1760.  Hymns  47, 362, 

477  496  695 
Thomas  of'celano,  (1260.)    Hymn  1023. 
Thompson,  Rev.  Alexander  Ramsay,  (1822.)  Hymn  670. 
Thomson,  Rev.  John,  b.  1782,  d.  1818.    Hymn  159. 
Thrupp,  Miss  Dorothy  Ann,  b.  1779,  d.  1847.  Hymn  872. 
TOKE,  Mrs.  Emma,  b.  1812.    Hymn  236. 
TOPLADY,  Rev.  Augustus  Montague,  b.  1740,  d.  1778. 

Hymnx  415,  534,  612,  633,  636,  8^  1004. 
TURNEY,  Rev.  Edward,  b.  1817,  d.  1872.    Hymn  837. 
Tuttiett,  Rev.  Laurence,  b.  1826.   Hymn  568. 

Unknown.  Hymm  60, 65, 101, 199, 247, 580, 584,  652, 
687,  711,  TO7,  728,  778,  838,  847,  860,  873,  876,  887, 
890,  809,  942,  075,  1044, 1052, 1091, 1100. 

ViCTORiNUS  Santolius,  b,  1630,  d.  1697.    Hymn  49. 
Yoke,  Mrs.  (1806.)    Hymns  917,  918,  928. 

Walford,  Rev.  William  W.,  (1849.)   Hymn  688. 

Walker,  Rev.  John,  b.  1769,  d.  1833.    Hymn  18. 

Wallace,  Rev.  John  Aikman,  b.  1802,  d.  1870.  Hymn 
707. 

Wardlaw,  Rev.  Ralph,  D.D.,  b.  1779,  d.  1863.  Hymn 
721. 

Ware,  Rev.  Henry,  Jr.,  D.D.,  b.  1793,  d.  1848.  Hymns 
227  868 

Waring,  Miss  Anna  Letitia,  (1850.)  Hymns  610, 642, 
676, 676. 

Warner,  Miss  Anna  B.    Hymn  672. 

Warren,  Rev.  William  Fairneld,  D.D.,  b.  1833.  Hymn 
272. 

Waterbury,  Jared  Bell,  b.  1799,  d.  1876.    Hymn  666. 

Watts,  Alaric  Alexander,  b.  1797,  d.  1864.  Hymn  807. 

Watts,  Rev.  Isaac,  DD.,  b.  1674,  d.  1748.  Hymns  2, 3, 
8,  9,  12,  16,  17,  38,  41,  60,  81, 84,  85,  05,  9$  104, 108, 
123,  130,  142, 146,  163, 154, 162, 172, 183, 211, 214, 234, 
243,  264,  277,  292,  302, 304,  806, 310, 324, 826, 391, 418, 
419, 424, 547, 693, 695, 621,  659, 662,  698, 699, 708, 704, 
740,  749,  751,  766, 773, 787, 799, 820, 821, 871, 919, 964, 
066,  070,  972,  976,  964, 965, 005, 1020, 1086. 1037, 104S, 
1046, 1104. 
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1*  111,  119, 


5,  477.  478.  490.  496,  660.  BSl, 

i.lTSs'.  HvniTni31B,46r. 
190,(1.1739.    HumnaTS, 

K. 

i.  1806.    Hymiw  iS,  151. 

Fumn  1108 

a.  d.  1860.    Ht/mn  88B. 

WHiTnnt,  JobnQreeDleal,  b.  180e.    Hanms  IK,  OOB. 
WILES,  M.   Hvmnane. 

WrLUAHS.  Benjamin,  h.  17»,  d.  179S.    Htfrnn  SO. 
WiLL]iHS,UlS9 Helen lfBiia.b.I763,(i.lBa7.  HumnSlS. 
WIUJiHSiItev.Wllliun,  b.lTIT,  (LlIVl.    Humn«  ITl, 

»«. 
WiUis,NBlhan!el  Paj*er,M8((r,(I.18e7,    Hj/mnSflS. 
Wilson.  Mra.  Daniel,    Hymn  669. 
WiMCHESTKR,  Caleb  TbomBa.  b.  1847.    Humn  BM. 
WiHKLEH,aeY.JoliflonJoseph,b.l6ra,cI.17a8.  Hymns 

818,  814. 
WINKWOKTH,  HIsa  CutbarlQe,  h.  IBW.  Humm  14, 118, 

sas,  a59, 488, 40a,  sea,  694.  sx,  1007. 1010. 

WOnnswoitTH,  Bp.  Christopher, D.D., 6, 18OT.  Hymna 

78.  144. 
WRANHHiii.  William,  d,  1838,    HimtnTO. 
WREFORD,  Rer,  John  Ri!yQflll,D.D,.(lS8T.)Hvmn  1098. 
ZiNZEHDORr,  OouDt  Nlcolaus  Ludwlg,  b.  1700,  d.  170O. 
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Gbnesis. 

Clu  V«r.  Hymo. 

1  X,  g  189,  918 

27  9 

a  15  822 

8  19  965,  972 

8  11  266,408 

8  22  1081 

18  27  88>490 

19  17  330 
22  10  .  471 
28  10-19  724 
28  12  690 
28  17  87, 45, 47 

81  42        1075,  1076, 

1077 

82  26    440,458,715, 

787, 738, 739 

Exodus. 

3  6  1075 

13  21  .        87, 171 

14  15  563, 564 

15  11  68 

20  11  72,78 
20  24  40 
25  22  44,  61,  684 
82  10  786 
34  6,  7  817 

Leviticus. 
19  2  131 

25  9  831 

Numbers. 
10  29  781 

28  10  982,  990 

Dbutebonomy. 

5  82  685,  686 

18  15  243 

29  17  930 
82  8  26,  871, 951 
32  81  421,  679 
34  1  •      515, 542 

JoflHUA. 

24  15     101, 447,  573 

I.  Samuel. 

3  18  1006 

7  12  726 

II.  Samuel. 

12  28  1006 

I.  KiKQS. 

8  27     860, 861,  865 
18  88  562 

18  44  986 

19  12  287,  711 
19  18  83. 

(80) 


II.  Kings. 

Cb.  Var.  Hyma. 

7  4  869 

10  15  1078 

I.  Chronicles. 
16  84  18,  25 
28  9  860 

II.  Chronicles. 

6  41        824 

Esther. 

4  16        869 

Job. 

1  21  1012 
3  10  655 
3  19        972 

7  6  950 
7  16        998 

11  7   126, 127, 130 
14  4         805 

1012 
956 
242,  512 
966 
805 
146 
549 
24,916 
164 
805 
894 


14  10 
16  22 
19  26 
21  18 

25  4 

26  14 
29  8 
88  7 
38  41 
404 
42  6 


FaALMB. 


1  1,2 

2  11 

12 

5 

8 

7 

1 

8  8 

9  18 
10  17 

1 
9 


2 
3 
5 
5 

8 


12 

16 


16  11 

17  8 
18 

18  2 
18  9 

18  31 

n  1 

1»5 
1»6 

19  7 

21  4 

22  1 
228 


291 

54 

251 

112, 165 

98 

48 

146 

881 

625 

457 

971 

1000 

661 

105,  455 

152, 176 

556 

152 

628 

188 

824 

919 

482 

100 

215 

131 


Ch. 
28 


24 
26 

27 
27 
27 
27 
27 
27 
29 
29 
80 
81 
32 
32 
82 
83 
34 
34 
35 
36 
36 
37 
37 
89 

39 
89 
40 
40 
41 
42 
42 
42 
43 
44 
45 
46 
46 


46 
46 
47 
47 
48 
48 
48 
50 
50 
51 
51 
51 
51 
51 
55 


Ver.        Hymn. 

156, 179, 180, 

622,  642,  651, 

748,759,761, 

872,  961, 976 

7  237, 261 

8  770 

1  639 

5  660 

7  728 

8  660,712 

9  733 
14  505, 606 

2  805 

3  151 

6  627, 678 
18  637 
1         418 

6  625 

8  255 
12  1082 
1  705 
18  410 
18  51, 330 
5  127 

9  428 
5  672 
31  562, 745 

4  466,  959,  962, 

965 

5  664 

7  624 
1, 2  131 
17  548 
1-8  902 
1, 2  550 
5  650 

7  649, 651 

3  298 
1        1097 

8  6,243 

773 

1   166, 168, 178, 

197,  544,  639, 

773 
8  33 

4  168 

5  246 
8  16 

1  871 

2  764 
14  255 
1  68 
14  294 
2.  891, 503 
5  305 

10  521 

11  890, 549 
17  410 
14  802 

45d 


Ch.  Ver. 
55  17 

57 

57  1 
57  8 


nymn. 

760, 762 

70 

786 

96, 106 


59  16, 17  100 

62  5  605 

63  1  419, 461,  698 
65  1  67 
65  2  282 
65  5  1118 
65  8  95, 127 

65  11  1081, 1082 

66  1  8 

67  50 
67  1  779, 992 

67  4  41 

68  162 

68  18  24 

69  18  160 

71  9  658 

72  4  164, 181, 186 
72  7  8 
72  11  31,  919,  937 

72  15  1,  919- 

73  24  20,  266,  295, 

682,687 

78  26  478,649,997r 

1117 

77  19  174 

78  5, 6  1108 
78  8  896 
78  14  168 
78  68  108 
81  1  19 
84  16, 769 
84  2  66 
84  6  620 
84  7  589 
84  10  88 

84  11  69,  99 

85  6  508 

86  1  819 

86  11  819 

87  8  776 
87  4  867 
87  7  704 

89  15  828,824,881, 

453, 616 

90  1,2    132,964 

91  158 
91  4  169,  656 
91  6  116 
91  11  97, 155,  356 
95  6  8,  43 
97  1  142 

100  11 

100  1^  8,  »,  63 

101  2  521 
Ifia  la  918 


Ch.  Ver. 

Hjrmii. 

103  1,2 

749 

103  8-12 

172 

103  19 

51 

104 

140 

104  1,2 

17, 186, 

142, 151 

105  6 

248 

105  89 

163 

106  1 

420 

106  2 

13 

107  2,8 

25 

107  16 

185 

107  82 

25 

108  1 

516 

118  3 

68 

113  4 

6 

113  7 

154 

116  1 

621 

116  7 

400 

116  12 

458 

116  13 

467 

118  22 

766 

118  24 

74,75 

118  27 

455 

119   296,  297, 298, 

ooo 

119  54 

788 

119  94 

460,757 

119  96 

538 

119  105 

296,  297 

119  111 

299 

119  130 

296 

119  161 

629 

121  1, 2 

746 

121  4 

707 

121  6 

746 

122  1 

89 

122  6 

46 

122  7 

74 

124 

1099, 1108 

125  2 

768, 772 

126  5  i 

i76, 679,  602 

127  1 

809 

180 

665 

130  3 

412 

180  7 

880 

181  1 

408 

182  18 

12,248,920 

133  1  780,782,783, 

797,  799 

186 

145 

136  1 

25 

187  2 

683 

137  6 

770 

139  1-6 

121,128,159 

139  23 

496,784 

142  4 

927 

144  1 

586 

144  12 

865 
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Gk.Tw. 

Hymn. 

145 

756 

145  8 

126 

145  10 

122 

146  7 

1,  692,  740 

146  8 

1,154 

147  14 

1098, 1101 

148 

57 

148  1-18 

16,25,158 

150 

27 

Proverbs. 

1  22  856 

2  10  571 
8  18  51,829 
4  18  824 
4  28  89 
4  27  511,686,784 

6  6  547 

7  2  511 

8  17  872,873,874, 

876 

8  80  881 

10  7  978 

14  84  1100 

16  1  89, 457 

18  10  541 

19  17  904 
22  11  501,  786 
28  26  401 
28  82  890,895,900, 

901 


27  1 

845,  866 

29  25 

818 

EOOLESIAHTES. 

1   2 

647,  662, 911 

1  5-7 

1068 

4  12 

785 

5  1 

89 

5  2 

88 

8  8 

865 

11  1 

575,  578,  603 

11  6 

575 

12  14 

1021 

SoNo  OF  Solomon. 

1  8  719,747 
17  748 

2  1  875 
2  8  794 
2  4  853 
2  17  788 
8  10  1078 
8  11  12 

5  10  700,701,702 

6  10  824 
8  6,7  409,540,544 

Ibaiah. 
2  3         922 
2  4        1101 

8  10  492,  493 
4  5  776 
6  1-7  5,10,18,38, 

40, 48,  56 
6  8   186, 137, 144 

9  2  451 
9  6   184, 191,  248, 

681,  743,  804 
12  1  455 
12  11         935 


Ch.  V«.  Hymn. 

25  8  611 

26  8  178, 468, 524, 

753 

26  12  124,  586 

28  16  766 

30  17  582 

30  18  317,  874 

80  21  555,  686 

32  2  415,  656,  678 

32  20  575 

33  17  1030, 1033, 

1038, 1064 

38  47  1041 

35  10  4,  648,  720, 
909,  947 

37  20  120 

40  1-5  926 

40  8  977 

40  9  19 

40  11  827,  888,  889 

40  12  1118,1115 

40  81  54,  668 

42  3  254 

42  16  1, 169 

43  1,2  646,650,651 

44  1  248 
44  8  268 
44  22  870 

44  23  984 

45  19  21 
45  28  248 
49  15  870,  768 

49  16  770 

50  10  161 

51  9  920,1048 

51  14  923 

52  1,2  775,778,909 
52  8  927 
52  7  767 
52  7-10  451,582,821 
52  11  775 

52  15  944 

53  4  881 
58  6  867,  754 
55  1  326,  362 
55  8  243,842,347,348 
55  4  577,  648 
55  6  860,  899 

55  17  750, 752 

56  7  858 

57  15  44,68,410 

57  20  371 

58  6  311 

59  16  321 

60  1-3  776,  925 

60  18  777 

61  1-8  21,611 

62  8  248 
62  6  823 
62  10  582 
68  8  631 
68  5  827 
68  10  890 
68  11  274 
64  418, 1088 

64  2  518 

65  17  24 

66  1  868 
66  2   60,404,410,412, 

521,558 


JSRIHIAH. 
Ch.  Ver.  Hymn. 

2  2  12,  442 

2  18  431 
8  4  142,  360 
8  22    370,  553,  554, 

557 

5  24  1087 

6  16  358 

8  22  372 

9  28  452 
23  6  878 
23  29              811,368 

31  31  531 

32  27  413 

32  39      782, 790,  792 

49  28  636 

50  5  79,  945 

Lamentations. 

1  12  215,220 
8  19  248 
8  23                     103 

3  24  462,  698 

EZEKIEL. 

8  17  828 
11  19  397,404,558 

33  7  821 
33  11  335,  847,  873, 

374 
47  1  227 

Daniel. 

7  9  6 

9  26  210 

HOSEA. 

4  6  927 
6  1-4  551 

11  4  439, 447 

14  8  740 

Joel. 

2  17  875,1096 

8  18  841,  862 


MiOAH. 


4  8 

6  6-8 

6  9 

7  19 

Habakkuk. 

2  1  505, 

3  2 
3  17 

Hagoai. 
2  7         64, 189, 

Zeohariah. 

1  5 

47 

9  12  479, 

18  1  302,  319, 
14  7 


937 
389 
920 
281 


556 
650 
626 


190 


958 
321 
493 
830 
620 


8  1 
8  3 


Malachi. 


460 


491 
518 


Ch.  Ver.  Hyma. 

8  7  870 

8  17  795 

4  2  411, 704, 789 


Matthew. 

1  21  1 

1  23        128 

2  2   186, 189,  800, 

884,907 

2  10  182 

8  7  308 

8  9  461 

4  16  451,  931 

4  25  744 

5  4  21,  671 
5  6  461 
5  8  501,  521,  546 

5  14  809 

6  6  688,713 
6  9  716 
6  10  268, 470,  517, 

537,  627,  628, 
654 
6  11  141 
6  13  127 
6  21  902,1048,1078 
6  22     475,484 

6  26        141 

7  7  21, 718 
7  11        282 

7  24  764 

8  1  744 
8  2  807, 425 
8  8  494 
8  11  796,  807 
8  20  170 

8  27  1109, 1115 

9  12  898 
9  36  927 
9  37  818 

10  31  178 

11  5  1, 40,  65 
11  12  588 
11  28  828,840,844, 

346,  358,  859, 

303, 426,  584, 

782 

11  30  495,623,785, 

811 

12  20        254 

12  36        1021 

13  8  289,  817 
13  16        821 

13  19  55,  62 

14  14  491 
14  2^-38  684,  686 
14  23  709 
14  27  680 

14  SO        548 

15  25        417 

16  18  768, 764, 766, 

776, 795 

17  2   198, 199,  200 

17  20     446,  667 

18  10         84 

18  20     7,  80, 40 

19  12-14  484,558 
19  13  828 
19  14  878,879,880 


Cb.  Ver. 

Hymn. 

19  26 

418 

20  12 

816 

21  9 

71,77 

21  15 

185,  882 

21  16 

877, 919 

21  42 

76, 766 

22  4 

857,  864 

24  12 

12,277 

24  18 

657 

24  30 

1024 

25  10 

375,  876 

25  25 

955 

25  84 

4 

25  40 

892, 898,  896, 

905 

25  41 

1020 

26  11 

897 

26  26 

888,  885 

26  89 

617 

26  40 

952 

26  41 

565,  689,  716, 

758 

26  42 

628 

26  75 

658 

27  29 

211,  246,  256 

27  36 

780 

27  45 

214,  260 

27  46 

215 

27  51 

215,  224 

27  66 

260 

28  18 

245 

28  19 

276,  826,  829, 

830,  881 

28  20 

781 

Mark. 

1  40 

807 

2  28 

75 

4  28 

575 

4  89 

623 

5  84 

657 

7  87 

673 

8  38 

595,604 

9  24 

802 

10  16 

987 

11  28 

622 

18  81 

528 

16  14 

32 

16  15 

820 

• 

LlTJUfi. 

1  17 

877 

1  79 

943 

2  8 

^         189 

2  10 

188,187,192 

2  18,14     24,26,190, 

193,195,841 

4  18 

1 

5  12 

807,425 

6  21 

627 

8  15 

29 

8  21 

89 

8  25 

1114 

9  28 

690,  601, 648, 

666 

10  6 

799 

10  86 

898 

10  89 

540 

10  40 

709 

10  42 

609 
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18  U 

18  42 

19  41 

21  28 

22  19 

22  42 
22  44 

22  61 

23  6 
23  28 
23  33 
23  34 

23  42 

24  29 
24  32 
24  34 
24  86 
24  39 


Oh.  Vcr.  HymB. 

11  1  43,710 
n  28  29,39 

12  32  569 
12  85  647 

12  49  562,  936 

13  8  951,953 

14  17  364 

14  27  632 

15  2  398 
15  18  393,414,806 
15  20-24        338,  350 

17  6  377 

18  1  589,  689 

484 
201 
405 
913 

833,  835, 836, 

837,  840 

537,618,1002 

217,  221,  234, 

840,  645,  836 

543 

246 

234 

206 

221,  258 

319,  619 

98, 102 

712 

236,  260 

7 

32 

John. 

1  4  489 

1  9  416 

1  14  216,  526 

1  18  288 

1  29  382,822 

3  21  475 

4  20  36 
4  35  598,  607 

636 
382 
835 
277 
400,402 
341 
565,  572 
46 
793 
570 
203 
56 
533 
1089 
313,  318,  483, 
517,  877 
735 
264,  265,  266, 
275,  280,  287, 
411, 424, 480, 
683 

14  19        242 

15  5      124,760 

16  18        266 

16  33        680 

17  9   465, 468, 472, 

488 
17  21        798 


6  21 
6  37 
6  48 
6  63 

6  68 

7  37 
9  4 

10  4 

10  16 

11  9 

11  35 

12  41 

13  9 

14  2 
14  6 

14  13 

14  16 


Ch,  Vsr.  Hymn. 

19  2  222 

19  80  218,  224 

19  34  415 

20  22  80, 263, 267, 

278 

20  25  30 

20  27  32 

20  28  435 

21  15  652 
21  17  725 
21  20  540 

Acts. 

1-3  37,268,270, 
277 

24  227 

89  832 

42  789 

21  261 
12  813, 332 
48  44 
56  680 
11  710 
18  309 
7  422 
9  898 

17  139 

22  496 
26  939 
25, 26  580,  608 
31  367 
24  12,44 
24:-28  135 
28   42, 124, 126, 

127 
35        904 

18  784 


2 

2 

2 

2 

3 

4 

7 

7 

9 

9 

12 

14 

14 

14 

14 

16 

16 

17 

17 

17 

20 

26 


EOMANS. 


1 

1 

3 
4 
4 
4 

4 
5 
5 
5 
5 
5 
5 
6 
8 
8 
8 
8 

8 
8 
8 
9 

10 
11 
11 
11 
12 
13 
13 
14 


4 

20 

17 

5 

6 

18 

20 

5 

6 

8 

16 

17 

20 

6 

1 

2 

11 


6 
88 
837 
367 
418 
626 
667 
378,  508 
304 
832 
321 
535 
1048 
519 
422 
482 
668 


16  271,281,424, 

438,  439 

18  1032 

26  239, 706 
31  591, 596 
28  486 
15  821 
4  33 
12  924 

27  531 
15  891, 902 

11  1053, 1054 

12  1070 
8  110, 600, 864 


Ch.  Ver. 
14  11 
14  12 

14  17 

15  18 


Hyion. 

81 

574 

937 

52,59 


I.  Corinthians. 

2  2   220,456,461, 
722 

2  10  435 
8  7         301 

3  9  816 
3  16        499 

6  20     469,  474 

7  35  39 
10  16        835 

10  31  484,  597 

11  33  833,836 

12  3  435 

13  1  504 
13  12  174 

13  13  703 

14  1  793 

15  20  231,  232,  233 
15  26  245,  251,  908, 

919 
15  42  984,  995 
15  47  207,  259 
15  52     970,  989 

15  55  234,  260,  623, 

985,  989 

16  9         936 
16  13  666,  567,  568 

II.  COBINTHIANS. 

1  22        262 

8  6  277 
3  15  303,  377,  381 

3  18  491 

4  7  1046 

5  1  612, 1056 
5  7  620 
5  8  1055 
5  11  814 
5  14  811,  814 

5  17  602 

6  2  849,  361 

7  5  798 

9  6  904 
11  2  511 
13  11  265, 782, 793 
13  14  53 

Galatians. 

2  9  791 

3  13       18,  236,  315 

4  6      429, 438, 439, 

440,477 
4  15  549,  561 

4  18  560 

5  6  446,786 

6  2      784,  797,  801, 

804, 1068 

6  14    204,  205,  211, 

219 


Ephesians. 


1  6 
1  13 
1  14 


1 
1 


18 

22 


454 
424 

262 
589 
680 


Ch.  Ver.  Hymn. 

2  1  308 

2  8      377,  385,  446, 
765 
2  12  308 

2  14  210 

2  20  816,  856,  857, 

859 
8  8      356,  822 

3  15  1033 
3  17  502 
3  18   433,  456,  538 

3  19  442,  456, 476 

4  3  67 
4  5  800 
4  8  24,229,230,231, 

234,236,237 
812 


11 
30 
14 

27 


469 

372,  555 

795 

6  10-18   584,586, 

587,  588, 

589, 1047 

6  11  543,  587,  588, 

699 

6  12        1047 

6  16     588,  659 

Philippians. 

1  6  986 

1  21  669,696,721, 

993 

1  23  896, 1065 

2  5  528,586 
2  7  422 
2  9  822 
2  11  31,  248 

2  13  124 

3  7  211,220 
3  8      213, 708, 758, 

1042 

3  14    476,  478,  557, 

680, 1068 

4  4  244,498 
4  6  728 
4  11  664 
4  13  814 

COLOSSIANS. 

1  22  548 
3  1  600 
3  11  316,  525, 700, 
701, 702,  736, 
741,  751,  938 
3  16    24,  61,  448 

I.  Thessalonians. 


4 
4 
4 
4 


6 
6 
5 


3  629 

13  967, 971 

14  990 
16,17        22,244, 

1015, 1016, 

1019, 1028, 

1060 

9  353 

17  606, 589 

24  634 


II.  Thessalonians. 

1  7,8      1018,1020, 
1026 


I.  Timothy. 

Ch.  Ver.  Hymn. 

1  15  385,441 

1  17  126 

2  6  35,  238 

3  16  216,422,640 
6  12  599 

II.  Timothy. 

1  6  562 

1  9  539 

2  3      505,587,688, 

593 
2  12  256,  260,  657 
2  13  463 

4  7       585,  966,  991 
4  8  801 

Titus. 
2  13  541 

2  14  407 

3  2  582 
3  5               314,  386 

Hebrews. 


1  3 

148,628 

1  6 

189 

1  14 

155, 167,  356 

2  17 

254 

3  10 

390 

4  9 

78,  82,  529 

4  12 

288,  311 

4  13 

139 

4  14 

243 

4  16 

264 

4  16 

498,  690,  717 

6  6 

839,374 

6  17 

523 

6  18 

656,  674 

6  19 

420,  526,  663 

7  8 

250 

7  26 

258, 433 

8  8 

531 

9  5 

684 

9  14 

250 

9  24 

322 

9  27 

963,  968 

10  4 

306 

10  16 

531 

10  20 

210 

10  29 

390 

10  35 

626 

11  5 

549 

11  13 

171,648,1031, 

1074,1078 

11  14 

1058-1061, 

1071 

11  16 

1030, 1037, 

1038, 1051 

11  17 

471 

12  1 

594 

12  2,3 

223,256,406, 

445,615,762 

12  9 

447 

12  22 

787 

12  23 

648 

12  24 

288,  268,  426 

13  6 

154,  421,  679 

13  8 

143,  886 

13  14 

648 

18  20 

28 

461 
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Jamb.   ' 

cat,  Tw.                   Hthui. 

JUDB. 

Cli.  Ver. 

HymiL 

Ch.  Ter. 

HjroMi. 

Gh.  T«r.                   Hyma. 

1  10               46,  802 

Cb.  V«r. 

Hjrmn. 

4  10, 

11      247, 248, 

14  18 

976,1001, 

1  17              184, 126 

1  19             111,808 

1  12 

683,  805 

249 

1009 

1  25                     482 

8  10                   1024 

1  20 

784, 789,  802 

5  6 

26,78,878,842, 

15  8 

680,840 

4  14                      965 

8  11,12      576,1022 

Y\ 

'          #              # 

980,1073 

16  4 

120 

I.  Pnnit. 

8  18                       24 

Kevelation. 

5  8 

248 

19  1 

10 

1  5 

262 

5  12 

2,246 

19  4 

248 

1  4                       659 
18       714,778,914 
1  19                     288 

1  24                    977 

2  8                       686 
2  6               766,  857 
2  21-28        196,  212 
2  24            212,  220, 

312,  881 
0  8                       474 
4  8                       952 
4  5                     1024 

4  12             677, 715 
6  7      164, 175,  505, 

686 

5  10                      401 

I.  John. 

1  6 

856 

6  18 

16, 631 

19  6 

184,938 

11       108,437,791 

17 

1013 

6  9 

912 

19  9 

12, 430 

15                       489 

1  10 

88 

6  14 

1017 

19  12 

256,267 

1  7     1,607,514,808 

1  12 

815 

6  17 

1017, 1018, 

19  18 

835 

1  9               479,498 

1  14 

872 

1023, 1029 

19  16 

248,266,887 

2  1     26,289,251,258 

2  4 

442,549 

7  9 

253, 1082, 

21  1 

24 

2  1,2           878,412 
8  2                     1046 

27 

2  10 

815 
1032 

7  10 

1046, 1069 
42,324 

21  1-4                 1035 
21  2    648, 1044,1063 

8  3      515,542,1030 
8  14                     437 

2  11 

2  26 

858 
704 

7  11 
7  18 

51 
1049, 1066, 

21  6 
21  6 

491 
841,491 

4  8        150,  208, 783 

8  4 

719, 764, 816, 

1069 

21  10 

1058, 1059, 

4  17                     288 

1069 

7  14 

480,490,;045 

1060, 1061 

4  18                     487 

8  12 

621 

7  16 

16 

22  1,2 

774 

5  4                       583 

8  14 

458 

7  17 

1067 

22  4 

84 

5  7  6,16,86,121,411 

8  17 

895 

9  20 

930 

22  5 

1038, 1049 

5  10             887,  435 

8  20 

28,794 

11  16 

917,988,1018 

22  17 

823,  841, 

11.  Pkter. 

,  5  11                     620 

4  8 

84, 48,  744 

14  2 

20 

1052 

18                       288 

5  19                     916 

4  10 

815,491<14  4 

681I22  17-20                856 
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THE  FIGURES  REFER  TO  THE  HYMNS. 


Abba,  Father,  429,  486, 438, 

440.  477,  643. 
Abide  with  me,  93. 
Accepted  time,  361— Bee 

aLHo:  Frt^MXixm. 
Activity,  Calls  to,  563-667, 

60?. 
Adoption  :— 

Assurance  of,  428^  429, 

436,438-140. 
Joy  of,  426,  429^  826. 
Love  of,  419,  4^. 
Prayer  of,  426,440,836. 
Adoration  —  See     Ch't'\jAy 
Gody  Holy   Spirit, 
Trinity' 
Advent— See  Chriet, 
Advocate— See  Christ. 
AfQictioDS  :— 

Blessings  of,  177,  671, 

761, 768. 
Comfort  in,  661,  671, 
672,755,769,761,767, 
777,  798,  1002, 1072. 
Courage  in,  643,  761. 
Prayer  during, 645, 670, 

689. 
Refuge  in,  665, 670, 674, 

689. 
Submission  in,  667. 
Angels  :— 

Adoring  Christ,  346. 
A  t  the  advent  of  Christ, 
24,188,189,190,192,195. 
At  the  coronation  of 
Christ,  58,  226,  237, 
246,  248,  249. 
AX  the  resurrection  of 
Chrlst,227,284^4297. 
Joy  of,  126, 194, 804,  31^ 
332,  340,  414, 799. 


Angels— (ConMnited.) 

Ministry  of,  52,  97, 184, 

144,155,158,167,217, 

356,444,485,547,969, 

980,  1001,  1004,  1070, 

Song  of,  2, 10, 34, 42, 47, 
48,56,58,194,195,259, 
840, 444, 563,  710,  733, 
744,759,916,1000,1070. 
Worship  of,  1069. 
Apostles'  creed,  118. 
Archangels  :— 

Trumpet,  1088, 1027. 
Voice,  244. 

Worship  of,  18,  38, 144, 
1077. 
Ark  of  God,  868. 
Ascension  of  Christ— See 

Chiigt. 
Ashamed  of  Jesus,  604. 
Assurance,  427, 435-438,757. 
Atonement:— 26,  325,  327, 
364. 
Completed,  210,216,218, 
219,223,224,260,338, 
340. 
Fullness  of.  215,  219, 
221,223,^^,246,331, 
841. 
Necessary,  210. 
Sufficient,  288,260,305. 
Universality  of,  26,  32, 
210,221,^,331,332. 


Backsliding  :-{i46-663. 
Fear  of,  543,  555. 
Lamented,  546-650, 553, 

654,  557-561. 
RetiuTD  from,  380,  546- 

551,  553, 554,  567-661. 
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Baptism  :— 

Adult,  826, 829-881. 
Infant,  825, 827, 828,832. 
Of  the  Holy  Spirit,  829, 

830,832. 
SignMcanceof,  829,831. 
Barren  flg-tree,  953. 
Battle-hymn  of  the  Refor- 
mation, 569. 
Benediction,.  Apostolic,  53. 
Bereavement,   1002,   1006, 

1007. 
Bible— See  Scriptures. 
Blind  Bartlmeus,  201. 
Brevity  of  life— See  lAfe, 
Brotherly  love— SeeSmnts, 

Communion  of. 
Burdens,  1063. 

Calvary,  206,  209,  223,  841, 

^,381,383,836,860. 

Canaan,    The    Heavenly, 

1086-1088,  1062, 1076. 

Charities  and  reforms,  890- 

907. 
Charity  :— 

Acts  of,  891-894,  896- 

896,  902,  905. 
Institutions  of,  1099. 
Rewarded,  902-905. 
Supreme,  504. 
Cherubim  and  Seraphim, 
56,  120,  144,  152,  193, 
229,  234,  727,  1065. 
Chief  of  sinners,  885. 
Children  and  youth :— 872- 

Advised,  360. 
Baptism  of,  827,  828. 
Consecrated  to  Christ, 
827,828. 


Children— {Continued.) 
Hosannas  of,  874.  882, 

883. 
In  heaven,  987, 1007. 
Piety  of,  879,  880,  886. 

Praise  of,  874,  876, 884- 

886       »       »      -^ 

Prayer  of,  872,  873,875, 
878, 884,  885, 889. 

Prayer  for,  887,  888. 

Training  of,  877. 
Choosing  Christ,  447. 
Christ:— 181-261. 

AWding  with  believers, 
14^  98,  102,  679,  701, 
702,  738, 742,  760, 820. 

Adoration  of,  31, 35, 61, 
66,  181,  168,  190,  245, 
246,255,815,332,409, 
680,842,852,908,1013. 

Advent,  nrst,  185, 183- 
195. 

Advent,  second,  6S0, 
964,  955,  1013-1018, 
1023, 1024, 1026. 

Advocate,  110, 239, 251, 
253,258,  878,  440, 7:«). 

Agony  of,  217, 236„  216, 
340,417,428,618,665, 
728,  886,  850. 

All  in  all,  31,  203,  325, 
887,897,481,441,468, 
494,525,635,786,806. 

Ascension  of,  14,  229, 
236,.  237,  245, 261. 

Atonement  of,  82, 210, 
224,238,243,246,250, 
896,331,332,872,878, 
9a3,S84,4]iQs754. 
See  also:  Atone^ 
menu 


Cbrtat— (0>n( ;  mud.) 


Blood  of,  -ise.  3oe.  aoa, 


Brother,  40,  IBS,  9 
(W9,7l9,ra),743,I(t; 


n8,233,SI8,  41 
401. 878,  1039. 
CondpsruDainn  '    , 
IIS,  lis,  wn,  255,367, 
39tf,  S99,  Hi. 

2«,ai..       , 

!!37,240,24!(,2    ,     ., 

230.  aOl,  %t.401,519, 

TOl,  847, 908. 
Cooaoler,  31,  203,  !39, 

9»l,4HT,eil,Sl«,634. 
Cornsr-sUioe,  T6a,  860, 

837,  850,  10*" 
CoroDiitlOD  0 
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Clirfel--<Cr>ii«nu*d.) 


r.  a,  73.  88, 


Gruclfted,  134,  212, 21 
215,318,320,334.33 
4M.  481,723,818,108 


Desire  ot  iiBCkKis,  189, 

Dolliot,9n,&t,31I,337, 
^347,^71, W  ■"" 
584. 547,  752,  10 

Dint  tor  me,  211,  233, 
338,333,385.388,435, 
441,454,456,533,737, 


EialUdon  of.  88.  78, 


Kx«mpl>r,  197,^3, 590, 

r-m.  878, 8W. 
EseellBncj  of.  31. 
Fullh  In,  StO.  im,  312, 

ai3.41\480^4tt,Br 


843,720, 7%  802,  Ote. 

FouLdsiloo.  738,  85fl. 
FmiDUlD,  310,  320.330, 
338.341, 35S.3S2.41I, 

840.      '      '       '  '    ' 

Friend,   193,  233,  285. 

358,  878.541,  (KM,  6d8, 

89S,  no,  72a,  ^4. 
Frtand  ot  siiinei-B,  185, 

203,333,231,339,388, 

302,813. 
Fallaeag  oF,   243.  329, 

431.  527,  rja,  751. 
GentlenesK  ot,  487, 537. 
GUt  or  God,  337. 
Glory  ot,  183,  191.  240, 

341,3^^418,823, 

lOlS. 
Gluryliut  in  the  creea 

ot,  2M,211.458,50e. 
Giu^e  ol,  185,  203,  264, 

255,309,660,  Sffl. 
Gratitude  lo,  4.1-3,  488, 

47*-478.  sri,  700. 
GUesl,  £8, 7W. 
Guide,   255,   344,  485, 

483,498,577,8^848, 


800, 818,.85a,  951,970, 

965.003. 
Hlfllng-plaoe,  318, 678, 

738,1(6?. 
agb  Priest,  254,   323, 

fflll,  SOO,  885. 
HoUceeaot.  18^,201. 
Hope  ot  bis  pn(i,>lc.313, 

401,458,477,  SB.  595, 

8sr. 
EnmanltT  ot,  2C^  207, 

231.  417,  730. 
HuDilIlatluo    nf, 

188,309,332,  2U 

422. 
Bumllltf  or,  1^  303, 

Immaouel,  84, 13S,  334, 


,73,98. 
■4&.SSS. 
J33,340, 
>12,706, 

08,336, 
07,359. 

iln,351. 

f04,731l| 

Jnilge,344,387,57B,694. 
m.  lOli  1620-1024, 
lOW'lDSO,  VBS. 


701, 86-.,  aoe. 
Xing  of  Klorj,  14,213, 

^,245,361,448,587, 

888. 
Elliot  Hogs. 387, 485, 

^■[i,ii:i,258,B13  *» 

417,  465,  1100. 
KinKdoDi  of,  919. 
Knotting  at  the 


Chrlgt-(Co>Mm>edJ 

OurpassoTCT,  Ml  SSO, 

35S,  S13,  B4G,  847. 
Itwion   of.   m   259. 

312,381.381.408,529. 

645,  IHB,  low. 
FUienca  of,  106,  S48, 

PliyslciaD, 185. 107,306, 

398,  611. 1064. 
Power  ot.  307.  332,404. 

406.  5^528.  589,  6211. 

Praise  lo-^Sfle  Praise. 

358,  417",  658". 
Prayerto— See  Prayer. 


357,262, 310, 3«,  378, 
382.383, 3e»,  393,  430, 
4S>.  400,  481,538,831, 


ness,3TH,4.'W,TA107«. 
Love  lor,  ao,  «6   "" 

311.^3.243,33: 

488,552. 

(33,86, 
23,343. 

53^866! 

41.  BBS. 
14, 747. 
»3,341, 

Man  ot  iatmwa,  108, 

218,  219. 
ni'dlawr,  134,  340,  aS 

735,1001. 
H«eknf«  of,  2^  51 

524.  B80. 818.  754. 
Messlab,  180.  210, 101°. 
Mladof,Stl,5S8;5^587. 
Ministry  ol.  XX,  396. 
Mlraolta  ot.  323.  398, 

1009,  lim.  1108 
Mission  of,  181,18 

3M. 
Names  ot,  3^  4S,  188, 

191.343,257,318.334. 

401,420,521,713,738, 

Nstlvlty   ot-Bee  Ad- 

Omcws'of ,  35.  318. 
Uur  only  pies,  310i,  88 
302.333,413,415,43 


Resurrection  of,  pledge 
ot  believers'  resur- 
rection, 335^237, 390, 
232,070. 

Bock  of  u 


jsstfto, 


^a337ftO,770, 1010, 


Saviour,  4, 14,26,28,46. 
71,  81,  181,  18S.  Jai, 
215, 340, 319, 355,313, 
3I4,330,!R2,3£S.333, 
35a,3n.naS74,3S7, 
393,  396,  486,  kH. 

BeeliiDff  slaneragTM. 

SepulBSer  ot.  VSa,  970, 
&4,909. 
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Surely,  3K,  S7S,  438. 
B'mpaUiy  of.  1B7,  SOS, 

ai,  41?.  8»,  728. 
Teacber.  saS,  S^  S87, 


Trust  In— See  That, 

"ST"*"'"'' 

Tanqulaber  ol  dsatb, 


S18,SM,4M.M5,4S3, 
61T,  668,710,  877. 
Weeing  6»er  jlnnera. 

Wisdom,  Our,' ]«B,S2», 

483. 
Wonderful,  IM.TOl. 


W,  l^ei,'87i. 
CtuiaHan    ministry  —  See 

MinMm, 
Cbrimiam:— 418-78!!. 

At  tbe  cross.  214,  4«8, 

M».  BS4, 730,  7^. 
Christ  Uw  life  of,  242, 
422,  438, 441. 


Folio  ven  <dClirlBt,4t>8, 
800,  801.  MS,  7^0,780, 
808,  M8,97a,  1045, 

Growth  of,  59,  618,784, 
802. 

HumlUtT  of ,  48S,  402, 
497,  GfO. 

Jot  of,  41,  esa.  4SS, 
497, 442,  IBS,  4M,  403, 
»S,  809,813.840.  Ml. 
880. 720,  747, 78S,  789, 
778. 

Love  ol, for  Christ,  Ml, 

m,  m,  725',_80S.      ' 


Race  of,  SM,  848. 
Safety  of,  41,  lis, 
170,858.441,507,' 


Strangers     and     pi 
>f.50e,ei 


.0*8.    ' 


CoDguerora  ttaroush 
Christ,  4ar,  BIB,  fiffi- 
fiW,577,58^,58S,8a^ 
mtlM.eiS,879,903, 

iois,  loei. 

Debt  of,  to  Christ,  188, 
214,  m,  241, 4^428, 
434,441. 

lH180.4SS,45e.5A8i 
668,874,588,587,877, 
880, 739,780,600,875, 

Duties  of,  573, 874,  GTS, 

B83,  BBS,  7f ' 
Enrouraffea 


678,  B91,  592. 506-698, 
802,  «0a.  80B-807, 800 
975, 744. 808, 816, 801- 
898,902-006. 
Christmas  hymns.  181-195. 
Ojureh :— 7ra-944. 
Atnicled.TTT,  Tre. 
Beloved  hy  Chrtat 

BekiTed  hy  Ood,  •«, 
768-788, 770, 7TO,  775, 
776,778. 

Bride  of  Christ,  355, 
794, 

Eil«iuiloii  of,  779. 

roundaHoDOf,766,776. 

Gloryof,  789,  777.!». 

660.  'mm^m. 

Immoiabte,  563,    766, 

M  the  desert.  1038. 
Jomlng  the,  488,  761, 


Church— (Continued.) 
Members  ot,  784. 
uniuuit,  6&  564,  681 

569. 
Hl^ans  Dr-«ee  Jfis- 

Prayerfortl 
Secmity  of  tbe,  783, 784, 

The  safety  of  th 

ttoD,  764,  871. 
Triumph  of  the.  — , 

684,  Sk,  763, 785, 787, 

778,971. 
Unity  of.  765,  780.  7S3. 

785.787,700,801),  806. 
Work,  m-9ti. 
Churches:— 

Dedication  of.  860, 862- 

865,867-870. 
Erection  of,  656.  SBS. 

(it%~.  8B9, 861. 
BBretyotanation.8n.    . 
Close  of  woiBhlp,  22, 23, 52, 


Q.  edi,  ra^, » 


BOO,  ^601, 832,  843, 
864.888,896,715,742, 

GloryliiK  In  the,  201, 
211, 219, 727, 814. 

L(«eonsolthe.2D4,206, 
207-209,211-214,219- 


Of  sin.  80, 116,212, 89.. 

Conscience :— 107. 294,  423, 

424,439,497,  511.  eS6. 

Prayer  foraleniJer/ill. 


Of  ajace- Bee  lYo- 


Day-fitar,  Til. 
De  pmfnndls.  403,  865, 681. 
,    Death :— 967-1012. 

ConDdenoe  In,  141,158, 
171,180,228,833,427, 
813.819,684,721,967, 
913-978, 979,  982,  983, 
Conquered,  228.  20:% 
B6S-»n,  973,  B79, 961, 
985.  988,  989,  99». 


Of jn>ods,4e 


In  Christ's  symutby, 

611.  821. 
In  grief,  611, 024, 688, 
In  Blckneae,  612. 
SouffbC,  874. 
Bee  also:  AjMctlons. 
Contentment,  676,  896, 747. 
Contmion,  60, 550, 558, 7W. 
Conversion,  Joys  of,  12, 4©, 


CDvenane  :- 

Renewed,  771,  M6. 


Of  children,  966,  987. 

1006-lOOe. 
W  friends,  987, 974,  »77, 


075,979,980,98^-986, 

999,   997,    996- lOM, 

1016-1012. 
Prayer  In  prospect  of. 

irO,115,9eO-9G2,964- 

986,  988, 
Preparation  tor,  647, 

aB.972.M8. 
Safely  In,  2SS. 
BecondTsBe,  3BB,  838. 

373.968.996. 

Silritual.  347. 
nliersallty   of.   3^ 
S6ft  3^,878,072, 006, 

Vlcto^  orer,  234,  490. 

7tH,987,9W-»7l,0«i, 

969.  907,  999, 
Welcomed,    BIS,    07^ 

991,998. 


INDEX  OF  SUBJECTS. 


DedlcalMn— (CnnUmial.) 

Of  ballot  8clea<je.Be«. 

Delay,  Danirerof— See  Pro- 

Dwendence  on  ( 

470,  BOS. 
Deprartly:— 

Natural,  303,  30S-BDT, 

Total',  2Sa,  306. 
Universal,  SOS,  30B. 
D«Tlls,  eaemles  ol  God  and   1 
hiB  saints,  a»,iea,aos, 

S94,*17,«0,681,  6f" 

790,  aaa,   838,  a 

iwr. 
l>eTOtIon,M,  18S,ni,ia 
DleslTffi,  101T,  1D!S. 
Discipline,  103. 
DlSDikslon,  etl,  99. 


Japplnew.  101,  HOB. 


Heave 


I.,«4,M 


Noah's,  S88. 
Easier  bymns,  TH,  77,  SSH- 

m.  z30-3se,  iab,  2ao. 
Ebenozi 


CDriatlan 


growtd. 


Eveolne  :— 

Hymp,  10^  lOe. 
HedllatioQ,   103,   log. 


prajer.  102,]  55,10 
117,  709, 
BlpoSulatlon,  33B,  MO,  S12, 


m*03,433,44! 

W»,B17,52»,535,sae, 
MI.811,W7,He,?%, 


JuMlDcatloa  by,  ... , 
S8S,8S»,4I3,418,4^ 
12G,  Ml,  lOOl. 

Otaarlattiera,«a.. 

Power  at,  433, 44$,  BS3, 
S3l),GS0,e51,KB,ni, 

n8,geo. 

FTKrer  tor,  fffT,  47 
^  B88,  ««7,  809. 

Pranirot,  807,498.1^ 
7!l5,787.T38,9«. 

Btft  Dt,  BIS,  m,  714. 

Rl^teotlsiteM  ol,  443, 

Bklva'tion  by,  3BS 

Sbteld  ot,  (168. 
Trial  ol,  471,  6» 


ATenger, 

Being  of,  im,  au,  lai, 

lora,  IWT. 
Calling  yet,  348,  SSI. 
Comfoner,  179. 
CummunloQ  wltb.  llfl. 

711-718,  «9,  780,744, 

748,761. 
Compsasloiiot,  USLITS, 

CoDdesceneloD  of,  68, 
119,142,147,216,877, 
74B. 

Oovenanl-keepliig,  141, 

Creator.  8,  9,  94,  SB,  84, 

42,  S7,  97,  118,  130. 

138,  146. 740,  7&. 
Decrees  ol,l9fl,8a),KI. 
Eternal,  38, 48,  TO,  BT, 

las,  132,147,148.903, 

eS4. 
Faltbtnl,  GT,  148,  317, 


12S,  ite,  173, 350,  3T0. 
419,429,  434.  430.  e[4, 
734, 1110. 
-    •  01,147,317, 


Glory  of,  18,  S8,  88, 40, 
Be.  119,  llO,  137, 133, 
185, 138, 140, 146, 419. 


120,  get.  lite. 

Guardian,  23,  «0, 93, 96, 
97,  99.  104.  140,  17^ 
360,661,748,999,1108. 

Oulde,  20,  99,  lU,  163, 
171,190,677,  814,622, 
646,648,666.761,'™ 
1103. 

Helper.  14,  83, 166, 
7&.  778,  964. 


iDcomprebeDslble,  1 


Kino,  B,  6,  18,  as,  34. 
4^89,70.97,134,140, 

Kingdom  of,  17, 139. 
Llgbl  of  [be  sa1al«,  69. 
109, 135,  5M,  704, 768, 

Lova'ol,  9,  IB,  38,  85, 
119.121, 127,149,173, 
882,317,362,894,413, 
477^  G44,    698,    749, 


162,173. 
HIT  of,  14a,  ITS,  847, 

8U,  879,  m.  927. 
Portion  of  bis  people, 

427, 462, 698,  [0G9. 


God— (ContlntKd.) 


',  18,  37,  SB, 
62,  IBS,  180, 


138, 168, 608, 74S,  746. 
PromlBea  of,  141.  281, 
3l7.3»1.42r,479,KS, 


Pnivideiice  o(,  38,  41, 
60. 119,  llff,  141, 148, 
151,  IM,  164, 169,  m, 
661.641.661,672,675, 
745. 1083. 

IteconcUed,  428,  438, 
439. 

Refuge,  158,  168,  371, 
660,  m,  773,  1098. 

Buler.  48,  61,  67,  lie, 
180,134.880,630,673, 


7,7^. 


,  B44. 


Miephera.  11,  156. 179. 
1».  842,  748,761,927. 


Sovereign,  69, 128. 189, 
162.371.880,  429, 610v 
678,  1101. 

etrengtb,  676. 

BuM^Die,  134, 148.  ITS, 

Triune— See  Trtnttu. 
Trust  In,  70,  618,  617, 

639.S£i,672.72S. 
TrulboI.B,  11,40,127, 

149.  817.  B7S. 

»,  130, 

>f,  148, 


It, 150, 

7,  183, 
16,740, 

Worsblp,  sole  object  ol, 

Worsh  Iped,  9, 37. 48, 87. 
79,  «^  144.  145.  147, 

ion. 

Godhead,  10, 190,  231,527. 
Good  tldliiga— See  OmieL 
Gospel  :- 

Armor,  567,  687,  509. 
Banner,  219,  939. 
Blessings  or.  66,  200, 

351.364,578,821,1100. 
Eicellt^nceof.  290,  29% 

Kl.  328,828. 
Feast.  820, 857, 864. 818, 

Mi. 
Freenesa  ot,  823.  sat, 

342. 
Fullnea  ol.  328,  328, 

857,  864, 774. 
iDTltatlona,    8a2,  828. 

326.  3497350. 8»,  384. 
Message.   St,  29.  342. 

3497380^821. 
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^"^ 


^.«: 


888,  m.^B.'MO, 

Pntse  KirUie,  m.  iioo. 
Pranr  for  Meardi 

CI,  tn,  M  as,  e 

g,  81B,  817-811 

ReeepBon  of,  M,  89,  H 
M.»«a,M,6«B 

ttejectloa  ef .  890. 

BprRad  or,  79,  IIT,  «», 
990,  «Be,  831.774.  SSI, 


S«,«8,71fl, 

MlnMll*of,<01,7»0,I07B. 
Preserrine,   WB,  e^. 

e»,S7«. 
QnlckeDlDE.  461.   453. 

«l,  B75.B72. 
Bedeemlog.  48^,  613, 


H>pptD«es.!»,  101,418, 44 


CI«aa.49S,  503,  GSl. 
OoDtrKe,  Kl. 
Hard,  399. 5&9. 


Bearclilns  of,  W. 


itlC^l 

see,  687,  3U.«S»,ni3. 
748,  807,  I(n>-t(l33, 
WW,  1088,  IMe,  1079, 


ClirIstaier«347M4.881, 
rJO,743,79?,10in,1015, 
1031.  loss,  1090, 1058, 
1080,  1081. 1003,  1084, 
1068.  lOri.  1076. 107a 


'lOfelOS 


lOM,  1080,  1061, 


Home.  84. 168,  664, 

790,  we,  ma, 

1052,10^,  lOra.  1068. 
lose,  1059,  1070, 107S, 

liMglDB"  la-,  18,18,  tm, 
83,84.?8.B7.^408, 
418.«SI.ee9,«81,703, 

em,  1038,  mi,  1061, 

1^  lOM,  1038. 1060. 
1081,  1004.  1005.  106H. 
1071, 1074, 1076,  i0!8, 


Praise  of.  40^  70^  ess, 
oei,  lOtn,  1034.  1038, 
1070.  Jim,  1079. 

Prospect  of,  60,  857, 
TSf,  7W,  1058,  1088, 
1078,10% 

Beat  of,  T«,  78.  82.  847, 
Sa8,577,M8,8a*i.659. 
787,  tee,  1034.  1039. 

1047,  1049,  WBL 10^ 
1070, 1018. 

BH^nrlU  of,  78. 796,807, 
1041, 104S,  MfiE,  1058, 
1086,  1067, 10«. 

Bort(Wof ,  4l,  787,  790, 

100«,II»7, 1083,1033' 

1048,  lost.  1054, 1061, 

Songs  of,  4.  10,  12.  19, 

£0.  37. 49. 78.  BO,  146, 

S3O.4«T,507,68:,89tj, 

697,7OT.744. 
Treatiure  la,  908, 1048, 

1074,  lom. 
Wor^lpof,  64, 87.1086, 


Pltwe  of  pumshmeDl. 
349.366.371,873,391. 

SalVBtJoD  troa.  319,430. 
Subdued,  847. 


emalBOi  ckrUt,  Ood, 
Sanetificatlnn 

SOU  apitii-.-sei-ssi 

Bamlsn  ol,  tag.  378. 

Oreuiir.  389. 

Comfort  of,  <,  48, 
336. 264, 268, 367. 
380,  £87, 414, 861, 826, 

Descent  of,  eiB,  282, 383, 
^88.378. 

Dtnj  of,  118,  m. 


r.  883,  36) 


S,3S0,»4, 
GittBOf,  'l«e,  384,  S7S, 


tiuioe.    t9o,  BOO,    a>v, 

373.380.  363.  499, 887. 
Illuminator,  363,   267, 

271,  2^.274.  2!8, 379. 

384,386,387,436,618. 

854. 
lodwemiu,    364.   365, 


Era^nr.  274.  379,  381, 

InvlUtloiaot,83&.363, 
855.889,863. 

Invoked,  40,65,74.84, 
139.26a.3SB.36h389, 
271.Brs,lin-279,283- 
385,287,436,440.481, 
499,903,808,618.649, 
808,854,687.916.942, 

LeadiiiBB  of,  142,  362, 

sflsTmiiia. 

Mission  of,  270,276.280, 

281,470. 
Power  of,  6,  386,  971, 

277,278,361,285,309, 


SIilTlnK,  336, 847.  ^3. 
Buppllcaled,  263,  265 

Teocbfni 


499, 86J. 

Wltcesaof.  271,281,^0, 
434,436,439,4^438- 
440,  477,  602,  1064. 

Work  of,  128,  862.  S84. 
388.369,274,380,281, 
285,  387,  300.  436. 
481. 

VoidilDOl,  10,  36, 12S, 

>DW  bapplDeas,  101, 1106. 
Hue  mlsiloas— See  Hin- 


lloa  of,  GSM». 
mi<.'tlon,^3,  6- 


Of   beevea,    62,    244, 
616,  577.867,603,  6I«, 

797.  980,  iHa.  Visa, 

Of  perfect  lorB.639. 641, 

PnsOMTB  of.  479,  433. 
Bejolctag  In,  403,  64S, 

HoeaQcoa.  71.  73.  78,  277. 


101&,  10... 
ImoraaHon— See  Chrigt. 
Infant  baptlsnt— See  Ba^p- 


o!  ehUdreti. 
iDsMiatioD  —  Bee     Hobi 

Spirit,  Saipttire*. 
Intempwance.  Erita  fifSO, 


ranrfortlie,Ba6-a 
9da.eoi. 

iBTltatlOD  hyiDn.  34D. 
Is  BBMied,  218,' 333,22 


Jews  and  Gentiles,  B31. 
in  Cbriat,  18.  ISX,  330^ 


Seojjrity  In,  «8.  1019, 

10^  1039. 
Terrors  ol.  SW.  1017- 
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JuBUBortloa:— 

437,154. 
By  raim,  4*),  481,  * 

4^4^,430,436,4 

Oi. 
Brfdence  or,  4S7,  4» 
Pnrerfor,<3fl. 

Slngdom  at  Oirlsb  —  See 

LawoC  God  and  Oie  Gospel, 

4^,  9M. 
Leprosy,  Spiiioia 
Let  tbere  be  ligbt 
Ll/a :— 957-908. 


.Love— (OniMniied.) 

For  Gofl,  142,  149,  478, 

»)9.aji,e»s,s9ft,7ai, 

1064. 
For  Ihe  Ch  urcli,77O,780, 

783,  lOUT. 
«  God,  147,  14»,  IBO, 

387, 
Ot  tbe  Hoi;  Spirit,  883. 
Perfeut.  488,614,  711. 


Loie-FeasC  tiyniDS.  683, 802- 

iTlaa-kliidness,  633,747, 
T50,re6. 


tn>,  MS,  sea,  96S. 

BbonDen  of,  S3,  lo^ 

i;S,inil,W>CK0.956- 

Hi>,96a,ee£,ffi7,i — 

SolemniaoT,  358,  ...    . 

s«71im,g«i,B63,9e6,  '^ 

TjDCf.rUilQ.»IB,6Tfl,B57, 

95S,»d5. 
Vanity  ot,  Bfla,  «64. 
me   Hid   sbarauler   of 
CbriBt,    iee-3CI3-S( 
also:  CTirtet. 
LItBoy,  417,  723. 
Little  travelers  Zlanwsn 

878. 
LoncliigB:— 

1^  CbrUt,   500,   530, 
«31.  »44,  1015,  1033,    ^ 
1054,1064,1085,1073. 
Pot  God,  508,  BIS,  1068.    , 
For  beBven,  «S-fl5,  7^' 

10*4.  IBM,  :0T1.' 
For  hollnesa,  ill,  54 

673,  8H1, 1054. 

ForllieHoljaplrll,51 

Lord  our   Righteousnes 

378,  452,T'43. 
lArd'8  Dij :— %  Se,  86. 90, 

Ble^lneeof,7£,77,  BS, 

S5.90. 
Demrtitlft,74,7B-7B,81 


Svenidg,  70. 80,  na 

XOnHng.  77,  Si,  ea. 
SDppUcMMDS,8e,88,91. 
Welcomed,  73,  73,  78,    i 

S2, 8S,  8S,  87.  Ml 

Worahlp.  45,  e», ; 

78,  79,  81,  S3,  fiS 

Lord's  Prayer,  718. 

liird'B  Supper  :—8SS-f 


MBTtyrs,  1%.  805, 91],  1040, 
Meditation,  EventiiE,  108, 


Free,  252,  335.  36a,  371, 
Sought,  3711.  383,  384. 


liiTitnlton  to,  83' 

SWJHfl. 
Kecepcioii  of,  S3 

8*7-855. 
PlgnlllcHnm    of, 

M7.  HW-.-wa,  84 


For  Dbrlai,  119,^1, K7, 
483,5«I),0GS,I»X7<)B, 
7M,JSfc 


nlatry:-80e-8M. 
Call  to.  598.808,814. 
Comml)«tiin    of.    Bio, 

8ia,  815.817.888,830, 

928,929. 
Consef  ration   to   tb«, 

808,811,814,818. 
F(delltyoftlie,Sll,ei3- 

815,  819.  K3. 
Labors  of  the,  842, 811, 

Mcetinffa'ot.  798.  * 
Prayer  for  llie,  Sa,  55, 
815,  817-810,  aas,  K4. 
Prayer  of  the,  808, 809, 


Mealna.  9*!. 
ljslont<;-%e^H4. 

Exl«in9lon  oS.  908-913, 
914.918-9^.930,93^ 
335,  938,  »3»,  940, 941, 

Home.  929,  933. 
Prayer  for.   988,  910, 
913.  914,018-918. 030- 


Worfe  of.  908-911,  923, 
SSt,«d,eS7,93i-Ml. 


Horning  :— 

H^es,  IKk  104. 
Prayer,  98, 98, 103, 107, 


Pral»o-(OiMiMnu«I.J 


GodBeenln,  121, 130. 
Nearness  to  God,  721. 
Neamrss  to  heaven  — Sei 

New  Jerusalem,  lo.yi. 
New  Year,  W6.  M!l.  950 

951,955,966. 
New  Year's  Eve,  948. 

Oldase.  658,1118. 1117. 
Only  plea,  39a,  39J. 
Only  Baiting,  844. 
Ordlnajices— See  BopllBm, 
L'ird'K  Sxipiier. 


Para&BS,  515, 520,  834. 

983,  IMl,  1060,  1< 
Pardon  ;— 

Found.   332.  377, 

4:^,420,433,4^8, 


It,  86,  ^Ma,  303, 305, 


Pagsorer,  Clirlat  our— See 


National,    lOfta,    1097, 

loeCilos. 

(»God3».9li,94,109,9B, 
Penlteocie:-«0,  870.  3JJ- 
379. 404.  JOe. 

See  a  Iso ;  Jtepenbtncc 
itocost,  91,  272,  275, 288, 
499. 
Perteci  tove,  513.  523,  aao, 

538,686,715,837. 
Perfection,  tlulstlan— See 

San«l(/fcalfon. 
.  ...Jenee,  IWis,  1099. 
Piety,  contented,  675,  698. 

Al  parting,  91. 
Calls  to.  27,  as.  41,  S 

257,284,-m_4Bf,49 


For  pai-don.    12,   433, 

450. 
For  redempUon,  5.  8, 

908,248,304,330-332, 

738,765, 


To  tbeFaliicr,8,10,39, 
48,72,729. 

To  lie  Boly  Spirit,  8, 
10,  72, 137,  729. 

To  the  Son,  8, 10, 42,72, 
2SS,7!i9. 

To  the  Trinity,  8, 10, 18, 
72,  118,  129,  138,  137, 
139,144.273,470,814, 
?a9,  1078, 1077, 1085. 
Pilgrim  :- 

Aged,  658. 

Exhorted,  348,584,1088. 

Guide  of,  171, 344,  848, 

Home  of,  1038, 1048. 
Journey  of,  309,  564, 

ft»,  610,648,718,720, 

789,  980. 1010. 
Prayer  of,  171,590,518, 
Sons  of,  720, 1074. 
Spirit  of,  820,  810,  618, 

658, 6!Si,  1078. 
Welmmed,  348,  1068, 


Sought,  897,  B09-901. 
For  the  poor,  894, 897, 
9»i308. 
DOT  cared  for,  891-893, 898, 


688. 718,  rj8,  753. 
Evening,  99,  102,  10^ 

For  iicceptance,468,782. 
For  children  In  baptism 

—See  Baptiam. 
For  comfort,  4&5,  BIO, 


For  entire  soncuaca- 
tlon,  21,  80,  871,  289, 
388. 396, 440.  459, 483, 
464. 474, 4  A  477-180, 
488-492,  4M-506,  BOH. 


17,71, 779,934,lS8.»IO. 
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For  ffuldaace,9ti,GB.  171, 
448,4e6.475,Ml,  Blfl, 

E17,  BGfi,  as.  n^  9oe. 

For  help,  117,  496,  M3, 
832,1006. 


illonftl ,  I 


For  pardon,  35, 98,  lOS, 
3(4  309.  ail.  982, 383, 
391,  «7,  5W. 

For  perfect  peace  and 
love,  T,  40.  378,  4ia. 
47e.4M,  493.BU.524. 
B28,  we.  833,533,538, 
71)8,   TBI,  M8,    1022, 


643,982. 024, 660,  72 


For  ibone  si  ees,  1106, 

1109. 
For  union.  79a.  793,756, 

800,800. 
Hour  of,  49,  B97,  618, 

888,708,798. 
ImportuQlW'    Wt^**'-. 

In  lime  of  war,  llM. 

Lord's,  716. 

MoralD  111,98,98, 103. 107. 

110.  790. 
Nature  01,597,708,710, 

790. 
Powerof,  108.699, 889, 

890,  706,  T07, 712,  735, 


To  tbe  Holy  Spirit,  35, 
40,74,81.  &3,a82-S87, 
289-271.  273,  2ra-281, 
^-287, 384, 390, 424, 
440.1108. 

To  llieTrtnlty.35.9 1,826. 
831,856,013,949.1108. 

Unceafllng.  508,  541, 
680, 715,^,760,1017. 

See  also ;  FamOu  vior- 

Prtde,  52r.'559.  601. 


Piopheo.V!— 194[2I8,  91S, 


Redemptton  :— 

Compleled,    216,    331, 

Frea.'    148,    330,    331, 

Full,  48,  2n,  281,  331. 

922,639. 
Greatcese  of,  75,  31^ 
SouKlit,  626. 
Dnjyersal,  331,  433. 
Wondera  of,  31\  433. 

Prayed  lor,  807,425,431, 

482,903. 
Wilnesa  ol,  424,  4-38. 
WrouKht  bT  the  Holj 
Splrtl.  4^.481, 1074. 
Remember  me.  619. 
Rememhrance  of  Christ, 

833.838,8r  °" 
Renewed  coosec 


Trus,  414, 423. 

See  also:  Fenttence. 
IleslEDatlon,  393,  301.  464. 
4n,60a.Kff,610.816. 
633,828.832,638,637, 
644.6M,6&hS98,736, 

Real  (or  Uie  wearf.  852, 659, 

718.994. 
Reaurrecllcn  :— 


770,  7H0, 788, 789.  791, 

7*3, 797, 799, 801,  aw, 

806,1064. 
Death  of— Bee  Dwrffl. 
Gncouraaed.  129,  181, 

162,  m.  176, 487,  WO, 


437.466, 


Dnion  of,  with  Christ. 
175, 178, 198, 421,  437, 
463.469,480,492,900,    c 
912,530,721,^6,768. 
782,788. 

UdIod  of,  wKh  each 
other,  437,  737,  780, 
782,785,788.789,  7W», 
792, 793, 797,800,  801, 

VIClorlous,  67,  669,583,    " 


catloa.  94.128,478, 

Self-denial,  471,976. 

Selt-reDunclaelon.  430. 

.    Seraphs.  146.  148.  192,  193, 

234.351.42?  ""  ~" 

860,999. 
Slcknesa.  977— St 

Slnal,206,^. 


961,  964, 069,990,  994, 

995. 999,  lOOO,  1013. 

Of  ChrlBl,  7B,  223.  225- 


Ottke  dead,  VIS,  696. 

TUvsr  of  1119,  TH,  776, 932. 

Bock  of  wea,  170,  419. 421, 

62Si!50.776,1019,l' — 


By  grace,  446. 
Free,  21,  210,  8! 
^3M. 


401,402,401,406,473. 

635. 
ThrouBb    Christ.  310, 

323,248,324,386,421}- 

423. 
SaDClincatlDh.  GnUre,  378, 

476-548, 
Sanctuary  :— 

Coraer-sloDe  of.  laid 

857,  859,  eai. 
Dedication  of,  866.  858 

880,882-866,867. 
Joy  In,  15,45,88,69,74 

85,89. 
Lave  for,  15,  69, 98. 
Prayer  in  the,  85. 67,71. 

78,88,88.89,  !86.I091. 
WOIBhlp,  37,  44.  4f    '" 


DeBed,  877,  880. 81 


Subdue 


r.  169.  41 


i,  607,  TW-i 
:  DevUf. 
scripture*.  Hoi,      "" 

Joy  In  the',  29t,  294, 296, 
298.299. 

■    ■      "8, 280, 


i1,  293.  296. 


Powe 

292.  ■■a*.  ia/-B 
Itevelationaof  t 


e,291,    S 


1.1026.1039,1073, 


Spread  ot  the,  389.  290. 


sou  of  Che  carpeolw.  692. 

- —  ot  MouB  and  at 

Lamb,  4,  680. 
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Sowing  and  reaping,  55, 
801,575,579,  Mi,  781, 
903  1061. 
SpIrlt-See  Holy  Spirit, 
Star:— 

IntbeEast,  182,186, 900, 

^5  939. 
Of  Bethlehem,  187, 907. 
Starry   heavens,  138,  293, 

628,  788,  978,  ia34. 
Storms,  613,  656,  678,  731, 
931, 957, 973, 982,  998, 
1073,  nil. 
Sufferings  and   death   of 

Christ,  204-224. 
Sunday-schools  :— 
Anniversary  of,  878. 
See  also:  Children. 
Supper  of  the  Lamb,  12. 

Tabor,  or  Hermon,  200, 206. 
Teachers,  Prayer  for,  881. 
Te  Deum  Laudamus,  120, 

144. 
Temptation  :— 

Of  Christ,  209,  254, 417, 

723 
Of  Christians,  342,  543, 

570, 624, 639,  646, 680, 

716. 
Prayer  under,  651, 716. 
Ter  Sanctus,  40,  48,  56,  72, 

136,  144. 
Thanki^ving :— 51,  52,  99, 

121,  282,  478,  946. 
Hymns,  1083-1087,1093, 

1101. 
Thy  will  be  done,  464,  517, 

537,590,618,628,654, 

716,  800,  971,  1002. 
Time  and  eternity,  945-997. 
Too  late,  375,  876. 
Transfiguration  of  Christ, 

196-'200. 
Trials,  203, 654, 665, 715,717, 

728. 


Trinity  :— 

Adoration  of,  16,35,121, 
130, 136,  137, 144,  411. 

Invocation  of,  85,  91, 
129. 

Praise  to  the,  6, 16, 84, 
35,  72,  118,  121,  139, 
144,  470. 

Prayer  to  the  —  See 
Prayer, 

Worship  of  the,  10, 16, 
34,  48,  56,  411. 
Trust  :— 

In  Christ,  115, 178,  254, 
325,359,415,453,466, 
477,483,556,570,595, 
625, 626, 635,  637,  a'>3, 
654,656,669,721,1046, 
1115. 

In  God,  69,  128,  141, 
161, 165,  173, 175, 180, 
302,498,541,569,614, 
620,622,626,629,630, 
637,  639,  761. 

In  providence,  141, 164, 
496,510,544,569,596, 
613,614,617,622,623, 
626,627,629,641,649, 
664,672,673,682,801. 
Trumpet  :— 

Gospel,  72,  326,  331. 
Judgment,  994,  996, 
1000,  1017-1019,  1023, 
1028,  1029. 
Types,  199,  305. 

Unbelief,  161,  302, 808, 377, 

518. 
Unfaithfulness  lamented  - 

See  Backeiiding. 
Unseen  but  loved,  714, 733. 

Vanity  of  earth,  358,  647, 
662,  708,  741,  758. 

Vows  to  God,  43,  106,  447, 
460, 466,  467. 


Waiting  on  God,  497,  529, 

638,786. 
Walking  with  God,  507. 
Wanderer  :— 
Exhorted,  906. 
Invited,  370,  371,  603. 
Rest  of  the,  623. 
Restored,  370. 
Warfare,   Christian  —  See 

Ohristians, 
Warnings,  885— See  Sin- 
ners. 
Watchfulness,  555, 571, 574, 
580,581,587,758,968, 
1015. 
Watching  and  praying,  605, 
548,555,574,576,580, 
581,750,753,954,1024, 
1047. 
Watchmen,  821,823,921,985. 
Watch-night,  945-948,  952- 

956. 
Weeping,  1010, 1067. 
Witness  of  our  own  spirits, 

356,  437. 
Witness  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 

424,  429,  438. 
Witnesses,  Cloud  of,  594, 

1046. 
Working  and  giving,  904. 
World  :— 

Delusive,  456,  662,  708, 

722,  960,  978. 
Enmity  of,  667,  753. 
Renounced,  456.613,647, 
685,696,758,826,1075. 
Unsatisfying,  358,  647, 
1081. 
Worship:— 1-117. 

Blessings  of,  67,  75, 88. 
Calls  to,  JJ-5, 8, 9, 11, 13, 
16,17,24,28,47,50,57, 
58,  68,  66,  68,  88, 145, 
152, 158,  189, 191. 
Close  of,  58,  55,  69,  62, 
94. 


Worship— (Omtintxcd.) 
Family— See  Family 

Worship. 
Joy  in,  1, 15,  41,  45,  68, 

66,  69, 74-76,  88. 
Of  Christ— See  Christ 
Of  God— See  Ood. 
Of  the  Holy  Spirit— See 

Holy  SpirU. 
Morning  and  evening 

97-117. 
Public— See  hordes  day 
Universal,  2, 8, 9, 11,16, 

17,  24,  27,  84,  36,  42, 

47,  50,  56,  57,  248. 
Week-day,  597. 
Wrestling  Jacob,  737-739. 

Year  :— 

New,  946,  949-951,  965. 
Close  of,  948,  956. 
Jubilee— See  Jubilee, 

2ga,}  • 

Enjoined,  485,  608. 
Lmplored,  560,  662, 586. 
Lost,  561. 
Zion:— 

Beloved,  770. 

City  of  God,  564,  720, 

776,  787. 
Daughter  of,  778,  909. 
Enlarged,  909,  912. 
Favored,  767,  768,  770, 

772,773,775,777,821, 

912,  918. 
Heavenly,  769. 
Prayer  for,  46,  67,  89, 

770,  771,  925. 
Rejoicing,  69,  912. 
Restored,  767,  778. 
Securityof,76,768,773, 

773,  776,  777,  856. 
Songs  of,  880, 648, 1061. 
Way  to,  15. 
See  also:  Church. 


HYMNS  FOR  SOCIAL  WORSHIP. 


Introductory :— 1,  2, 4, 5,  7, 
12,  28,  80,  87,  41.  68, 
84  93. 

God :— 128, 125, 129, 1,83, 134, 
140,  142, 143, 147, 149, 
160,  161,  164,  169, 
171,  172, 173, 175-177, 
179. 

Christ:- 181,  188,  186-188, 
204,205,208,211,218, 
214,  222, 223,  225-227, 
239-241,  243,  246-248, 
254-256,  258,  261. 

Holy  Spirit :— 262,  268,  26*^, 
270, 272, 277, 281,  2i^, 
284-287,890. 

Sinners:— 124, 802, 304, 309, 
818, 817,  819-321,  823, 
824,  428,  425. 
Promises  of  the  Gos- 
pel, 812,  315-n317,  319- 
821,323,321,326,327, 
880,333,  834,423. 
Warning  and  inviting, 
326-Si»,  831, 835,  836, 
888,  840,  842,  843, 
845,    847,   849,    851- 


856,  358,  859,  861- 
366,  869-371, 878,  875, 
876. 

Repentance,  877-879, 
381-3^,387,388,890, 
391,  mW,  396, 398, 400- 
402,  405. 406.  408-410, 
412,  414-416. 429,  431. 
The  Christian :— 418,  419, 
421, 422,  426. 

Regeneration  and 
adoption,  418,  419, 
421-424, 426,  427,  429, 
430-4;38, 441, 442, 445- 
447, 449, 450, 454,  455. 

Consecration  and  sanc- 
tiflcation,4.56-458,460, 
461,  464, 465,  468,  470, 
472,  473,  475, 477, 482, 
483,4l-l'j,487,  488,  491, 
492,  49.3,  499-501,  503, 
,505,500,508,509,511- 
515,  518-521.  530, 532, 
533,  537,  540-543. 

Unfaithful  ness  lament- 
ed, 646-549,  551-558, 
666,  668,  66a-«62. 


Christian  activity,  668- 
568,571,572,574-576, 
579-581,584,587,589- 
591,593-595,  597,  601- 
605,  607,  609,  809. 

Trials,  suffering,  and 
submission,  610,  613, 
614,  616, 619, 621, 622, 
624,626,628,633,634, 
637-643,646,648,649, 
652,  653, 655-657,  659, 
662,  666,  667,  669, 
672,673,675,676,679- 
683. 

Prayer,  Praise,  and 
Communion  with 
God,  6vS4,  686,  688- 
692,694,695,697,700, 
701,703,704,706,709- 
712,714,715,720,724- 
726,  728-730,  783, 735, 
741-743,747,748,752- 
754,  756,  758-760,  762. 
The  Church :— 764-766,  768, 
770, 771,  773,  775-777. 

Christian  fellowship, 
769,770,780-782,784, 


785,789,790,792,795, 

796,  797,  808. 
Missions,  912-914,  916, 

918-921, 925,  926,  930. 

932-934,  936, 938,  939. 

943. 
Sunday  schools,   8?^ 

889. 
Love  feasts,  769,  770, 

780, 782-786,  789,  795. 

797,  802,  804-806. 
Watch  night,  945,  946, 

948,952,958,955,956. 
Time  and  eternity  :— 

Brevity  and  uncertain- 
ty of  life,  964-966, 
968,975,983,995,998. 

Judgment  and  retribu- 
tion, 1021, 1023,1024, 
1026, 1027. 

Heaven,  1080,1082,1033, 
1036,  1037, 1088,  1044, 
1045,  1049-1051,  1058, 
1054, 1058-1066,  1067, 
1068, 1070-1078,  1078. 
Closing  hymns :— 22, 28, 52, 
58,59. 
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FIRST  LINES  OP  STANZAS. 
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FIRST   LINES  OF  STANZAS. 


FIRST  LINES  OF  HYMNS. 


A  charge  to  keep  I  have (7.  Wesley 

A  few  more  years  shall  roll H,  Bonar 

A  mighty  fortress  is  our  God M,  Luther 

A  stranger  in  the  world  below. . . .  C  Wesley 

A  thousand  oracles  divine (7.  Wesl^ 

Abba,  Father,  hear  thy  child C  Wesl^ 

Abide  with  me!  Fast  falls  the. .  .iT.  i^  Lyte 

Abraham,  when  severely  tried (7.  Wesley 

According  to  thy  gracious  w.  .«/*.  Montgomery 
Again  as  evening^s  shadow  fa.jSl  Longfellow 
Again  the  Lord  of  life.  .Mrs,  A.  L,  Barhauld 

Ah,  how  shall  fallen  man. /.  WoMs 

Ah!  whither  should  I  go G.  Wesley 

Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed /.  Watts 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus* na.  .^.  Perronet 
All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell. .  W.  Keihe 
All  praise  to  Him  who  dwells  in. .  C.  Wesley 
All  praise  to  our  redeeming  Lord .  O.  Wesley 
All  praise  to  the  Lamb!  accepted.  O.  Wesley 

All  things  are  ready,  come A.  Midlane 

Almighty  God,  thy  word  is  cast. .  .J.  Cawood 
Almighty  Maker  of  my  frame. .  .Arvne  Steele 
Almighty  Spirit,  now  behold . .  J,  Montgomery 
Always  with  us,  always  with  us.-&.  K  Kevin 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross /.  Watts 

Amazing  grace!  how  sweet  the  so.  J,  Newton 

And  am  I  bom  to  die C.  Wesley 

And  am  I  only  bom  to  die C.  Wesley 

And  are  we  yet  alive O.  Wesley 

And  can  I  yet  delay C.  Wesley 

And  can  it  be  that  I  should  gain. .  C,  Wesley 

And  is  there.  Lord,  a  rest B.  Palmer 

And  let  our  bodies  part C.  Wesley 

And  let  this  feeble  body  fail G.  Wesley 

And  must  I  be  to  judgment  brou. .  G.  Wesley 

And  must  this  body  die /.  Watts 

And  will  the  great  eternal  God. .  Doddridge 

And  will  the  mighty  God O.  Eawson 

And  wilt  Thou  yet  be  found G,  Wesley 

Angels,  from  the  realms  ot.  .J.  Montgomery 
Are  there  not  in  the  laborer's  day.  G,  Wesley 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise G.  Wesley 

Arise,  my  soul,  on  wings  sublime .  T.  Gibbons 

Arise,  ye  saints,  arise T.  Kelly 

Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake !  Put  on  thy 

strength W.  Shrabsole,  Jr, 

Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake !  Thine  own 

immortal  strength G.  Wesley 


Hymn 

5V4 

96V 

166 

1031 

84 
440 

98 
471 
836 
109 

11 
310 
402 
214 
248 

11 

97 
789 
454 
867 
301 
962 
916 
731 
593 
427 
996 
968 
798 
401 
422 
1065 
816 
1032 
1021 
996 
867 
499 
899 
189 
670 
488 
630 
677 

920 


1043 


476 


Hyma 

As  pants  the  hart  for  coolin .  Ihte  aaid  Brady  660 

As  shadows,  cast  by  cloud  an.  W,  G.  Bryant  907 

As  with  gladness  men  of  old. . . .  W.  (7.  Dix  182 

Asleep  in  Jesus!  blessed  si.  Jfr^.  M,  Macka/y  979 

Assembled  at  thy  great  com .  .W.  B,  GoUyer  922 

At  the  Lamb'ft  high  feast.  .Rovnan Breviary  847 

Author  of  faith,  etemal  Word. ...  (7.  Wesl&y  445 

Author  of  faith,  to  thee  I  cry G,  Wesl^  d11 

Author  of  good,  we  rest  on  thee.  .J,  Merrick  617 

Author  of  our  salvation,  thee G.  Wesley  851 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song. . ,  ,W.  Hammond  4 

Awake,  glad  soul!  awake!  a.,J.S,  B.  MonseU  232 

Awake,  Jerusalem,  awake G,  Wesley  776 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun. . .  T,  Ken  100 

Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every. P.  Doddridge  694 

Awake,  my  soul,  to  meet  the  d .  P.  Doddridge  96 

Awake,  ye  saints,  and  raise  yo.P.  Doddridge  948 

Awake,  ye  saints,  awake Elizabeth  Scott  73 

Away,  my  needless  fears G,  Wesley  173 

Away,  my  unbelieving  fear G,  Wesley  626 

Away  with  our  sorrow  and  fear. . .  G,  Wesl^  1063 


Be  it  my  only  wisdom  here G,  Wesley  671 

Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne /.  Watts  9 

Before  thy  mercy-seat,  0  Lo .  TT.  ^.  Bathurst  61 

Behold  the  Christian  warrior./.  Montgomery  699 

Behold,  the  heathen  waits  to  kn.  ,Mrs.  Yoke  923 

Behold  the  Saviour  of  mankind. . . S.  Wesley  216 

Behold  the  servant  of  the  Lord. . .  G.  Wesley  476 

Behold  the  sure  Foundation-stone. . ./.  Watts  766 

Behold  the  throne  of  grace J,  Newton  498 

Behold  the  westem  eveni.  .W.B,0.  Peabody  974 

Behold  us.  Lord,  a  little  space. .  ,J,  EUerton  697 

Behold  what  condescending  love . .  J.  Peacock  828 

Being  of  beings,  God  of  love (7.  Wesley  608 

Beneath  our  feet,  and  o'er  our  hea./?.  Eeber  373 

Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart J,  Keble  601 

Blest  are  the  sons  of  peace /.  Watts  199 

Blest  be  the  dear  uniting  love. ...  (7.  Wesley  782 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds J,  Fawcett  797 

Blest  Comforter  divine. ifr^.  L,  H,  Sigoumey  287 

Blest  hour,  when  mortal  man  ret. .  T,  Baffles  45 

Blest  Spirit,  one  with  God  a. From  the  Latin  129 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow G.  Wesley  881 

Bondage  and  death  the  cup  ...L.M.  Sargent  901 

Brethren  in  Christ,  and  well  bel. .  (7.  Wesley  791 

Brief  life  is  here  our  pop.  .Bernardo/  Gluny  1069 


FIRST  LINES  OF  HYMNS. 


Bright  and  joyful  is  the  mo.  .J.  Montgomery 
Bright  was  the  guiding  star . . .  Ha/rriet  Auber 
Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  ot. .  .R.  Heher 
Brother,  hast  thou  wandered  fa .  J,  F.  Clarke 
But  can  it  be  that  I  should  prove .  C.  Wesley 
By  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  re .  G.  Rawson 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill R.  Heher 

By  thy  birth,  and  by  thy  tears .  Sir  R,  Grant 


Calm  on  the  bosom  of  ih. Mrs.  F.  D.  Hemans 
Calm  on  the  listening  ear  ofm..E,H.  Sears 

Captain  of  our  salvation,  take (7.  Wealei/ 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be McComb 

Children,  loud  hosannas  si .  .Mrs.  H.  B.  Steele 
Children  of  the  heavenly  King. .  .J.  Gennick 
Christ,  from  whom  all  blessings . .  G.  Wesley 
Christ  is  coming!  let  creation. t/".  R.  Macduff 
Christ  is  made  the  sure  Fo.  .From  the  Latin 
Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  gr.  .i?.  Wardlaw 
Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  again. . .  .if.  Weisse 
Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day. . .  G,  Wesley 
Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies .  G.  Wesley 
Christian!  dost  thou  see  ih.Andrewof  Grete 
Christians,  brethren,  ere  we  par .  H.  K.  White 

Come,  and  let  us  sweetly  join G.  Wesley 

Come  at  the  morning  hour. .  ,J.  Montgomery 

Come,  Christian  children,  come Unknown 

Come,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost .  C.  Wesley 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  all-quickening. .  G.  Wesley 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  in .  Robert  II.,  K.  of  Franae 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts (7.  Wesley 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  so . .  Gregory  the  Great 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come B.  Beddome 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove. . ./.  Watts 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  raise  our  songs .  C.  Wesley 
Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose. . .  .E.  Jones 
Come  in,  thou  blessed  of  the.  .J.  Montgomery 
Come,  let  our  souls  adore  the . . .  Anne  Steele 
Come,  let  us  anew  our  journey  pursue,  Roll 

round  with  the  year G.  Wesley 

Come,  let  us  anew  our  journey  pureue.  With 

vigor  arise G.  Wesley 

Come,  let  us  ascend G,  Wesley 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  so . . .  /.  Watts 

Come,  let  us  join  our  friends G.  Wesley 

Come,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our. . .  .J.  Morrison 
Come,  let  us  tune  our  loftiest. . .  .R.A,  West 
Come,  let  us  use  the  grace  divine .  G.  Wesley 
Come,  let  us  who  in  Christ  believe .  G.  Wesley 
Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare. .  .J.  Newton 
Come,  0  my  God,  the  promise  seal .  G.  Wesley 
Come,  0  my  soul,  in  sacred  lays .  T.  Blacklock 
Come,  0  thou  all-victorious  Lord . .  C.  Wesley 
Come,  0  Thou  greater  than  our . .  .G.  Wesley 
Come,  0  thou  Traveler  unknown . .  G.  Wesley 
Come,  0  ye  sinners,  to  the  Lord . .  G.  Wesley 
Come  on,  my  partners  in  distress .  G.  Wesley 
Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred .  Mrs.  A.  L.  BarbavM 
Come,  Saviour,  Jesus,  fro .  .Mad.  A.  Bourignon 
Come,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast .  G.  Wesley 
Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad /.  Waits 


Hymn 
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988 
195 
826 
441 
874 
720 
806 

1016 
856 
721 
259 
260 
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1047 
22 
806 
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831 
481 
284 
279 
273 
285 
277 
276 
869 
781 

1096 

955 

1074 

1078 

2 

1083 

651 

66 

946 

28 

718 

622 

188 

868 

624 

787 

851 

667 

844 

467 

864 

8 


477 


Hymn 

Come,  thou  almighty  King G.  Wesley  6 

Come,  thou  Desire  of  all  thy. . .  ,Anne  Steele  64 

Come,  thou  everlasting  Spirit G.  Wesley  864 

Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  bless .  R.  Robinson  726 

Come,  thou  long-expected  Jesus  .  G.  Wesley  884 

Come,  thou  soul-transforming  Spirit .  J.  Evans  56 

Come  to  Calvary's  holy  mount .  J.  Montgomery  84 1 

Come  to  the  land  of  peace Unknown  1062 

Come  unto  me,  when  shadows Unknown  652 

Come,  weary  sinners,  come G,  Wesley  859 

Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye . .  2T  Moore  688 

Come,  ye  saints,  look  here  and T.  Kelly  226 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy. .  .J.  Hart  840 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come.  .H.  Alford  1088 

Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord /.  Watts  41 

Come,  ye  that  love  the  Saviour's .  Anne  Steele  63 

Comfort,  ye  ministers  of  grace. . .  G.  Wesley  926 

Commit  thou  all  thy  griefs P.  Gerhardt  672 

Crown  him  with  many  crowns. .  .M.  Bridges  257 


Daughter  of  Zion,  awake  from  thy.  Unknown  778 
Daughter  of  Zion,  from  the.  .J.  Montgomery  909 
Day  of  God,  thou  blessed.  .Hannah F.  Gould  90 
Day  of  judgment,  day  of  wonders. •I'.  Newton  1029 
Day  of  wrath,  0  dreadful. .  Thomas  of  Gelano  1028 

Dear  ties  of  mutual  succor W.  G.  Bryant    906 

Deathless  spirit,  now  arise. .  .A.M.  Ibplady  1004 
Deem  not  that  they  are  blest  .  W.  G.  Bryant  627 
Deep  are  the  wounds  which  sin.  .AnTie  Steele  806 
Deepen  the  wound  Thy  hands  have .  G.  Wesley  588 
Delay  not,  delay  not,  0  sinner, ....  71  Hastings  886 
Delightful  work !  young  souls  to .  J.  Straphm.    877 

Depth  of  mercy !  can  there  be G.  Wesley    879 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep. .,  .B,  Beddome  405 
Draw  near,  0  Son  of  God,  draw. . .  G.  Wesley  816 
Dread  Jehovah  I  God  of  nations. . .  Unknown  1091 


Earth's  transitory  things Sir  J,  Bowring  978 

Enter  thy  temple,  glorious. ifr5.  E.  H.  Miller  862 

Enthroned  is  Jesus  now T.J.  Judkin  263 

Enthroned  on  high,  almighty  Lord .  T.  Haweis  270 

Equip  me  for  the  war G.  Wesley  586 

Ere  mountains  reared  their. .  .Harriet  Avber  182 

Eternal  Beam  of  light  divine G.  Wesley  628 

Eternal  depth  of  love  divine .  N.  L.  Zinzendorf  128 

Eternal  Father!  strong  to  save.  W,  Whiting  1108 

Eternal  Father,  thou  hast  said. .  .R.  Palmer  921 

Eternal  God,  celestial  King. .  W.  Wram^ham  70 

Eternal  Power,  whose  high  abode. . ./.  WaMs  88 

Eternal  Source  of  every  joy. .  .P.  Doddridge  1082 

Eternal  Spirit,  God  of  truth T.  GottertU  281 

Eternal  Sun  of  righteousness G.  Wesley  428 

Ever  fainting  with  desire G.  Wesley  494 

Except  the  Lord  conduct  the  plan.  G.  Wesley  809 

Extended  on  a  curs^  tree P.  Gerhardt  212 


Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy.  .Mrs.  H  Bonar  741 
Faith  of  our  fathers !  living  still .  F.  W  Faber  608 
Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world . . .  /.  Watts      84 
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Far  from  the  world,  0  Lord,  I  flee .  W,  Chtpper 
Far  from  these  scenes  of  night.  .Anne  Siede 
Father,  hear  the  blood  of  Jesus ...  (7.  Wesley 
Father,  how  wide  thy  glory  shines. ./.  Watts 

Father,  I  dare  believe C.  Wesley 

Father,  I  know  that  all  mj.Anna  L,  Wooing 
Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  thee .  G,  We^ey 

Father,  in  whom  we  live C,  Wesley 

Father  of  all^  whose  powerful  voice .  J,  Weshy 

Father  of  eternal  grace J.  Montgomery 

Father  of  everlasting  grace G,  Wesley 

Father  of  heaven,  whose  love  pro.  .J.  Gooper 
Father  of  Jesus  Christ,  my  Lord . .  G,  Wesley 
Father  of  love,  our  Guide  and  F..W,J.  Irons 
Father  of  mercies,  bow  thine . .  .JB,  Beddome 
Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  word . .  Anne  Steele 
Father  of  mercies,  send  thy.  ,P.  Doddridge 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost (7.  WesUy 

Father,  to  thee  my  soul  I  lift (7.  Wesl^ 

Father,  whatever  of  earthly  bli.  .Ann^  Steele 
Fear  not,  0  little  flock,  the  foe . .  G.  Adolphus 

Flung  to  the  heedless  winds M.  Lusher 

For  thee,  0  dear,  dear  co.  ,Bema/rdof  Ghmy 
Forever  here  my  rest  shall  be. ...  C.  Wesl^ 

Forever  with  the  Lord J.  Montgomery 

Forth  in  thy  name,  0  Lord,  I  go. .  (7.  Wesley 
Forth  to  the  land  of  promise  bou . .  H»  Al/ord 

Forward  I  be  our  watchword ff,  Al/ord 

Fountain  of  life,  to  all  below G.  Wesley 

Fountain  of  mercy,  God.  .Mrs.  A.  Flowerdew 
Friend  after  friend  departs.  .J.  Montgomery 
From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies . ./.  Watts 
From.  Calvary  a  cry  was  ..J.  W.  Gmininghomh 
From  every  stormy  wind  that  bl.  .^.  Stowed 
From  Greenland's  icy  mountains. .  .R.  ffeber 
From  lips  divine,  like  heal. .  W.  H.  Burleigh 

From  the  cross  uplifted  high T.  ffaweis 

Full  of  trembling  expectation. . .  .G,  Wesley 


Gently,  Lord,  0  gently  lead  us ...  71  EdsHngs 
Give  me  the. wings  of  faith,  to  rise. ./.  Watts 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears F.  Gerhardt 

Giver  of  peace  and  unity G.  Wesley 

Glad  was  my  heart  to  hear. .  .J,  Montgomery 
Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spok.  .J.  Newton 

Glory  be  to  W)d  above G.  Wesley 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high G.  Wesley 

Glory  to  God  on  high J.  Hart 

Glory  to  God,  whose  sovereign  g. .  C.  Wesley 

Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night T.  Ken 

(to  forth,  ye  heralds,  in  My  name.  .J.  Logan 
Gro  forward.  Christian  soldier. . .  .2/.  Tattiett 
Gro,  labor  on ;  spend  and  be  spent . .  H.  Bonar 
Go  not  far  from  me,  0  my . .  Anna  L.  Waring 
Go,  preach  my  gospel,  saith  the  Lo . ./.  Watts 

Go  to  dark  Gethsemane J.  Montgomery 

Gro  to  thy  rest,  fair  ch . .  Mrs.  L.  H.  Sigoumey 
Go,  ye  messengers  of  Grod  .....</.  Marsden 

God  bless  our  native  land J,  S.  Dwight 

Grod  calling  yet  I  shall  I  not  h. .  O,  Tersteegen 
God  has  said,  Forever  blessed Unknown 
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God  is  gone  up  on  high G.  Wesley    245 

God  is  in  this  and  every  place G,  Wesley  803 

God  is  love;  his  mercy  brig. .  Sir  J.  Bowring  150 

God  is  my  strong  salvation  .,.J.  Montgomery  689 

God  is  our  refuge  and  defen.  .J,  Montgomery  168 

God  is  the  name  my  soul  adores. . . ./.  Watts  180 

God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints /.  Watts  778 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way. .  W.  Gowper  161 

God  of  all  power,  and  truth,  and. .  G.  Wesley  528 

Gk>d  of  almighty  love G,  Wesl^  484 

Gk>d  of  eternal  truth  and  grace. . .  G.  Wesley  523 

Grod  of  IsraePs  faithful  three G.  Wedey  677 

God  of  love,  who  hearest  prayer. .  G.  Wesley  722 

God  of  my  life,  through  all  m . .  P.  Doddridge  692 

God  of  my  life,  to  thee  I  call. . . .  TT.  Gowper  626 

God  of  my  life,  what  just  return. .  G,  Wesley  468 

God  of  my  life,  whose  gracious. .  G.  Wesley  169 

Gk)d  of  my  salvation,  hear G.  Wesley  886 

God,  the  All-Terrible  I  thou..  IT. -K  Ghorl&y  1092 

God's  holy  law  transgressed. . .  .B.  Beddome  814 

Grace!  His  a  charming  sound.  .P.  Doddridge  821 

Gracious  Redeemer,  shake G.  Wesley  566 

Gracious  Saviour,  gentle  Sh.  .Jane  K  Leeson  889 

Gracious  soul,  to  whom  are  given . .  G.  Wesley  487 

Gracious  Spirit,  Love  divine J.  Stocker  262 

Grant  me  within  thy  courts.  .J.  Montgomery  660 

Granted  is  the  Saviour's  prayer. . .  G.  Wesley  264 

Great  God,  attend,  while  Zion  sings . ./.  Watts  69 

Great  God!  beneath  whose  pierc. .  W,  Eoscoe  1103 

Great  God,  indulge  my  humble  cla. ./.  Watts  419 

Great  Grod  of  nations,  now  to  thee . .  Unknown  1100 

Great  God,  the  nations  of  the  ea . .  7!  Gibbons  910 

Great  God!  what  do  I  see  and.  .B.  Bingwaldt  1028 

Great  is  the  Lord  our  God I.  Watts  871 

Great  King  of  glory,  come B.  Francis  865 

Great  King  of  nations,  hear..t7'.  ff.  Gumey  1094 

Great  Ruler  of  the  earth  and.  .Anne  Steele  1101 

Great  Source  of  being  and  of .  .P.  Doddridge  774 

Great  Spirit,  by  whose  mighty  po . .  71  Edweis  271 

Guide  me,  0  thou  great  Jeho. .  W,  WiUiams  171 


Had  I  the  gift  of  tongues S.  Stennett  504 

Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Gh. .  a  Wesley  121 

Hail,  sacred  truth!  whose  pierc.  .J.  Buttress  298 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise ...  (7.  Wesley  261 

Hail,  thou  once  despised  Jesus.  .J.  Bdkew^  246 

Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  gl . .  Hastings  912 

Hail,  to  the  Lord's  Anointed . .  </.  Montgomery  181 

Hail  to  the  Sabbath  day S.  G.  Buljmch  87 

Happy  soul,  thy  days  are  ended. .  G.  Wesley  1003 

Happy  the  home  when  Grod  is  th . .  Unknown  101 

Happy  the  man  who  finds  the  gr. .  (7.  Wesley  829 

Happy  the  souls  to  Jesus  joined. .  G.  Wesl^  765 

Hark!  a  voice  divides  the  sky. . . .  C7.  Wesley  1001 

Hark !  from  the  tombs  a  doleful  so . .  /.  WcUts  972 

Hark,  hark,  my  soul!  angelic.  .F.  W,  FaJber  1070 

Hark,  how  the  watchmen  cry G,  Wesley  682 

Hark,  my  soul!  it  is  the  Lord. . .  W.  Gowper  662 

Hark,  the  glad  sound  I  the  ^,,P,  Doddridge  186 

Harkl  the  herald-angels  sing G,  Wesley  190 

Hark!  the  notes  of  angels,  singing. .  T,  KeHy  68 
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Hark!  the  song  of  jubilee. .  .J,  Montgomery 
Hark,  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling. .  .D,  Ma/rdi 
Harkt  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy .  .J,  Evans 
Hark!  what  mean  those  holy  vo.  .J.  Gawood 
Haste,  traveler,  haste!  the. ,  ,W,B,  CoUyer 
Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious  ti.  .Harriet  Auber 

Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise T.  Scott 

He  comes!  He  comes!  the  Judge. .  C.  Wesley 
He  dies  I  the  Friend  of  sinners  dies . .  /.  Watts 
He  leadeth me!  0  blessed  th.  .t/.  K  Gilmore 
He  wills  that  I  should  holy  be. ...  (7.  Wesley 
Head  of  the  Church  triumphant . .  C.  Wesley 
Head  of  the  Church,  whose  Spirit. .  C.  Wesley 
Hear,  0  sinner,  mercy  hails  you. . .  .-4.  Beed 
Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  sp . .  W.  Cowper 
Hearts  of  stone,  relent,  relent. . . .  C.  Wesley 
Heavenly  Father,  sovereign  ho,  .B.  Williams 
Help,  Lord,  to  whom  for  help  I. .  (7.  Wesley 
Help  us,  0  Lord,  thy  yoke  to  we . .  T.  CoUeriU 

Here  I  can  firmly  rest P.  Gerhardt 

Here  on  earth,  where  foes  surrou . .  Unhnown 

High  in  yonder  realms  of  light T,  Baffles 

High  on  his  everlasting.  .A.  G.  Spangenberg 
Ho!  every  one  that  thirsts  draw.  .J.  Wesley 
Holy,  and  true,  and  righteous  Lo. .  (7.  Wesley 
Holy  as  thou,  0  Lord,  is  none. . . .  C.  Wesley 
Holy  Father,  send  thy  blessing. . . .  Unknovm 
Holy  Ghost,  dispel  our  sadness.  .P.  Gerhardt 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine A,  Beed 

Holy,  holy,  holy.  Lord  God  Almig.  ,B.  Heher 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord,  God . .  G.  Wordsworth 
Holy  Lamb,  who  thee  rec.  ,Mrs,  A.  S,  Ddber 
Holy  Spirit,  Fount  of  blessing. .  T,  J,  Jvdkin, 

Holy  Spirit,  Truth  divine S.  IxmgfeHow 

Hosanna!  be  the  children's.  .«/*.  Montgomery 

Hosanna  to  the  living  Lord B.  Heher 

How  are  thy  servants  blest,  0  L .  .J*.  Addison 

How  beauteous  are  their  feet /.  Watts 

How  beauteous  were  the  marks.  ,A.  G.  Goxe 
How  blest  the  children  of  the . .  Harriet  Avber 
How  blest  the  righteous  wh.  .Mrs.  Barhavld 

How  can  a  sinner  know G.  Wesley 

How  do  Thy  mercies  close  me  rou . .  G.  Wesl^ 
How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints. .  G.  Keith 
How  gentle  Grod's  commands.  .P.  Doddridge 
How  great  the  wisdom,  power, . .  B.  Beddome 
How  happy  every  child  of  grace . .  G.  Wesley 
How  happy,  gracious  Lord,  are. .  C.  Wesley 
How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot. . .  .J*.  Weslq/ 

How  helpless  nature  lies Anne  Steele 

How  lovely  are  thy  dwellings.  Lord .  .J.  Milton 
How  many  pass  the  guilty  night . .  G.  Wesley 
How  oft  this  wretched  heart. . .  .Anne  Steele 
How  precious  is  the  book  divine.  .J.  Fawcett 

How  sad  our  state  by  nature  is /.  Watts 

How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  si . .  J*.  Swain 
How  sweet  the  hour  of  clos  ..W.H.  Bathwst 
How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  so.  .J.  Newton 
How  sweetly  flowed  the  gos . .  Sir  J.  Bowrvng 
Howrswift  the  torrent  rolls. .  .P.  DoddHdge 
How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  ho..  J.  Newton 
How  tender  is  thy  hand T,  Hastings 
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Hynu 

How  vain  are  all  things  here  below . .  L  WaMs  662 
How  vain  is  all  beneath  the  ski . .  J?.  E.  Ford  960 
How  welcome  was  the  call. .  Sir  H  W.  Baker  1107 


I  am  baptized  into  thy  name  ..J.J.  Bamhach  826 

I  and  my  house  will  serve  the  Lo . .  C7.  Wesley  573 

I  ask  the  gift  of  righteousness. . .  G.  Wesley  636 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say. . .  .H.  Bonar  426 

I  know  no  life  divided Garl  J.  P.  Spitta  766 

I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives, . .  G.  Wesley  512 

I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives; . .  S.  Medl^  242 

I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus H.  Bonar  764 

I  long  to  behold  Him  arrayed. .,  .G.  Wesley  1064 

I  love  the  Lord:  he  heard  my  cries.  ,1.  Watts  621 

I  love  thy  kingdom.  Lord T.  Dwight  770 

I  love  to  hear  the  story. . .  Mrs.  E.  H.  Miller  886 

I  love  to  steal  awhile  aw.  .Mrs.  P.  H.  Brown  709 

I  love  to  tell  the  story. . .  GaiharineHankey  766 

I  need  thee  every  hour. .  .Mrs.  A.  S.  Hawks  760 

I  thank  thee,  uncreated  Sun.  .J.  A.  Scheffler  478 

I  the  good  fight  have  fought G.  Wesley  586 

I  think,  when  I  read  that  sweet . .  Mrs.  J.  Lake  880 

I  thirst,  thou  wounded  h2i  .N.L.  Zinzend(yrf  461 

I  too,  forewarned  by  Jesus'  love. .  G.  Wesley  1116 

I  want  a  heart  to  pray G.  Wesley  606 

I  want  a  principle  within G.  Wesley  611 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep H.  Bonar  434 

I  worship  thee,  0  Holy  Gho. .  W.  F.  Warren  272 

I  would  be  thine:  0  take  my  heart.  .A  Beed  409 

I  would  not  live  alway ;  I.  .W.  A.  Muhlenberg  998 

If  death  my  friend  and  me  divide . .  G.  Wedey  967 

If  human  kindness  meets  return. .  G.  T.  Noel  839 

If,  on  a  quiet  sea A.M.  Ibplady  636 

I  '11  praise  my  Maker  while  I  've  bre . .  I.  Watts  740 

I  'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord. ./.  Watts  696 

In  age  and  feebleness  extreme. ...  (7.  Wesley  1117 

In  evil  long  I  took  delight J.  Newton  423 

In  grief  and  fear  to  thee,  0  Lord . .  W.  Btdlock  1096 

In  heavenly  love  abiding.  ..AnnaL.  Waring  642 

In  memory  of  the  Saviour's  love. . .  Unknown  838 

In  mercy.  Lord,  remember  me..J.F. Herzog  114 

In  that  sad,  memorable  night. ...  (7.  Wesley  833 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glo. .  Sir  J.  Bowring  204 

In  the  silent  midnight  watches.  ..A.  G.  Goxe  376 

In  thy  name,  0  Lord,  assembling. . .  T.  Kelly  64 

Infinite  excellence  is  thine J.  Fawcett  81 

Infinite  God,  to  thee  we  raise G.  Wesley  48 

Into  thy  gracious  hands  I  fall  ..W.G.  Dessler  448 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  cle.  .E.  H.  Sears  194 

It  is  not  death  to  die G.H.  A.  Malan  993 

It  may  not  be  our  lot  to  wield.  .«/*.  G.  Whittier  602 


Jehovah,  God,  thy  gracious  pow . .  J.  Thomson  169 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home Unknown  1044 

Jerusalem  the  golden Bernard  of  Gluny  1061 

Jesus,  a  word,  a  look  from  thee . .  .G.  Wesky  307 

Jesus,  all-redeeming  Lord G.  Wesley  848 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be J.  Grigg  604 

Jesus,  at  whose  supreme  comma. .  G.  Wesley  886 

Jesus,  Friend  of  sinners,  hear. ...  (7.  Wesley  669 
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Jesufl,  from  whom  all  blessings  fl . .  C7.  We^ 

Jesus,  full  of  love  divine B.  Gough 

Jesus,  great  Shepherd  of  the  sh . .  (7.  Wesley 
Jesus  hath  died  that  I  might  live . .  C.  Wesley 

Jesus,  I  live  to  thee H.  Harhaugh 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken. . .  ,H,  F,  Lyte 
Jesus,  immortal  King,  ar.  .^.  0.  H.  Seymour 
Jesus,  in  whom  the  Gckihead's  r . .  (7.  Wesley 

Jesus  is  our  common  Lord C.  Wesl^ 

Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  eye C.  Wesley 

Jesus,  Lord,  we  look  to  thee .^ , ,  .G.  Wesk^ 

Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul G.  Wesley 

Jesus,  my  Advocate  above G.  Wesley 

Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone.  .J.  Gennick 

Jesus,  my  Life,  thyself  apply G.  Wesley 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  how  rich  thy.  .P.  Doddridge 
Jesus,  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Frie. .  G.  Wesley 

Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope G.  Wesley 

Jesus,  my  Truth,  my  Way G.  Wesley 

Jesus,  one  word  from  thee ff.  D.  Ganse 

Jesus,  Redeemer  of  mankind G.  Wesley 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun. ./.  Watts 
Jesus  spreads  his  banner  o*er  ua,.  .B.  Park 

Jesus,  the  Conqueror,  reigns C.  Wesley 

Jesus,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  W . .  C.  Weslq/ 
Jesus,  the  Lord  of  glory,  died. .  .B,  W.  Noel 
Jesus!  the  name  high  over  all. ...  (7.  Wesley 
Jesus,  the  sinner's  Friend,  to  the . .  C.  Wesley 
Jesus,  the  sinner's  rest  thou.  .A.  M.  Ibplady 
Jesus,  the  very  thoug. .  Bernard  of  Glairvaux 

Jesus,  the  word  bestow G.  Wesley 

Jesus,  the  word  of  mercy  give. . . .  C.  Wesley 
Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  see. ./?.  Paimer 
Jesus,  thine  all-victorious  love. . . .  C.  Wesley 
Jesus,  thou  all-redeeming  Lord ...  (7.  Wesley 

Jesus,  thou  everlasting  King /.  Watts 

Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  lo.  .Bernard  of  Glairvaux 
Jesus,  thou  soul  of  all  our  joys ...  (7.  Wesley 

Jesus,  thou  Source  divine Anne  Steele 

Jesus,  thy  blood  and  right.  .iV!  L.  Zinzendorf 
Jesus,  thy  boundless  love  to  me . .  P.  Chrha/rdt 
Jesus,  thy  Church,  with  Ion. .  W,  H,  Baihwrst 

Jesus,  thy  far-extended  fame (7.  Wesley 

Jesus,  to  thee  I  now  can  fly G,  Wesl&y 

Jesus,  to  thee  our  hearts  we  lift. .  (7.  Wesley 

Jesus,  united  by  thy  grace G,  Wesley 

Jesus,  we  look  to  thee G,  Wesley 

Jesus  wept!  those  tears  are  o. .  Sir  K  Denny 
Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet. .  W.  Goivper 
Jesus,  while  our  hearts  are  blee. .  T.  Hastings 

Join  all  the  glorious  names /.  Watts 

Join,  all  ye  ransomed  sons  of  gra. .  (7.  Wesley 
Joy  to  the  world!  the  Lord  is  come . ./.  Watts 
Just  as  I  am,  without  one  pi . .  Gfm-lotte  Elliott 


King  of  kings,  and  wilt. .  W.  A.  MuMenberg 
Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  bel. ./.  Watts 


Laborers  of  Christ,  ar .  .Mrs.  L.  K  Sigovmey 
Laboring  and  heavy  laden.  ,.J,S.  B.  Mmsell 


Hymn  Hyina 

795  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain. . .  G.  Wesley  382 

488  Lamb  of  God,  whose  dying  love .  ..G.  Weslffy  388 

790  Late,  late,  so  late !  and  dark  the . .  A.  Tennyson  875 

520  Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  the .  .J.  H.  Newman  682 

500  Leader  of  faithful  souls,  and  Gui . .  G.  Wesky  648 

648  Let  all  on  earth  their  voices  raise. . ./.  Watts  17 

908  Let  all  who  truly  bear G.  Wesley  846 

527  Let  earth  and  heaven  agree G.  Wesley  832 

719  Let  every  mortal  ear  attend /.  Watts  826 

558  Let  every  tongue  thy  goodness  spe. ./.  WaMs  154 

804  Let  Him  to  whom  we  now  belong. .  G.  Wesley  469 

656  Let  not  the  wise  their  wisdom  bo. .  G.  Wesl^  452 

289  Let  the  world  their  virtue  boast. .  G.  Wesl&y  885 

450  Let  us  keep  steadfast  guard Breviary  580 

519  Let  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind J.  Milton  145 

893  Let  worldly  minds  the  world  pur . .  J.  Newton  516 

686  Let  Zion's  watchmen  all  awa.  .P.  Doddridge  823 

505  Life  from  the  dead.  Almighty  God . .  Unknown  899 

483  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  mighty  ga . .  (?.  Weissel  14 

634  Lift  up  your  hearts  to  things  ab . .  (7.  Wesley  786 

874  Lift  your  eyes  of  faith,  and  see ...  (7.  Wesley  1069 

919  Lift  your  glad  voices  in  triu.  .H.  Ware,  Jr.  227 

853  Lift  your  heads,  ye  friends  of  Je. .  G.  Wesley  1014 

261  Light  of  life,  seraphic  fire G.  We^q/  489 

517  Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  h . .  Sir  E.  Denny  914 

255  Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwe . .  G.  Wesley  943 

822  Like  Noah's  weary  dove  ..W.A.  Muhlenberg  388 

892  Little  travelers  Zionward J.  Edmeston  879 

634  Lo!  God  is  here!  let  us  adore. .  G.  Tersteegen  47 

700  Lo!  He  comes,  with  clouds  desce. .  G.  Wesley  1018 

289  Lo!  I  come  with  joy  to  do G.  Wesl&y  609 

824  Lo  I  round  the  throne,  a  gl . .  Mary  L.  Duncan  1040 

714  Lo,  the  day,  the  day  of  life.  .Frmn  the  Latin  1026 

618  Lo,  what  a  glorious  sight  appears. . ./.  Watts  1086 

82  Look  from  thy  sphere  of  end  ..W.G.  Bryant  929 

1 2  Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  gloriou . .  T.  Kelly  249 

691  Lord,  all  I  am  is  known  to  thee /.  Watts  128 

19  Lord,  and  is  thine  anger  gone. ...  (7.  Wesley  455 

813  Lord,  as  to  thy  dear  cross  we.  .J.  H.  Gumey  590 
288  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Bid  us 

476             now  depart E.  Smyths  69 

928  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Fill  our 

898             hearts  with W.  Shirley  52 

430  Lord,  fill  me  with  a  humble  fear. .  G.  Wesley  497 

650  Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost. .  .J.  Montgomery  286 

786  Lord,  how  secure  and  blest  are  th. ./.  Watts  418 

7  Lord,  how  shall  sinners  dare Anne  Steele  252 

203  Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine . .  .S.  Davies  460 

44  Lord,  I  believe  a  rest  remains. ...  (7.  Wesley  618 

1002  Lord,  I  believe  thy  every  word G.  Wesl^  668 

243  Lord,  I  delight  in  thee J  Byland  176 

947  Lord,  I  despair  myself  to  heal. . .  .0.  Wesley  897 

183  Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  .  .Mrs.  E.  Godner  884 

893  Lord,  if  at  thy  command G.  Wesley  817 

Lord,  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  he . .  /.  Watts  98 

Lord,  in  the  strength  of  grace. . .  .G.  Wesley  473 

485  Lord,  in  thy  name  thy  servants  pie.  .J.  Keible  1080 

162  Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care. .  .B.  Baxter  669 

Lord  Jesus  Christ,  my  Life,  mj.  .M.  Behemb  694 

Lord  Jesus,  when  we  stand  afa. .  W.  W.  How  213 

578  Lord,  lead  the  way  the  Saviour . .  W.  Groswdl  897 

732 1  Lord,  let  me  know  mine  end . .  J.  Montgomery  959 

480 
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Hymn 

Lord  of  all  being;  throned  af . .  0.  W.  Hobnea  135 
Lord  of  earth,  and  air,  and  sea. . .  (7.  Wesley  1109 
Lord  of  hosts !  to  thee  we  ra . .  J.  Montgomery    868 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might R.  Eeber    38V 

Lord  of  my  life,  0  may  thy  pra . .  Anne  Steele    100 

Lord  of  the  harvest,  hear G.  Wesley    818 

Lord  of  the  living  harvest.  .J.  S,  B,  Monsell  808 
Lord  of  the  Sabbath,  hear  ou . .  P.  Doddridge  78 
Lord  of  the  wide,  extensive  main. .  C.  Wesley  1112 

Lord  of  the  worlds  above /.  Watts      15 

Lord,  we  are  vile,  conceived  in  sin.  .Z  Watts  305 
Lord,  we  come  before  thee  n..W,  Edm/mond  21 
Lord,  when  we  bend  before  th . . «/.  2>.  Carlyle  60 
Lord,  while  for  all  mankind.  .J.  R.  Wreford  1098 
Lord,  whom  winds  and  seas  obey. .  C  Wesley  1115 
Love  divine,  all  love  excelling. ...  (7.  Wesley  491 
Lovers  of  pleasure  more  than  Gro . .  (7.  Wesley  867 
Lowly  and  solemn  be. . .  .Mrs,  F.  D.  Hemans  1005 


Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthron.  .S.  Stennett 

Make  haste,  0  man,  to  live K  Bonaar 

Man  dieth  and wasteth  away . .  .0.  P.  Morris 

Many  centuries  have  fled J.  Gonder 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Savi . .  J,  Newton 
'Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  cr.  .Z>.  Denkam 
Mighty  God !  while  angels  bless . .  R.  Robinson 
Mighty  One,  before  whose  fa. .  W.  G.  Bryant 
Millions  within  thy  courts  h.  .J.  Montgomery 
More  love  to  thee . .  Mrs.  Elizabeth  P.  Prentiss 
Mortals,  awake,  with  angels  join.  .S.  Medley 
Mourn  for  the  thousands  slain. . . .  Ohknown 
Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alon. .  T.  Shepherd 

My  country!  His  of  thee S,F,  Smith 

My  drowsy  powers,  why  sleep  ye  so. ./.  Watts 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee R.  Palmer 

My  former  hopes  are  fled W.  Gowper 

My  God,  accept  my  heart  this  d . .  Jf.  Bridges 
My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love ...  7.  Watts 
}lLy  God,  how  wonderful  thou  a.  .P.  W.  FaJber 
My  God,  I  am  thine;  what  a  com. .  G,  Wesley 
My  God,  I  know,  I  feel  thee  mine . .  G,  Wesley 
My  God,  is  any  hour  so  swe . .  Gharhtte  EUiott 
My  God,  my  God,  to  thee  I  cry. . .  (7.  Wesley 

My  God,  my  Life,  my  Love 7.  Watts 

My  God,  my  Portion,  and  my  Love.  .7.  Watts 
My  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys.  .7.  Watts 
My  gracious  Lord,  I  own  thy.  .P.  Doddridge 
My  head  is  low,  my  heart  is.  .J.  S.  B.  Monsell 
My  heavenly  home  is  bright  and . .  W.  Hunter 
Mj  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less. , .  ,E.  Mote 
My  hope,  my  all,  my  Saviour  thou ...  71  Goke 

My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt B.  Schmolke 

My  Lord,  how  full  of  sweet . .  Madame  Ouyon 
My  opening  eyes  with  rapture  see .  .J.  Button 

My  Saviour,  my  almighty  Friend 7.  Waits 

My  Saviour,  on  the  word.  .AnnaL.  Waning 

My  Shepherd's  mighty  aid T.  Roberts 

My  son,  know  thou  the  L . .  R.  G.  Brackenbvry 

My  soul  and  all  its  powers G.  Wesl&y 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard O.  Eea^ 

My  soul  before  Thee  prostrate. .  (7.  F»  Richter 


241 
576 

1012 

844 

53 

1054 
148 
881 
79 
725 
193 
890 
666 

1089 
547 
762 
808 
468 
104 
147 
757 
536 
752 
425 
751 
698 
704 
605 
548 

1072 
421 
624 
654 
696 
83 
699 
510 
761 
360 
472 
581 
894 


Hyam 

My  soul,  repeat  His  praise. 7.  Watts  172 

My  soul,  weigh  not  thy  life Unknown  684 

My  soul,  with  humble  ferv .  .J.H.  Livingstone  449 

My  span  of  life  will  soo . .  Frances  M.  Gowper  664 

My  spirit,  on  thy  care K  F.  Lyte  636 

My  times  are  in  thy  hand W.F.  Lloyd  687 


Nearer,  my  God,  to  t . .  Mrs.  Sarah  F.  Adams  *12A 

Never  further  than.  .Mrs.  Elizabeth  Gharles  206 

New  every  morning  is  the  love J.  Keble  103 

No  gospel  like  this  feast J.  G.  Ryle  843 

Not  heaven's  wide  range  of  hallo . .  Unknown  860 

Not  here,  as  to  the  prophet's . .  J.  Montgmnery  40 

Not  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord I.  Watts  787 

Now  doth  the  sun  ascend . .  Ambrose  of  Milan  107 

Now  from  the  altar  of  our  hearts.  .J.  Mason  99 

Now  I  have  found  the  ground  w..J,A.  Rothe  420 

Now  in  parting.  Father,  bless  us.  .H  Bonar  856 

Now  is  the  accepted  time J.  DobeU  861 

Now  let  my  soul,  eternal  K . .  0.  Heginboffiam  294 

Now  may  He  who  from  the  dead.  .J.  Newton  23 

Now  may  the  Grod  of  grace  and  po.  .7.  Watts  1104 


0  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul. 7.  Watts  749 

0  Bread  to  pilgrims  given . . .  From  the  LaMn  849 

0  Christ,  our  King,  Crea . .  Gregory  the  Great  240 

0  Christ,  who  hast  prepared  9l.  .S.  Victorinus  49 

0  come,  and  dwell  in  me G.  Wesley  502 

0  come,  Creator  Spirit  b . .  Gregory  the  Great  269 

0  could  I  speak  the  matchless  w . .  5.  Medley  743 

0  day  of  rest  and  gladness . .  G.  WordsworQi  72 

0  Friend  of  souls!  how  blest. .  W.  G.  Dessler  613 

0  for  a  closer  walk  with  God W,  Gowper  649 

0  for  a  faith  that  will  not  s . .  W.  H.  Bathurst  667 

0  for  a  glance  of  heavenly  day. . . .  .J.  Hart  896 

0  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God . . .  C.  Wesley  521 

0  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing . .  G.  Wesl^  1 

0  for  an  overcoming  faith 7.  Watts  986 

0  for  that  flame  of  living  fi .  .  W.  5".  Bathurst  274 

0  for  that  tenderness  of  heart. ...  (7.  Wesley  410 

0  for  the  death  of  those J.  Montgomery  990 

0  glorious  hope  of  perfect  love ...  (7.  Wesley  542 

0  God,  by  whom  the  seed  is  given . .  R.  Heber  62 

0  God,  most  merciful  and  true. . .  G.  Wesley  581 

0  God,  of  good  the  unfatho.  .J.  A.  Scheffler  119 

0  God  of  love,  0  King  of. .  Sir  H.  W.  Baker  1102 

0  God,  our  help  in  ages  past 7.  WaMs  964 

0  God,  our  strength,  to  thee . .  Harriet  Auber  38 

0  God,  thou  art  my  God  alo.  .J.  Montgornery  698 

0  God,  thou  bottomless  abyss E,  Lange  126 

0  God,  though  countless  worl .  .J.  D.  Knowles  870 

0  God,  thy  faithfulness  I  plead. . .  G.  Wesley  644 

0  God,  thy  power  is  wonderful .  F.  W.  Fdber  126 

0  God,  to  thee  we  rai . .  Gharhtte  Richardson  682 

0  God,  to  us  show  mercy Unknown  60 

0  God,  we  praise  thee,  and  confess.  .N.  Tate  120 

0  God,  what  offering  shall  I  give . .  J.  Lange  474 

0  happy  band  of  pilg . .  Joseph  of  the  Stadium  640 

0  happy  day  that  fixed  my  ch . .  P.  Doddridge  447 

0  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord,  Br.  .J.  W.  Eastbum  187 
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0  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord!  Thou.  .,.J.  Conder 

0  how  happy  are  they G.  Wesley 

0  how  the  thought  of  God  att.  ,F.  W.  Faber 
0  it  is  hard  to  work  for  God. .  .F,  W,  Faber 

0  Jesus,  at  thy  feet  we  wait C.  Wedey 

0  Jesus,  full  of  grace G.  Wesley 

0  Jesus,  full  of  truth  and  grace. .  G.  Wesley 
0  Jesus,  King  moat,  .Bernardo/ Glairvaux 
0  Jesus,  thou  the  bea . .  £ema/rd  of  Glairvaux 
0  joyful  sound  of  gospel  grace. . .  G.  Wesley 
0  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain. .  (7.  Wesley 
0  Lord  of  hosts,  whose  glory  fi.  .</.  if[  Necde 
0  Lord,  our  fathers  oft  ha. .  ToUe  and  Brady 
0  Lord,  thy  heavenly  grace  im .  .t/i  F,  Oherlin 
0  Lord,  thy  work  revive. .  .Phxhe  H,  Brown 
0  Lord,  while  we  confess  the.  .Mary  Bowly 
0  Love,  divine  and  tender.  ,,J.S.  B.  MonseU 
0  Love  divine,  how  sweet  thou  a. .  C.  Wesley 
0  Love  divine!  0  matchless  gra.  .E.  Tamey 
0  Love  divine,  that  stooped. .  0,  W.Holmes 
0  Love  divine,  what  hast  thou  d. .  C7.  Wesley 
0  Love,  thy  sovereign  aid  impar. .  G.  Wesley 

0  Master,  it  is  good  to  be A.  P.  Stanley 

0  my  God,  how  thy  salvati.  .J.  S.  B.  MonseU 

0  paradise  I  0  paradise F.  W.  Faher 

0  praise  our  God  to-day. . .  Sir  K  W.  Baker 
0  render  thanks  to  God  ab . .  Thte  and  Brady 
0  sacred  Head,  now.  .Bema/rd  of  Glairvaux 
0  Son  of  Grod,  in  glory.  .Mrs,  G.  F.  Alexa/nder 
0  Spirit  of  the  living  God. .  .J.  Montgomery 
0  still  in  accents  sweet  and  s. .  ^.  Lo7hgfeQ/ow 

0  Sun  of  righteousness,  arise J.  Wesley 

0  tell  mono  more  of  this  world.  .J.  GamtxM 
0  that  I  could  my  Lord  receive  ...G.  Wesley 
0  that  I  could  repent  I  0  that. . . .  C.  Wesley 

0  that  I  could  repent,  With G.  Wesley 

0  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone . .  G.  Wesley 
0  that  Thou  wouldst  the  heaven. .  G.  Wesley 

0  Thou  eternal  Victim,  slain G.  Wesley 

0  Thou  from  whom  all  goodness. .  T.  Ha/weis 

0  Thou  God  of  my  salvation T.  Olivers 

0  Thou,  in  whose  presence  my  so.  .J*.  Swain 
0  Thou,  our  Saviour,  Brother,  Fr. .  C7.  Wesley 
0  Thou  pure  Light  of  souls  that  lo . .  Breviary 

0  Thou  that  hearest  prayer J.  Burton 

0  Thou  to  whom,  in  ancient  tim .  .J.  Pierpont 
0  Thou,  to  whose  all-searchin. .  G.  Tersteegen 
0  Thoii  who  all  things  ca.  .F¥om  the  German 
0  Thou  who  camest  from  above . .  G.  Wesley 
0  Thou  who  driest  the  mourner's . .  T.  Moore 
0  Thou,  who  hast  at  t. .  .Mrs.  M.  J.  GotteriU 
0  Thou  who  hast  our  sorrows  bo . .  C.  Wesley 
0  Thou,  who  hast  spread. . Hannah F,  Gould 
0  Thou,  who  in  the  oliv.  .Mrs.  F.  D.  Hemans 
0  Thou,  who,  when  we  did  comp . .  G.  Wesley 
0  Thou,  whom  all  thy  saints  ado. .  G.  WesU^ 
0  Thou,  whose  filmed  and.  .A.  B.  Thompson 

0  Thou,  whose  mercy  hears Anne  Steele 

0  Thou,  whose  own  vast  tem. .  W.  G.  Bryant 

0  His  delight  without  alloy /.  Watts 

0  turn  ye,  0  turn  ye,  for  why  w..J.  Hopkins 
0  what  a  mighty  change C.  Wesley 


Hymn 
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614 
667 
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701 
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1097 
685 
771 
829 
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640 
837 
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220 
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200 
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46 
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282 
86 
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459 
881 

1110 
618 
157 
87 
670 
558 
869 
708 

'885 

1057 


0  what  amazing  words  of  grace  ...S.  Medley 

0  what  delight  is  this G.  Wesley 

0  what,  if  we  are  Christ's . .  Sir  H.  W.  Baker 
0  what  shall  I  do  my  Saviour  to. .  C7.  Wesley 
0  when  shall  we  sweetly  remove. .  G.  Wesley 
0  where  are  kings  and  empires.  .A.  G.  Gooce 
0  where  is  now  that  glowing  love. . .  TTKeUy 
0  where  shall  rest  be  found.  .J.  Montgomery 
0  who,  in  such  a  world  as  t.  .t/.  Montgomery 
0  wondrous  power  of  faithful  pr. .  (7.  Wesley 
0  wondrous  type!  0  visio.  .Sarum  Breviary 
0  worship  the  King  all-glorio.  .SirB.  Grant 
O'er  the  distant  mountains.  .J.  S.  B.  MonseU 
O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkn . .  W.  WiUiama 
Of  Him  who  did  salv.  .Bernard of  Glairvaux 

Oft  I  in  my  heart  have  said .G.  Wesley 

On  all  the  earth  Thy  Spirit  shower.  .H.  More 
On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  sta. .  /SC  Stennett 
On  the  mountain's  top  appearing. . . T.  KeUy 
On  this  day,  the  first  of  d . .  Sir  H.  W.  Baker 
On  this  stone,  now  laid  with  pr.  .tT".  Pierpont 
On  thy  Church,  0  Power  div.  .Harriet  Avber 
Once  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day . .  /.  WaMs 
Once  more  we  come  before  our  Go.  .«/*.  Hart 
One  more  day's  work  for.  ,Anna  B.  Warner 

One  sole  baptismal  sign G.  BoMnson 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought. . .  .Phoebe  Gary 
Only  waiting,  till  the  shad.  .Mrs.  F.  L.  Mace 
Onward,  Christian  soldier.  .j8L  Baring -Gould 
Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he.  .Harriet  Avber 
Our  country's  voice  is  plead.  .Mrs.  Anderson 
Our  Father,  God,  who  art  in  hea.  .A.  Jttdson 

Our  few  revolving  years B.  Beddome 

Our  God  is  love ;  and  all  his  sai. .  T.  GotteriU 
Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead. .  G.  Wesley 

Our  sins  on  Christ  were  laid J.  Fawcett 

Out  of  the  depths  of  woe. . .  .J.  Montgomery 
Out  of  the  depths  to  thee.  .Mrs.  E.  E.  Marcy 


Pass  a  few  swiftly  fleeting  years. .  G.  Wesley 
Peace,  doubting  heart!  my  God's. .  G.  Wesley 
Peace,  troubled  soul,  thou  need's . .  S.  Ecking 
Pilgrim,  burdened  with  thy  sin. . .  G.  Grdbbe 
Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair.  .1.  Watts 
Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  he.  .i7.  F.  Lyte 
Praise  the  Lord,  his  glories  sho.  .H.  F,  Lyte 
Praise  the  Lord !  ye  heavens, . .  J.  Kemptkorne 
Praise  to  God,  immor.  .Mrs.  A.  L.  Barbaidd 
Praise  to  the  Holiest  in  the.  .J.  H.  Keumum 
Praise  waits  in  Zion,  Lord, . .  Sir  J.  E.  Smith 
Praise  ye  the  Lord,  ye  immortal  c. ./.  Watts 

Pray,  without  ceasing  pray G.  Wesley 

Prayer  is  appointed  to  convey J.  Hart 

Prayer  is  the  breath  of  God  m..B.  Beddome 
Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere.  .J.  Montgomery 
Prince  of  peace,  control.  .Mary  A.  S.  Barber 
Prisoners  of  hope,  lift  up  your  h. .  (7.  Wesley 
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Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King G.  Wesley 

Rest  for  the  toiling  hand H,  Bonar 
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Rest  from  thj  labor,  rest. . .  .cT.  Montgomery 
Return,  my  soul,  enjoy  thy  rest. -.J*.  Stennett 
Return,  0  wanderer,  return.  ,.W.JB,  CoUyer 
Rich  are  the  joys  which  cann.  .P.  Doddridge 

Rise,  glorious  Conqueror,  rise M.  Bridges 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy . .  K  Seagraw 
Rites  cannot  change  the  he . .  W.  M.  Bimting 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. .  .^.  Jf.  Ibplady 

Roll  on,  thou  mighty  ocean J,  Edmeston 

Round  the  Lord,  in  glory  seated. . .  .i?.  MmU 

Safely  through  another  week J,  Newton 

Salvation  I  0  the  joyful  sound. . . .  .Z  Watts 
Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name.  .J,  EUerton 
Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  b.  .</.  Edmeston 
Saviour,  like  a  shepher.  .Dorothy  A.  Thrupp 
Saviour  of  all,  to  thee  we  bow. . . .  C.  Wesley 
Saviour  of  men,  thy  searching.  ,J,  J.  Winkler 

Saviour  of  the  sin-sick  soul C.  Wesley 

Saviour,  on  me  the  grace  besto»? . .  C.  Wesley 
Saviour,  sprinkle  many  nations.  ,.A,  C.  Coxe 
Saviour,  when,  in  dust,  to  thee . .  Sir  R.  Grant 
Saviour,  who  died  for  me. . .  .Marie  J.  Mason 
Saviour,  who  thy  flock  ar. .  W.  A.  Muhlenberg 
Say,  sinner,  hath  a  voice  w.  .Mrs.  A.  B.  Hyde 
See  how  great  a  flame  aspires. . . .  C7.  Wesley 
See  how  the  morning  sun. . .  .Elizabeth  Scott 
See,  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd.  .P.  Doddridge 

See,  Jesus,  thy  disciples  see G.  Wesley 

See  the  Lord,  thy  Keeper,  stand . .  G.  Wesley 

Servant  of  God,  well  done G.  Wesl^ 

Servants  of  God,  in  joyful  \.  .J.  Montgomery 
Shall  I,  for  fear  of  feeble  ma . .  t/.  J.  Winkler 
Shall  man,  0  God  of  light  and  li. .  7!  Dvnght 
She  loved  her  Saviour,  and  to  hi. .  W.  Gutter 
Shepherd  Divine,  our  wants  relie. .  G.  Wesley 
Shepherd  of  souls,  with  pitying  e. .  C.  Wesley 
Shepherd  of  tender ..  Glement  of  Alexa/ndria 
Show  pity,  Lord,  0  Lord,  forgive. . ./.  Watts 
Shrinking  from  the  cold  hand  of . .  C7.  Wesley 
Silently  the  shades  of  e. .  Ghristopher  G,  Gox 
Since  all  the  varying  scenes  of  t\..J.  Hervey 
Sing  to  the  great  Jehovah's  praise. .  G.  Wesley 
Sing  to  the  Lord  of  harvest.  .J.S.B.  Monsdl 
Sing  with  all  the  sons  of  glory. .  W.  J.  Irons 

Sinners,  obey  the  gospel  word G,  Wesley 

Sinners,  the  voice  of  God  regard.  .J.  Fawcett 
Sinners,  turn;  why  will  ye  die. . . .  G,  Wesley 
Sinners,  will  you  scorn  the  message .  .J.  AUen 

Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray S.F.  Smith 

Softly  now  the  light  of  day.  ...O.W.  Doane 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise G.  Wesley 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  lay  hold G.  Wesley 

Soldiers  of  the  cross,  arise.  .J.  B.  Waterbvry 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises W.  Gotoper 

Son  of  the  carpenter,  receive. ....  (7.  Wesley 
Songs  of  praise  the  angels  s.  .«/*.  Montgomery 
Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise . .  Mrs.  Yoke 
Souls  in  heathen  dark.  .Mrs.  G.  F.  Alexander 
Sovereign  of  all  the  worlds  on . .  P.  Doddridge 
Sovereign  of  worlds!  display  thy.  .Mrs,  Yoke 
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Hynii 

Sovereign  Ruler,  Lord  of  all T.  Raffles    880 

Sow  in  the  mom  thy  seed. ,,  .J.  Montgomery    675 

Spirit  divine,  attend  our  prayer A.  Reed    278 

Spirit,  leave  thy  house  of  cl.  .J^.  Montgom/ery  1000 

Spirit  of  faith,  come  down G.  Wesl^    485 

Stand  the  omnipotent  decree G.  Wesley  1025 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord . .  J.  Montgomery  6 
Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesu . .  G.  DuffieUd,  Jr.    567 

Stay,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay G.  Wesley    890 

StiU  one  in  life  and  one  in  death . .  H.  Bonar    796 

Still  out  of  the  deepest  abyss G.  Wesley    681 

Sun  of  my  soul,  thou  Saviour  dear.  .J.  Keble  102 
Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  ..W.W.  Waljbrd  688 
Sweet  is  the  light  of  Sabbath  e..J.  Edmeston  80 
Sweet  is  the  prayer  whose  holy  s . .  Unknown  711 
Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  Ki. ./.  Watts  81 
Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessin.  .J.  AUen  780 
Sweet  was  the  time  when  first  If  ..J.  Newton  646 
Swell  the  anthem,  raise  the  song.  .N.  Strong  1093 


Take  the  name  of  Jesus  wit . .  Mrs.  L.  Booster  653 
Take  up  thy  cross,  the  Saviou  ..G.W.  Everest  601 
Talk  with  us.  Lord,  thyself  revea. .  G.  Wesley  712 
Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand .  .ff.  Alford  1062 
Tender  Shepherd,  thou  h . .  Fhmi  the  German  1007 
Thank  and  praise  Jehovah'.  .J.  Montgomery  26 
That  awful  day  will  surely  come. . . ./.  Watts  1020 
That  doleful  night  before  his  death . .  J.  Hart  840 
That  solemn  hour  will  come  for. .  Unknown  976 
The  chosen  three,  on  mountain  h .  .'/>.  H  Ela  198 
The  counsels  of  redeeming  grac. .  S.  Stennett    296 

The  (^y  is  past  and  gone J.  Ldand    118 

The  (fay  of  resurrection . . .  John  of  Damaacus  280 
The  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadf . .  Sir  W.  Scott  1017 
The  glorious  universe  aroun . .  J.  Montgomery    788 

The  God  of  Abrah'm  praise T.  Olivers  1075 

The  God  of  harvest  praise. .  .J.  Montgomery  1087 

The  God  who  reigns  on  high T.  Olivers  1077 

The  great  archangel's  trump  sha. .  G.  Wesley  1019 

The  harvest  dawn  is  near G.  Burgess    579 

The  head  that  once  was  crowned  w.  .T.  KeUy  256 
The  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lor . .  /.  Watts  292 
The  heavenly  treasure  now  we  h . .  C.  Wesley  1046 
The  King  of  heaven  his  table . .  P.  Doddridge    884 

The  leaves,  around  me  falling H.F.  Lyte  1088 

The  Lord  descended  from  abo. .  T.  Stemhold  152 
The  Lord  is  King!  lift  up  thy  vo..J.  Gander  134 
The  Lord  is  my  Shepheitl  n..J. Montgomery    179 

The  Lord  is  risen  indeed T.  KeUy    285 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns I.  Watts    142 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prep . .  J.  Addison    1 80 

The  Lord  of  earth  and  sky .G.  Wesley    958 

The  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  p . .  jS.  Wesley,  Jr.  76 
The  Lord  our  God  alone  is..G.T.  Winchester  866 
The  Lord  our  God  is  clothed  w.  .H.K.  White  151 
The  Lord  will  come,  and  not  be  b\..J.  Milton  916 
The  Lord 's  my  Shepherd,  I  '11  no ...  i^.  Rous  156 
The  morning  flowers  display. . S.  Wesley,  Jr.  977 
The  morning  kindles  all  ihe  sky . .  Am^osian  283 
The  morning  light  is  breaking. .  S.  F.  Smith  982 
The  perfect  world,  by  Adam  tr .  .^:  P.  Willis    868 
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The  praying  spirit  breathe C.  Wesley 

The  precious  seed  of  weepi .  ,G,J.  P.  Spitta 
The  prodigal,  with  str.  .Mrs.  L,  K  Sigoumey 
The  royal  banner  is  unfurled . .  V.  Fortunatus 
The  saints  who  die  of  Christ  po. .  (7.  Wesley 
The  Saviour!  0  what  endless  c.  .Awne  Steele 
The  Saviour,  when  to  heaven . .  P.  Doddridge 
The  spacious  firmament  on  high .  .J.  Addison 
The  Spirit,  in  our  hearts . .  .U.  U.  Onderdonk 
The  starry  firmament  on  high , .  Sir  R.  Grant 
The  Sun  of  righteousness  on  me . .  C,  Wesley 
The  tempter  to  my  soul  hat . .  J.  Montgomery 

The  thing  my  Crod  doth  hate C.  Wesley 

The  voice  of  free  grace  cries,  E . ./?.  BwrdsaU 

The  world  is  very  evil Bernardo/  Cluny 

The  year  is  gone,  beyond  r.  .From  the  Latin 

Thee  we  adore,  eternal  Name /.  Watts 

There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  b . .  W.  Cowper 
There  is  a  land  mine  eye  hath  se. .  6^.  Robins 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight /.  Watts 

There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place .  .H.F.  Lyte 
There  is  an  eye  that  never  sle. .  J!  A,  WdUace 
There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful .  .W,  B.  Tappan 
There  is  no  night  in  heav.  .F.  D.  Huntington 
There  seems  a  voice  in  every.  Mrs.  A.  Opie 
There's  a wideness in  God's  m..F.W.  Faher 
They  come,  Grod's  messengers.  .R.  CampheU 
They  who  seek  the  throne  of  gra .  0.  Holden 
Thine  arm,  0  Lord,  in  days .  .E.H.  Plumptre 
Thine  forever! — Grod  of  1.  .Mrs.  M.  F.  Maude 
Thine,  Lord,  is  wisdom,  thine  alo.  .E.  Lange 
This  child  we  dedicate  to.  .7^.  by  S.  Oilman 

This  God  is  the  God  we  adore J.  Hart 

This  is  the  day  of  light ,».J.  Ellerton 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  ha. . Harriet  Avber 
This  stone  to  thee  in  faith  w . .«/".  Montgomery 
Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave ;  but  w . .  i?.  Heber 

Thou  art  gone  up  on  high Mrs.  E.  Ibke 

Thou  art  the  Way: — to  thee  a. .  G.  W.  Doane 
Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  La,.  .J.  Gennick 
Tliou  God  of  glorious  majesty. . . .  C.  Wesley 
Thou  God  of  power,  thou  God  of.  .J.  Walker 

Thou  God  of  truth  and  love G.  Wesley 

Thou  great  mysterious  God  unkn. .  G.  Wesley 
Thou  hidden  love  of  God,  who . .  G.  Tersteegen 
Thou  hidden  Source  of  calm  repo . .  G.  Wesley 
Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead . .  .G.  Wesley 
Thou  Lamb  of  God,  thou  Prin  ..G.F.  Richter 

Thou  Refuge  of  my  soul Anne  Steele 

Thou  seest  my  feebleness G,  Wesley 

Thou  Shepherd  of  Israel,  and  m\.  .G,  Wesley 
Thou  Son  of  God,  whose  flaming. .  G.  Wesl&y 

Thou  very-present  Aid G.  Wesley 

Thou  who  like  the  wind  dost  C..H.D.  Ganse 

Thou,  whose  almighty  word J.  Marriott 

Though  all  the  world  my  cho. .  G.  Tersteegen 
Though  nature's  strength  decay. . .  T.  Olivers 
Though  now  the  nations  sit  bene.  .L.  Bacon 
Though  troubles  assail,  and  dang.  .J.  Newton 
Though  waves  and  storms  go  o\.J.  A.  Rothe 
Through  sorrow's  night,  and  d..H.K.  White 
Thus  far  the  Lord  hath  led  me  on. ./,  Watts 
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Thy  ceaseless,  unexhausted  love. .  G.  Wesley 
Thy  gracious  presence,  0  my. .  .Aniie  Steele 
Thy  life  I  read,  my  gracious  Lo. . ^.  Stennett 
Thy  mercy  heard  my  infant  p . .  Sir  R.  Gramt 
Thy  presence,  gracious  God,  aflfo.  .J.  Fawcett 
Thy  presence.  Lord,  the  place  ah..G.  Wesley 

Thy  way  is  in  the  sea J.  Fawcett 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  0  Lord H.  Bonar 

Thy  will  be  done!  I  will  not  fear.  .J.  Roscoe 
Thy  word,  almighty  Lord. . .  .J.  Montgomery 
Till  He  come:  0  let  the  w.  .E.  H.  Bickersteth 
'Tis  finished!  so  the  Saviour  ct..S.  Stennett 
'Tis  finished!  the  Messiah  dies. . . .  C7.  Wesley 
'Tis  midnight;  and  on  Olive. .  W.  B.  Tappan 
'Tis  thine  alone,  almighty  Na.  .^.  F.  Hatfield 

To  Jesus,  our  exalted  Lord Anne  Steele 

To  the  haven  of  thy  breast G.  Wesley 

To  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes G.  Wesl&y 

To  thee,  0  God,  whose  guiding. .  W.  T.  Davis 
To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  bom. .  .J.  Morrison 
Trembling  before  thine  awf .  ,A,  L.  HiUhouse 
Try  us,  0  God,  and  search  the  g. .  G.  Wesley 


Unchangeable,  almighty  Lord G.  Wesley 

Unveil,  0  Lord,  and  on  us  s.  .tA  H  Nstvman 
Unveil  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb. . ./  Watts 
Upon  the  Crospel's  sacred  p. .  Sir  J.  Bowring 
Urge  on  your  rapid  course G.  Wesley 

Vain  are  all  terrestrial  pleasure.  .D.  E.  Ford 

Vain,  delusive  world,  adieu G.  Wesley 

Vain  man,  thy  fond  pursuits  forbe.  .J.  Hart 
Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame A.  Pope 


Walk  in  the  light!  so  shalt  thou . . B.  Barton 
Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  ni . .  Sir  J.  Bounding 
We  all  believe  in  one  true  G.  .T.  Clausnitzer 
We  bring  no  glittering  tre.  .Harriet  Phillips 
We  give  thee  but  thine  own. . ,  .W.W.  How 
We  have  no  outward  righteousn. .  G.  Wesley 
We  journey  through  a  vale  of  te.,B.  Barton 

We  know,  by  faith  we  know G.  Wesley 

We  lift  our  hearts  to  thee J.  Wesley 

We  may  not  climb  the  heave .  .J.  G.  Whittier 
We  plow  the  fields  and  scatter. .  M.  Glaudius 
We  rear  not  a  temple,  like  Jn..H.  Ware^  Jr. 
We  shall  see  Him,  in  our  nature . .  Unknown 
We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  di. .  71  Kelly 
We  sinners.  Lord,  wi.  .Bernard of  Glairvaux 
Weary  souls,  that  wander  wide. . .  G.  Wesley 
Weep  not  for  a  brother  deceased. .  G.  Wesley 
Welcome,  happy  morning!  &.  .V.  Fortunatus 

Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest /.  Watts 

Welcome,  thou  Victor  in  the  s . .  B.  SchmoJke 
Well  for  him  who  all  things  losi. .  G.  Arnold 
What  a  Friend  we  have  in  Jesus.  .H.  Bonar 

What  could  your  Redeemer  do G.  Wesley 

What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  pa. .  W.  Gowper 
What  grace,  0  Lord,  and  be.  ,SirK  Denny 
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What  is  our  calling^s  glorious  ho. .  (7.  Wesley 

What  majesty  and  grace S.  Stennett 

What!  never  speak  one  evil  wor. .  G.  Wesley 
What  shall  I  do  my  Crod  to  love . . .  C.  Wesfey 
What  shall  I  render  to  my  God . .  .S.  Wesley 

What  sinners  value  I  resign /.  Watts 

What  various  hindrances  we  m . .  W.  Cotvper 
When  all  thy  mercies,  0  my  Go . .  t/.  Addison 
When,  doomed  to  death,  the .  .W.  C.  Bryant 
When,  gracious  Lord,  when  shal . .  C.  Wesley 

When,  his  salvation  bringing J.  King 

When  I  can  read  my  title  clear /.  Watts 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross. ./.  WaMs 
When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  belo. .  Sir  W,  Scott 
When  languor  and  disease  i.  .A.  M.  Toplady 
When,  marshaled  on  the  night .  .H.  K,  White 
When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see. . .  Jl  Montgomery 
When  en  the  brink  of  death  ..W.B.  CoUyer 
When  Power  divine,  in  mo . .  Sir  J.  E.  Smith 

When  quiet  in  my  house  I  sit C.  Wesley 

When  rising  from  the  bed  of  de . .  J.  Addison 
When  shall  the  voice  of  singi . .  J.  Edmeston 
When  shall  Thy  love  constrain. . .  C  Wesley 

When  shall  we  meet  again A.  A.  WaMs 

When,  streaming  from  t . .  W.  Shnibsole^  Jr, 
When  the  blind  suppliant  in. .  W.  (7.  Bryant 
When  the  last  trumpet's  awf . .  W.  Cameron 
When  this  passing  world  i.  .JR.  M.  M''Gheyne 
When  thou,  my  rig. .  Countess  of  Huntingdon 
When  through  the  torn  sail  the  wi . .  i?.  Heher 
When  time  seems  short  and .  .G.W.  Bethtme 
When  to  the  exiled  seer  were . .  G.  Robinson 
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%uTiflanm, 


[Let  every  adult  person,  and  tbe  parents  of  every 
child  to  be  baptized,  have  the  cboice  of  either  sprin- 
klinf?,  poiirinff,  or  immersion.] 

[We  will  on  no  account  whatever  make  a  charfire  for 
administering  Baptism.] 

Order  for  the  Administration  of  Bap- 
tism TO  Infants, 

The  Minister^  coming  to  the  FoTtt^  which  is  to  he 
fJled  with  pure  Water,  shall  tiae  the  foUotoing: 

Dearly  Beloved,  forasmucli  as  all  men 
are  conceived  and  bom  in  sin,  and  that  our 
Saviour  Christ  saith,  Except  a  man  be 
born  of  water  and  of  the  Spirit  he  cannot 
enter  into  the  kingdom  of  God  ;  I  beseech 
you  to  call  upon  God  the  Father,  through 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  that  having,  of  his 
bounteous  mercy,  redeemed  this  child  by 
the  blood  of  his  Son,  he  will  grant  that  h^, 
being  baptized  with  water,  may  also  be 
baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  be  received 
into  Christ's  holy  Church,  and  become  a 
lively  Mem^ber  of  the  same. 

Then  shaU  the  Minister  say. 
Let  us  pray. 

Almighty  and  Everlasting  God,  who  of 
thy  great  mercy  hast  condescended  to  enter 
into  covenant  relations  with  man,  wherein 
thou  hast  included  children  as  partakers  of 
its  gracious  benefits,  declaring  that  of  such 
is  thy  kingdom ;  and  in  thy  ancient  Church 
didst  appoint  divers  baptisms,  figuring 
thereby  the  renewing  of  tlie  Holy  Ghost; 
and  by  thy  well-beloved  Son  Jesus  Christ 
gavest  commandment  to  thy  holy  Apostles 
to  go  into  all  the  world  and  disciple  all 
nations,  baptizing  them  in  the  name  of  the 
Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy 
Ghost :  we  beseech  thee,  that  of  thine  in- 
finite mercy  thou  wilt  look  upon  this  child : 
wash  him  and  sanctify  him  ;  that  he,  being 
saved  by  thy  grace,  may  be  received  into 
Christ's  holy  Church,  and  being  steadfast 
in  faith,  joyful  through  hope,  and  rooted 
in  love,  may  so  overcome  the  evils  of  this 
present  world  that  finally  he  may  attain  to 
everlasting  life,  and  reign  with  thee,  world 
without  end,  through  Jesus  Christ  our 
Lord.    Amen, 

O  merciful  God,  ^nt  that  all  carnal 
affections  may  die  m  Imi^  and  that  all 


things  belonging  to  the  Spirit  may  live 
and  grow  in  him.    Amen, 

Grant  that  he  may  have  power  and 
strength  to  have  victory,  and  to  triumph 
against  the  devil,'  the  world,  and  the  flesh. 
Am^n. 

Grant  that  whosoever  is  dedicated  to 
thee  by  our  Office  and  Ministry  may  also  be 
endued  with  heavenly  virtues,  and  ever- 
lastingly rewarded  through  thy  mercy,  O 
blessed  Lord  God,  who  dost  live  and  gov- 
ern all  things,  world  without  end.    Amen. 

Almighty,  Everliving  God,  whose  most 
dearly  beloved  Son  Jesus  Christ,  for  the 
forgiveness  of  our  sins,  did  shed  out  of  his 
most  precious  side  both  water  and  blood, 
regard,  we  beseech  thee,  our  supplications. 
Sanctify  this  water  for  this  Holy  Sacrament ; 
and  grant  that  this  child,  now  to  be  bap- 
tized, may  receive  the  fullness  of  thy  grace, 
and  ever  remain  in  the  number  of  thy 
faithful  and  elect  children,  through  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord.     Amen. 

Then  shall  the  Minister  address  the  Parents 
or  Guardians  a>s  follows  : 

Dearly  Beloved,  forasmuch  as  this  child 
w  now  presented  by  you  for  Christian  Bap- 
tism, you  must  remember  that  it  is  your 
part  and  duty  to  see  that  he  be  taught,  as 
soon  as  he  shall  be  able  to  learn,  the  na- 
ture and  end  of  this  Holy  Sacrament.    And 
that  he  may  know  these  things  the  better, 
you  shall  call  upon  him  to  give  reverent 
attendance  upon  the  appointed  means  of 
grace,  such  as  the  ministry  of  the  word, 
and  the  public  and  private  worship  of  God; 
and  further,  you  shall  provide  that  he  shall 
read  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  leani  the 
Lord's  Prayer,  the  Ten  Commandments, 
the  Apostles'  Creed,  the  Catechism,  and  all 
other  things  which  a  Christian  ought  to 
know  and  believe  to  his  soul's  health,  in 
order  that  he  may  be  brought  up  to  lead  a 
virtuous  and  holy  life,  remembering  always 
that  Baptism  doth  represent  unto  us  that 
inward  purity  which  cQsposeth  us  to  f ollow^ 
the  example  of  our  Saviour  Christ ;  that  as 
he  died  and  rose  again  for  us,  so  should  we, 
who  are  baptized,  die  unto  sin  and  rise 
again  unto  nghteousness,  continually  mor- 
tifying all  corrupt  affections,  and   daily 
proceeding  in  all  virtue  and  godliness. 
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Do  you  therefore  solemnly  engage  to  ful- 
fill these  duties,  so  far  as  in  you  lies,  the 
Lord  being  your  helper  ? 

Ana,  We  do. 

Then  shall  the  People  stand  v/p^  and  the  Min- 
ister shall  say : 

Hear  the  words  of  the  Gospel,  written  by 
St.  Mark.    [Chap,  x,  13-16.] 

They  brought  younff  Children  to  Christ, 
that  he  should  touch  uiem.  And  his  dis- 
ciples rebuked  those  that  brought  them. 
But  when  Jesus  saw  it,  he  was  much  dis- 
pleased, and  said  unto  them,  Suffer  the 
little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  for- 
bid them  not,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom 
of  God.  Verily  I  say  imto  you.  Whosoever 
shall  not  receive  the  kingdom  of  God  as  a 
little  child,  he  shall  not  enter  therein.  And 
he  took  them  up  in  his  arms,  put  his  hands 
upon  them,  and  blessed  them. 

Then  the  Minister  shaU  take  the  Child  into  his 
hands,  and  say  to  the  friends  of  the  OhUd, 

Name  this  child. 

And  then,  naming  it  after  them,  he  shall 
sprinkle  or  pour  Water  upon  it,  or,  \f  de- 
sired, immerse  it  in  Water,  saying, 

iV.,  I  baptize  thee  in  the  name  of  the 
Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.    Amen. 

Then  shall  the  Minister  offer  the  foUoumg 
Prayer,  the  people  kneeling : 

O  God  of  infinite  mercy,  the  Father  of 
all  the  faithful  seed,  be  pleased  to  grant 
unto  this  child  an  understanding  mind  and 
a  sanctified  heart.  May  thy  providence 
lead  him  through  the  dangers,  temptations, 
and  ignorance  of  his  youth,  that  he  may 
never  run  into  folly,  nor  into  the  evils  of  an 
unbridled  appetite.  We  pray  thee  so  to 
order  the  course  of  his  life,  that  by  good 
education,  by  holy  examples,  and  by  thy 
restraining  and  renewing  grace,  he  may  be 
led  to  serve  thee  faithfully  all  his  days ;  so 
that,  when  he  has  glorified  thee  in  his  gen- 
eration, and  has  served  the  Church  on  earth, 
he  may  be  received  into  thine  eternal  king- 
dom, through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.  Amen, 

Almighty  and  most  merciful  Father,  let 
thy  loving  mercy  and  compassion  descend 
upon  th^ese,  thy  servant  ana  handmaid,  the 
parents  [or  guardians]  of  this  child.  Grant 
unto  them,  we  beseech  thee,  thy  Holy 
Spirit,  that  they  may,  like  Abraham,  com- 
mand tJieir  household  to  keep  the  way  of 
the  Lord.  Direct  their  actions,  and  sanc- 
tify tMr  JieaHs,  words,  and  purposes,  that 


their  whole  family  may  be  united  to  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  in  the  bands  of  faith, 
obedience,  and  charity;  and  that  they  all, 
being  in  this  life  thy  holy  children  by 
adoption  and  grace,  may  be  admitted  into 
the  Church  of  the  first-bom  in  heaven, 
through  the  merits  of  thv  dear  Son,  our 
Saviour  and  Redeemer.    Amen, 

Then  may  the  Minister  offer  extemporary 

Pra/yer, 

Then  shall  "be  said,  all  kneeling : 

Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed 
be  thy  name.  Thy  kingdom  come.  Thy 
will  be  done  in  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven. 
Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread :  and  for- 
give us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them 
that  trespass  against  us:  and  lead  us  not 
into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  evil : 
for  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power, 
and  the  glory,  forever.    Amen, 

Ordeb  for  the  Administration  op  Bap- 
tism TO  SUCH  AS  ARE  OF  RiPER  YeARS. 

Dearly  Beloved,  forasmuch  as  all  men 
are  conceived  and  bom  in  sin;  and  that 
which  is  bom  of  the  flesh  is  flesh,  and  they 
that  are  in  the  flesh  cannot  please  God, 
but  live  in  sin,  committing  many  actual 
transgressions;  and  our  Saviour  Christ 
saith,  Except  a  man  be  bom  of  water  and 
of  the  Spirit  he  cannot  enter  into  the  king- 
dom of  God:  I  beseech  you  to  call  upon 
God  the  Father,  through  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  that  of  his  bounteous  goodness  he 
will  grant  to  these  persons  that  which  by 
nature  they  cannot  have;  that  they,  being 
baptized  with  water,  may  also  be  baptized 
with  the  Holy  Ghost,  and,  being  received 
into  Christ^s  holy  Church,  may  continue 
lively  Members  of  the  same. 

Then  shall  the  Minister  say^ 
Let  us  pray. 

Almighty  and  Immortal  God,  the  aid  of 
all  that  need,  the  helper  of  all  that  flee  to 
thee  for  succor,  the  me  of  them  that  be- 
lieve, and  the  resurrection  of  the  dead :  we 
call  upon  thee  for  these  persons,  that  they, 
coming  to  thy  Holy  Baptism,  may  also  be 
filled  with  thy  Holy  Spirit.  Receive  them, 
O  Lord,  as  thou  hast  promised  by  thy  well- 
beloved  Sou,  saying.  Ask,  and  ye  shall  re- 
ceive; seek,  and  ye  shall  find;  knock,  and 
it  shall  be  opened  unto  you:  so  give  now 
unto  us  that  ask;  let  us  that  seek,  find; 
open  the  gate  unto  us  that  knock;  that 
these  persons  may  enjoy  the  everlasting 
benediction  of  thy  heavenly  washing,  and 


487 


THE  RITUAL. 


may  come  to  the  eternal  kingdom  which 
thou  hast  promised,  by  Christ  our  Lord. 
Arnen, 

Then  shall  the  People  stand  up^  and  the  Min- 
ister shaU  sa/y : 

Hear  the  words  of  the  Gospel,  written  by 
St.  John.     [Chap,  iii,  1-8.] 

There  was  a  man  of  the  Pharisees,  named 
Nicodemus,  a  ruler  of  the  Jews :  the  same 
came  to  Jesus  by  night,  and  said  unto  him, 
Rabbi,  we  know  that  thou  art  a  teacher 
come  from  God ;  for  no  man  can  do  these 
miracles  that  thou  doest  except  God  be 
with  him.  Jesus  answered  and  said  unto 
him.  Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  thee.  Except 
a  man  be  bom  again,  he  cannot  see  the 
kingdom  of  God.  Nicodemus  saith  unto 
him.  How  can  a  man  be  born  when  he  is 
old?  Can  he  enter  the  second  time  into 
his  mother's  womb,  and  be  bom?  Jesus 
answered.  Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  thee. 
Except  a  man  be  bom  of  water  and  of  the 
Spirit  he  cannot  enter  into  the  kingdom 
of  God.  That  which  is  bom  of  the  flesh 
is  flesh,  and  that  which  is  born  of  the 
Spirit  is  spirit.  Marvel  not  that  I  said  unto 
tnee.  Ye  must  be  bom  again.  The  wind 
bloweth  where  it  listeth,  and  thou  hearest 
the  sound  thereof,  but  canst  not  tell  whence 
it  Cometh,  and  whither  it  goeth;  so  is 
every  one  that  is  bom  of  the  Spirit. 

Th&n  the  Minister  shall  speah  to  the  Persons 
to  "be  laptized  on  this  wise : 

Well  Beloved,  who  have  come  hither 
desiring  to  receive  Holy  Baptism,  you  have 
heard  how  the  Congregation  hath  prayed 
that  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  would  vouch- 
safe to  receive  you,  to  bless  you,  and  to 
give  you  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  and  ever- 
lasting life.  And  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
hath  promised  in  his  holy  word  to  grant 
all  those  things  that  we  have  prayed  for . 
which  promise  he  for  his  part  will  most 
surely  keep  and  perform. 

Wherefore,  after  this  promise  made  by 
Christ,  you  must  also  faithfully,  for  your 
part,  promise  in  the  presence  of  this  whole 
Congregation,  that  you  will  renounce  the 
devil  and  all  his  works,  and  constantly 
believe  God's  holy  word,  and  obediently 
keep  his  commandments. 

Then  shall  the  Minister  demand  of  each  of  the 
Persons  to  he  "baptised : 

Quest  Dost  thou  renounce  the  devil  and 
all  his  works,  the  vain  pomp  and  glory  of 
the  world,  with  all  covetous  desijres  of  the 


same,  and  the  camal  desires  of  the  flesh,  so 
that  thou  wilt  not  follow  nor  be  led  by  them? 

Ans,  I  renounce  them  all. 

Quest  Dost  thou  believe  in  God  the  Fa- 
ther Almighty,  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth ; 

And  in  Jesus  Christ  his  only  begotten  Son 
our  Lord ;  and  that  he  was  conceived  by  the 
Holy  Ghost,  born  of  the  Virgin  Mary ;  that 
he  suffered  under  Pontius  Pilate,  was  cru- 
cified, dead,  and  buried ;  that  he  rose  again 
the  third  day;  that  he  ascended  into 
heaven,  and  sitteth  at  the  right  hand  of 
God  the  Father  Almighty ;  and  from  thence 
shall  come  again  at  the  end  of  the  world, 
to  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead  ? 

And  dost  thou  believe  in  the  Holy  Ghost; 
the  holy  catholic  *  Church;  the  communion 
of  saints ;  the  forgiveness  of  sins ;  the  resur- 
rection of  the  body;  and  everlasting  life 
after  death? 

Ans.  All  this  I  steadfastly  believe. 

Quest  Wilt  thou  be  baptized  in  this  faith? 

Ans,  Such  is  my  desire. 

Quest  Wilt  thou  then  obediently  keep 
God's  holy  will  and  commandments,  ana 
walk  in  the  same  all  the  days  of  thy  life  ? 

Ans,  I  will  endeavor  so  to  do,  God  being 
my  helper. 

TJien  shall  the  Minister  say: 

O  Mex'ciful  God,  grant  that  all  camal 
affections  may  die  in  these  persons,  and  that 
all  things  belonging  to  the  Spirit  may  live 
and  grow  in  them.    Amen, 

Grant  that  thsy  may  have  power  and 
strength  to  have  victory,  and  triumph 
against  the  devil,  the  world,  and  the  flesh. 
Amen, 

Grant  that  they,  being  here  dedicated  to 
thee  by  our  Oflice  and  Ministry,  may  also 
be  endued  with  heavenly  virtues,  and  ever- 
lastingly rewarded,  through  thy  mercy,  O 
blessed  Lord  God,  who  dost  live  and  govern 
all  things,  world  without  end.     Amen, 

Almighty,  Everliving  God,  whose  most 
dearly  beloved  Son  Jesus  Christ,  for  the 
forgiveness  of  our  sins,  did  shed  out  of  his 
most  precious  side  both  water  and  blood ; 
and  gave  commandment  to  his  disciples 
that  they  should  go  teach  all  nations,  and 
baptize  them  in  the  name  of  the  Father, 
and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost ; 
regard,  we  beseech  thee,  our  supplications; 
and  grant  that  the  persons  now  to  be  bap- 
tized may  receive  the  fullness  of  thy  grace, 
and  ever  remain  in  the  number  of  thy  faith- 
ful arid  elect  children,  through  Jesus  Christ 
our  Lord.    Amen, 


*Tb!d  one  universal  Gburch  of  Christ. 
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Then  shall  the  Minister  ask  the  name  of  each 
Person  to  be  baptised,  and  shall  sprinkle  or 
pour  Water  upon  him  (or,  if  he  shall  desire 
it,  shall  immerse  him  in  Water),  saying: 

I^,,  I  baptize  thee  in  the  name  of  the 
Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.     Amen. 

Then  shall  be  said  the  Lord's  Prayer,  all 

kneeling. 

Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed 
be  thy  name.  Thy  kingdom  come.  Thy 
will  be  done  in  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven. 
Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread :  and  for- 
give us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them 
that  trespass  against  us:  and  lead  us  not 
into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  evil : 
for  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power, 
and  the  glory,  forever.     Amen, 

Then  may  the  Minister  conclude  with  extem- 
porary Prayer, 


Form  for  RECBrvma  Persons  into  the 
Church  as  Probationers. 

Thx>se  who  are  to  be  received  into  the  Church 
as  Probationers  shall  be  called  forward  by 
name,  and  the  Minister,  addressing  the 
Congregation,  shall  say  : 

Dearly  Beloved  Brethren,  that  none 
may  be  admitted  hastily  into  the  Church, 
we  receive  all  persons  seeking  fellowship 
with  us  on  profession  of  faith  into  a  pre- 
paratory membership  on  trial;  in  which 
proof  may  be  made,  both  to  themselves  and 
to  the  Church,  of  the  sincerity  and  depth 
of  their  convictions  and  of  the  strength  of 
their  purpose  to  lead  a  new  life. 

The  persons  here  present  desire  to  be 
so  admitted.  You  will  hear  their  answers 
to  the  questions  put  to  them,  and  if  you 
make  no  objection  they  will  be  received. 

It  is  needful,  however,  that  you  be  re- 
minded of  your  responsibility,  as  having 
previously  entered  this  holy  fellowship, 
and  as  now  representing  the  Church  into 
which  they  seek  admission.  Remembering 
their  inexperience,  and  how  much  they 
must  learn  in  order  to  become  good  soldiers 
of  Jesus  Christ,  see  to  it  that  they  find  in 
you  holy  examples  of  life,  and  loving  help 
in  the  true  serving  of  their  Lord  and  ours. 
I  beseech  you  so  to  order  your  own  lives 
that  these  new  disciples  may  take  no  detri- 
ment from  you,  but  that  it  may  ever  be 


cause  for  thanksgiving  to  God  that  they 
were  led  into  this  fellowship. 

Then,  addressing  the  Persons  seeking  Admis- 
sion on  Probation,  the  Minister  shaU  say : 

Dearly  Beloved,  you  have,  by  the  grace 
of  God,  made  your  decision  to  follow  Christ 
and  to  serve  him.  Your  confidence  in  so 
doing  is  not  to  be  based  on  any  notion  of 
fitness  or  worthiness  in  yourselves,  but 
solely  on  the  merits  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  and  on  his  death  and  intercession 
for  us. 

That  the  Church  may  know  your  pur- 
pose,'you  will  answer  the  questions  I  am 
now  to  ask  you. 

Have  you  an  earnest  desire  to  be  saved 
from  your  sins  ? 

Ans,  I  have. 

Will  you  guard  yourselves  against  all 
things  contrary  to  the  teaching  of  God's 
word,  .and  endeavor  to  lead  a  holy  life, 
following  the  commandments  of  God? 

Ans,l  will  endeavor  so  to  do. 

Are  you  purposed  to  give  reverent  at- 
tendance upon  the  appointed  means  of 
grace  in  the  ministry  of  the  word,  and  in 
the  private  and  public  worship  of  God  ? 

Ans,  I  am  so  determined,  with  the  help 
of  God. 

No  objection  being  offered,  the  Minister  shall 
then  a/nn4mnce  that  the  Candidates  are  ad- 
mitted as  Probationers  and  shaU  assign 
them  to  classes. 

Then  shall  the  Minister  offer   extemporary 

Prayer. 


Form  for  Receiving  Persons  into  the 
Church  after  Probation. 

On  the  day  appointed,  all  that  are  to  be  re- 
ceived into  the  Church  shall  be  called  for- 
ward, and  the  Minister,  addressing  the 
Congregation,  shall  say : 

Dearly  Beloved  Brethren,  the  Scrip- 
tures teach  us  that  the  Church  is  the  house- 
hold of  God,  the  body  of  which  Christ  is 
the  head ;  and  that  it  is  the  design  of  the 
Gospel  to  bring  together  in  one  all  who  are 
in  Christ.  The  fellowship  of  the  Church 
is  the  communion  that  its  Members  enjoy 
one  with  another.  The  ends  of  this  fellow- 
ship are,  the  maintenance  of  sound  doctrine 
and  of  the  ordinances  of  Christian  worship, 
and  the  exercise  of  that  power  of  godly 
admonition  and  discipline  which  Christ  has 
committed  to  his  Church  for  the  promotion 
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of  holiness.  It  is  the  duty  of  all  men  to 
unite  in  this  fellowship;  for  it  is  only  those 
that  *'  be  planted  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  " 
that  ''shall  flourish  in  the  courts  of  our 
GK>d/'  Its  more  particular  duties  are,  to 
promote  peace  and  unity;  to  bear  one 
another's  burdens  ;  to  prevent  each  other's 
stumbling;  to  seek  the  intimacy  of  friendly 
society  amonfi^  themselves;  to  continue 
steadfast  in  the  faith  and  worship  of  the 
Gospel;  and  to  pray  and  sympathize  with 
each  other.  Among  its  privileges  are, 
peculiar  incitements  to  hohness  from  the 
nearing  of  God's  word  and  sharing  in 
Christ's  ordinances ;  the  being  placed  under 
the  watchful  care  of  Pastors;  and  the  en- 
joyment of  the  blessings  which  are  prom- 
ised only  to  those  who  are  of  the  House- 
hold of  Faith.  Into  this  holy  fellowship 
the  persons  before  you,  who  have  already 
received  the  Sacrament  of  Baptism,  and 
have  been  under  the  care  of  proper  leaders 
for  six  months  on  Trial,  come  seeking  ad- 
mission. We  now  propose,  in  the  fear  of 
God,  to  question  them  as  to  their  faith  and 
purposes,  that  you  may  know  that  they 
are  proper  persons  to  be  admitted  into  the 
Church. 

Therif  addressing  the  Applicants  for  Adrnts- 
sioUf  the  Minister  shall  say: 

Dearly  Beloved,  you  are  come  hither 
seeking  the  great  privilege  of  union  with 
the  Church  our  Saviour  has  purchased  with 
his  own  blood.  We  rejoice  in  the  grace  of 
God  vouchsafed  unto  you  in  that  he  has 
called  you  to  be  his  followers^  and  that 
thus  far  you  have  run  well.  You  have 
heard  how  blessed  are  the  privileges,  and 
how  solemn  are  the  duties,  of  membership 
in  Christ's  Church;  and  before  you  are 
fully  admitted  thereto,  it  is  proper  that  you 
do  here  publicly  renew  your  vows,  confess 
your  faith,  and  declare  your  purpose,  by 
answering  the  following  questions : 

Do  you  here,  in  the  presence  of  God  and 
of  this  Congregation,  renew  the  solemn 
promise  contained  in  the  Baptismal  Cov- 
enant, ratifying  and  confirming  the  same, 
and  acknowledging  yourselves  bound  faith* 
fully  to  observe  and  keep  that  Covenant  ? 

Ans,  I  do. 

Have  you  saving  faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ? 

Ans,  I  trust  I  have. 

Do  you  believe  in  the  Doctrines  of  the 
Holy  Scriptures  as  set  forth  in  the  Articles 
of  Religion  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal 
Church! 


Ans.  I  do. 

Will  you  cheerfully  be  governed  by  the 
Rules  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church, 
hold  sacred  the  Ordinances  of  God,  and  en* 
deavor,  as  much  as  in  you  lies,  to  promote 
the  welfare  of  your  brethren  and  the  ad- 
vancement of  the  Redeemer's  kingdom? 

Ans.  I  will. 

Will  you  contribute  of  your  earthly  sub- 
stance, according  to  your  ability,  to  the 
support  of  the  Gospel  and  the  various  be- 
nevolent enterprises  of  the  Church  ? 

Ans.  I  will. 

Tlien  the  Minister,  addressing  the  Churchy 

shad  say  : 

Brethren,  these  persons  having^  ^ven  sat- 
isfactory responses  to  our  inquiries,  have 
any  of  you  reason  to  allege  why  they 
should  not  be  received  into  Full  member- 
ship in  the  Church? 

1^0  dtjection  "being  alleged,  the  Minister  shall 
say  to  the  Candidates : 

We  welcome  you  to  the  communion  of 
the  Church  of  God ;  and,  in  testimony  of 
our  Christian  affection  and  the  cordiality 
with  which  we  receive  you,  I  hereby  extend 
to  you  the  right  hand  of  fellowship :  and 
may  God  grant  that  you  may  be  a  faithful 
and  useful  member  of  the  Church  militant 
till  you  are  called  to  the  fellowship  of  the 
Church  triumphant,  which  is  "without 
fault  before  the  throne  of  God." 

Then  shaU  the  Minister  offer  extemporary 

Prayer. 


[Whenever  practicable,  let  none  but  tbe  pare,  tmfer- 
mented  Juice  of  tbe  grape  be  used  in  admiuisterlncr  tbe 
Lord^s  Supper.] 

[Let  persons  wbo  have  scruples  oonoemini;  tbe 
receiving  of  tbe  Sacrament  of  tbe  Lord^s  Supper 
kneeling  be  permitted  to  receive  it  eitber  standing 
or  sitting.] 

[No  person  diall  be  admitted  to  tbe  Lord^s  Bnpper 
among  us  wbo  is  guilty  of  any  practice  for  which  we 
woulaexdude  a  Member  of  our  Church.] 

Obdeb  fob  the  Administbation  of  the 
Lobd's  Suppeb. 

TTie  Elder  shaU  say  one  or  more  of  these 
Sentences,  during  the  reading  of  which  the 
Persons  appointed  for  that  purpose  shaU 
receive  the  Alms  for  the  Poor: 

Let  your  light  so  shine  before  men,  that 
they  may  see  your  good  works,  and  glorify 
your  Father  which  is  in  heaven.  []^&tt* 
V,  16.] 
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Lay  not  up  for  yourselves  treasures  upon 
earth,  where  moth  and  rust  doth  corrupt, 
and  where  thieves  break  through  and 
steal:  but  lay  up  for  yourselves  treasures 
in  heaven,  where  neither  moth  nor  rust  doth 
corrupt,  and  where  thieves  do  not  break 
through  nor  steal.     [Matt,  vi,  19,  20.] 

Whatsoever  ye  would  that  men  should 
do  to  you,  do  ye  even  so  to  them:  for  this 
is  the  law  and  the  prophets.  [Matt,  vii,  12.] 

Not  every  one  that  saith  unto  me.  Lord, 
Lord,  shall  enter  into  the  kingdom  of 
heaven ;  but  he  that  doeth  the  will  of  my 
Father  which  is  in  heaven.  [Matt,  vii,  21.] 

Zaccheus  stood,  and  said  unto  the  Lord ; 
Behold,  Lord,  the  half  of  my  goods  I  give 
to  the  poor;  and  if  I  have  taken  anything 
from  any  man  by  false  accusation,  I  restore 
him  fourfold.     [Luke  xix,  8.] 

He  which  soweth  sparingly  shall  reap 
also  sparingly;  and  he  which  soweth  boun- 
tifally  shall  reap  also  bountifully.  Every 
man  according  as  he  purposeth  in  his  heart, 
so  let  him  give;  not  grudgingly,  or  of 
necessity,  for  God  loveth  a  cheerful  giver. 
[2  Cor.  ix,  6,  7.] 

As  we  have  therefore  opportunity,  let 
us  do  good  unto  all  men,  especially  unto 
them  who  are  of  the  household  of  faith. 
[Gal.  vi,  10.] 

Godliness  with  contentment  is  great  gain ; 
for  we  brought  nothing  into  this  world, 
and  it  is  certain  we  can  carry  nothing  out. 
[1  Tim.  vi,  6,  7.] 

Charge  them  that  are  rich  in  this  world, 
that  they  be  not  high-minded,  nor  trust 
in  uncertain  riches,  but  in  the  living  God, 
who  giveth  us  richly  all  things  to  enjoy; 
that  they  do  good,  that  they  be  rich  in 
good  works,  ready  to  distribute,  willing  to 
communicate ;  laying  up  in  store  for  them- 
selves a  good  foundation  against  the  time 
to  come,  that  they  may  lay  hold  on  eternal 
life.     [1  Tim.  vi,  17-19.] 

God  is  not  unrighteous  to  forget  your 
work  and  labor  of  love,  which  ye  have 
showed  toward  his  name,  in  that  ye  have 
ministered  to  the  saints,  and  do  minister. 
[Heb.  vi,  10.] 

To  do  good  and  to  communicate  forget 
not ;  for  with  such  sacrifices  God  is  well 
pleased.     [Heb.  xiii,  16.1 

^  Whoso  hath  this  world's  good,  and  seeth 
his  brother  have  need,  and  shutteth  up  his 
bowels  of  compassion  from  him,  how 
dwelleth  the  love  of  God  in  him?  [1  John 
iii,  17.] 

He  that  hath  pity  upon  the  poor  lendeth 


unto  the  Lord;  and  that  which  he  hath 
given  will  he  pay  him  again.  [Pro  v.  xix,  17.] 

Blessed  is  he  that  considereth  the  poor: 
the  Lord  will  deliver  him  in  time  of  trouble. 
[Psa.  xU,  1.] 

Thou  shalt  open  thine  hand  wide  unto  thy 
brother,  to  thy  poor.     [Deut.  xv,  11.] 

After  tohich  the  Elder  shdlZ  give  the  foUoW' 
ing  IrmtaUoUy  the  People  standing: 

If  any  man  sin,  we  have  an  advocate  with 
the  Father,  Jesus  Christ  the  righteous:  and 
he  is  the  propitiation  for  our  sins :  and  not 
for  ours  only,  but  also  for  the  sins  of  the 
whole  world. 

Wherefore  ye  that  do  truly  and  earnestly 
repent  of  your  sins,  and  are  in  love  and 
charity  with  your  neighbors,  and  intend  to 
lead  a  new  life,  following  the  command- 
ments of  God,  and  walking  from  hence- 
forth in  his  holy  ways,  draw  near  with  faith, 
and  take  this  Holy  Sacrament  to  your  com- 
fort; and,  devoutly  kneeling,  make  your 
humble  confession  to  Almighty  God. 

Then  ehaU  this  general  Confession  he  made  hy 
the  Minister  in  the  name  of  all  those  who 
are  minded  to  receive  the  Holy  Communion^ 
loth  he  and  aUthe  People  devoutly  kneeling^ 
and  saying : 

Almighty  God,  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  Maker  of  all  things.  Judge  of  all 
men,  we  acknowledge  and  bewail  our 
manifold  sins  and  wickedness,  which  we 
from  time  to  time  most  grievously  have 
conunitted,  by  thought,  word,  and  deed, 
against  thy  Divine  Majesty,  provoking 
most  justly  thy  wrath  and  indignation 
against  us.  We  do  earnestly  repent,  and 
are  heartily  sorry  for  these  our  misdoings; 
the  remembrance  of  them  is  grievous  unto 
us.  Have  mercy  upon  us,  have  mercy  upon 
us,  most  merciful  Father;  for  thy  Son,  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ's  sake,  forgive  us  all  that 
is  past;  and  grant  that  we  may  ever  here- 
after serve  and  please  thee  in  newness  of 
life,  to  the  honor  and  glory  of  thy  name, 
through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.    Amen, 

Then  shall  the  Elder  say. 

Almighty  God,  our  heavenly  Father,  who 
of  thy  great  mercy  hast  promised  forgive- 
ness of  sins  to  all  them  that  with  hearty  re- 
pentance and  true  faith  turn  unto  thee,  have 
mercy  upon  us ;  pardon  and  deliver  us  from 
all  our  sins ;  connrm  and  strengthen  us  in  all 
goodness ;  and  bring  us  to  everlasting  life, 
through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.    Amen, 
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7^  CoUeet.  I  oft  as  ye  shall  drink  it,  in  remembrance  of 

Almigliiy  God,  unto  whom  all  hearts  are  °^®-    -^*'**^- 

Then  shad  the  Minister  receive  the  Chmmun- 


open,  all  desires  known,  and  from  whom 
no  secrets  are  hid,  cleanse  the  thonghts  of 
our  hearts  by  the  inspiration  of  thy  Holy 
Spirit,  that  we  may  perfectly  love  thee,  and 
worthily  magnify  thy  holy  name  through 
Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.    Amen. 

Then  shall  the  Elder  say^ 

We  do  not  presume  to  come  to  this  thy 
table,  O  merciful  Lord,  trusting  in  our  own 
righteousness,  but  in  thy  manifold  and  great 
mercies.  We  are  not  worthy  so  much  as  to 
gather  up  the  crumbs  under  thy  table.  But 
thou  art  the  same  Lord,  whose  property  is 
always  to  have  mercy.  Grant  us,  therefore, 
gracious  Lord,  so  to  eat  the  flesh  of  thy  dear 
Son  Jesus  Obrist,  and  to  drink  his  blood, 
that  we  may  live  and  grow  thereby;  and 
that,  being  washed  through  his  most  pre- 
cious blood,  we  m*.y  evermore  dwell  in  him, 
and  he  in  us.    Amen, 

Then   the  Elder  shall  offer  the  Prayer  of 
Consecration^  aefoUowelh: 

Almighty  God,  our  heavenly  Father, 
who  of  thy  tender  mercy  didst  give  thine 
only  Son  Jesus  Christ  to  suffer  death  upon 
the  cross  for  our  redemption;  who  made 
there,  by  his  oblation  of  himself  once 
offered,  a  full,  perfect,  and  sufficient  sacri- 
fice, oblation,  and  satisfaction  for  the  sins 
of  the  whole  world ;  and  did  institute,  and 
in  his  holy  Gospel  command  us  to  con- 
tinue, a  perpetual  memory  of  his  precious 
death  tmtil  his  coming  again :  hear  us,  O 
merciful  Father,  we  most  humbly  beseech 
thee,  and  grant  that  we,  receiving  these  thy 
creatures  of  bread  and  wine,  according  to 
thy  Son  oiu*  Saviour  Jesus  Christ's  holy 
institution,  in  remembrance  of  his  death 
and  passion,  may  be  partakers  of  his  most 
blessed  body  and  blood ;  who,  in  the  same 
twa  *-%.  XT,^  night  that  he  was  betrayed, 
Vr  ^  tate%  took  bread ;  (')  and  when  he 

^^aU  of  bread  in  had  given  thanks,  he  broke 
hto  hand.  iij^  ^^  g^^g  jt  ^  l^g  ^ig^i. 

pies,  saying.  Take,  eat;  this  is  my  body 
which  is  given  for  you;  do  this  in  remem- 
brance of  me. 

(')  Bere  he  may  Likewise  after  supper  he 
iSffcii^  ^^  *^  *ook  O  the  cup;  and  when 

ne  had  given  thanks,  he 
gave  it  to  them,  saying,  Drink  ye  all  of 
this;  for  this  is  my  blood  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament, which  is  shed  for  you,  and  for 
many,  for  the  remission  of  sins;  do  this,  as 


ion  in  both  hinds,  and  proceed  to  deUf>er 
the  same  to  the  other  Ministers,  if  any  he 
present;  after  tohieh  he  shaU  say: 

It  is  very  meet,  right,  and  our  bounden 
duty  that  we  should  at  all  times  and  in  all 
places  give  thanks  unto  thee,  O  Lord,  holy 
Father,  Almighty,  Everlasting  God. 

Therefore  with  angels  and  archangels, 
and  with  all  the  company  of  heaven,  we 
laud  and  magnify  thy  glonous  name,  ever- 
more praising  thee,  and  saying.  Holy, 
Holy,  Holy,  Lord  God  of  Hosts,  heaven 
and  earth  are  full  of  thy  glory.  Glory  be 
to  thee,  O  Lord  most  high !    Amen. 

The  Mnisler  shaU  then  proceed  to  administer 
the  Communion  to  the  People  in  crder^ 
hneelingj  into  their  uncovered  hands ;  and, 
V3hen  he  ddivereth  the  Bread,  he  shall  say: 

The  body  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Clirist,  which 
was  given  for  thee,  preserve  thy  soztl  and 
body  unto  everlasting  life.  Take  and  eat 
this  in  remembrance  that  Christ  died  for 
thee  ;  and  feed  on  him  in  thy  heart  by  f aith^ 
with  thanksgiving. 

And  the  Minister  that  ddivereth  the  Cuj^ 
shaU  say : 

The  blood  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
which  was  shed  for  thee,  preserve  thy  stml 
and  body  unto  everlasting  life.  Drink  this 
in  remembrance  that  Christ's  blood  w^as 
shed  for  thee,  and  be  thankful. 

[If  tbe  Consecrated  bread  or  wine  shall  be  all  snpent 
before  all  bave  oommuned,  the  Elder  may  Gonsecrate 
more  by  repeating  the  Prayer  of  GonsecratioD.l 

[When  aU  have  communed,  the  Minister  shall  retam 
to  the  Lord's  table  and  place  upon  It  what  remalnetli 
of  the  Consecrated  elements,  covering  the  same  with  a 
fair  Unen  cloth.] 

Then  shaU  the  Elder  say  the  Lord'^s  Prayer  : 
the  People  hneding,  and  repeating  c^fter 
him  every  petition. 

Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallow^ed 
be  thy  name.  Thy  kingdom  come.  Thy 
will  be  done  in  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven. 
Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread:  and  for- 
give us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them 
that  trespass  against  us:  and  lead  us  not 
into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  evil : 
for  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power, 
and  the  glory,  forever.     Amen. 

After  which  shall  be  said  aefolhweth  : 

O  Lord  our  heavenly  Father,  we  thy 
humble  servants  desire  thy  Fatherly  ^ood- 
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ness  mercifully  to  accept  this  our  sacrifice 
of  praise  and  thanksgiTing;  most  humbly 
beseeching  thee  to  grant,  tlmt,  by  the  merits 
and  death  of  thy  Son  Jesus  Christ,  and 
through  faith  in  his  blood,  we  and  thy 
whole  Church  may  obtain  forgiveness  of 
our  sins,  and  all  other  benefits  of  his  pas- 
sion. And  here  we  offer  and  present  unto 
thee,  O  Lord,  ourselves,  our  souls  and 
bodies,  to  be  a  reasonable,  holy,  and  lively 
sacrifice  unto  thee ;  humbly  beseeching  thee 
that  aU  we  who  are  partakers  of  this  Holy 
Communion  may  be  filled  with  thy  grace 
and  heavenly  benediction.  And  although 
we  be  unworthy,  through  our  manifold 
sins,  to  offer  unto  thee  any  sacrifice,  yet 
we  beseech  thee  to  accept  this  our  bounaen 
duty  and  service;  not  weighing  our  merits, 
but  pardoning  our  offenses,  through  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord;  by  whom,  and  with 
whom,  in  the  unity  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  all 
honor  and  glory  be  unto  thee,  O  Father 
Almighty,  world  without  end.    Amen, 

Then  sTiaU  le  said  or  mmg  :* 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high,  and  on  earth 
peace,  good  will  toward  men !  We  praise 
thee,  we  bless  thee,  we  worship  thee,  we 
glorify  thee,  we  give  thanks  to  thee  for  thy 
great  glory,  O  Lord  God,  heavenly  King, 
God  the  Father  Almighty ! 

O  Lord,  the  only  begotten  Son  Jesus 
Christ:  O  Lord  Goa^  L^b  of  God,  Son 


of  the  Father,  that  iakest  away  the  sins 
of  the  world,  have  mercy  upon  us.  Thou 
that  takest  away  the  sins  of  the  world, 
have  mercy  upon  us.  Thou  that  takest 
away  the  sins  of  the  world,  receive  our 
prayer.  Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right 
iiand  of  God  the  Father,  have  mercy  upon 
us.  For  thou  only  art  holy;  thou  only 
art  the  Lord;  thou  only,  O  Christ,  with 
the  Holy  Ghost,  art  most  high  in  the 
glory  of  God  the  Father.     Amen. 

Then  the  Blder^  if  he  see  it  expedient,  may 
put  up  an  extemporary  Prayer;  arid 
afterward  shdU  let  the  People  depart  with 
thie  Blessing  : 

The  peace  of  God,  which  passeth  all 
understanding,  keep  your  hearts  and  minds 
in  the  knowledge  ana  love  of  God,  and  of 
his  Son  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord:  and  the 
blessing  of  God  Almighty,  the  Father,  the 
Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost,  be  among  you, 
and  remain  with  you  always.     Amen, 

N.  B.— If  the  Elder  be  Btraitened  for  time  in 
the  usual  adminifitration  of  the  Holy  Communion, 
he  moY  omit  any  part  of  the  service  except  the 
Invitation^  the  Confession,  and  the  Prayer  of 
Consecration;  and  in  its  administraUon  to  the 
Sick  he  may  omit  any  part  of  the  service  except 
the  Confession,  the  Prayer  of  Consecration,  and 
the  usual  sentences  in  delivering  the  Bread  and 
Wine^  closing  with  the  Lord's  Prayer,  extempore 
supplication,  and  the  Benediction* 


*6ee'*Gtoila  loEzcelslB,*»pa«;e438of  tblatoook. 

493 


